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PREFACE 


HARDLY l;nnu- u licthcr this Wh should 
he called old or new. ilnlf the matter 
at least has already appeared at various 
iVXv intervals durim; the pas! seventeen tears 
Hut even this ]>ortion has been revised, recast, 
. _ . and in many places rewritten for the present 

publication. And rather more than a third is entirely 
new, ha vino Inert written within the last three months, 
Easily, of the prcviouslv-ptthlishcd portion, some fifty payee 
appeared in a privately-printed pamphlet, and an ciju.il 
tpiantity has been taken here and there from a 'tries 
of three hundred articles (written in the Sf/c/afar), and 
appears for the fust time in connected form, 

Therefore 1 may say with Charles Rode,* that "to 
drerilic this work’ as a reprint would Iw unfair to thr 
ptrhlic and to me. The English l.myuaye is copious, and 
tn any true man's hands ijuue able m mmey tlx truth. 1 ' 
via. that this is a new work in which a umstdcnWc amount 
of revised writing has l>ccn included. 

Did not the world time m> fast nowadays, ( imykt per- 
haps altryc as a sufficient ica-on for the inclusion of tin i 
papers which have formerly apjoro!, that they repfc'cnt 
the lot part of nearly twenty years’ -erti.r as a j.uMi: 
writer, and that during that i-cris-l I have l-:m fre-pc-ntly 
aspnl to reprint several of tire I: "aye in ipristhm lint 
1 doubt whether m:i!i a plea is allewab’c 3! a tim - v. 3 ,-jj 
the Press is "truniny with new v-etks, ar. ! at all events 
the above are tm! the chief tea "/oh which hate led ex t>» 
make thr ‘di-iibm. 

i ? jf £"/-.*» **•/ a* $ 
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My first desire has been, by presenting my .views upon 
Art and its connection with life, in various forms, ana 
by recording in connected sequence the critical opinions 
expressed during many years upon English and 1-oreign 
painting, to enable the public to judge whether these views 
and criticisms be substantially just or no, and whether 
time has not, so far at all events, justified my words. 
Not even the bitterest critic — and some critics arc very 
bitter — can feel more keenly than myself the imperfections 
of temper, haste, and form which have so frequently dis- 
figured my periodical writing. Nor can any one resent 
more than I deplore the apparent indifference and scorn 
with which X have approached and censured work which 
has always taken labour and thought, and patient, if mis- 
taken, skill to produce. Of old, when 1 considered that a 
picture was in a bad style of art, I habitually ignored, if I 
did not forget, the personal feeling of the artist. 


As we grow older we see that even the truest truths of 
our youth are only partially tenable; that our harshest, 
most unjust antagonists have had some justice, some 
right on their side; but in early manhood I think a critic 
is almost necessarily "a good hater," if he be very much 
in earnest. If he sees at ail, he sees so very clearly: he 
cannot believe but that his world is apparent to every one 
who wishes to look. Compromise appears to him equally 
base and feeble — he throws every half-loaf out of the window 
impatiently — better far no bread at all than such a beggarly 
portion! At least so I fear the present writer felt, and 
feeling, erred ; and destroyed by impatience and intolerance 
the influence he might perhaps otherwise have gained. 


Nothing, then, shall be said here in extenuation of these 
faults, nor would I plead, at this late hour, ad miseri- 
cordiam. The work must stand or fall with all its im 
perfections on its head. But with regard to inadequate 
ignorant, or mistaken criticism, a few words are in justice 
to myself, necessary ; for such charges are easily 'and fre- 
quently brought against a public writer, especially against 
one who docs not belong to any of the well - recognised 
journalistic coteries. b nisea 

In the course of the years ^covered by the Essays in this 



- book (1872-1890), I must have seen and written of nearly 
half a million pictures and sculptures, and criticised several 
hundred books, chiefly relating to art. This work has 
been done for the most part at a -few hours 1 notice, and 
generally with no time for revision or reflection. That is 
‘ one of ' the conditions of newspaper writing. In such 
circumstance there is, I dare to say, no possibility of 
avoiding occasional errors, mistakes, or blunders, especially 
.in writing which at least aims at independence. 

Such mistakes I have made not infrequently in my 
critical life, and have had them dealt with severely enough, 
by those whose business it is to furnish entertaining para- 
graphs to 'the lighter journals. That was all right and 
fair: a critic is paid not to make mistakes, and, if he 
does commit them, should not “'scape whipping.” And I 
am a little pleased to remember that in nearly twenty 
years the paragraph censors have only detected me in 
some half-dozen serious blunders, three of which I had pre- 
viously discovered. . I do not count in these misprints of 
proper names, or similar clerical errors. 

One form of attack, however, which has been used against 
me, I believe, with some effectiveness, is undoubtedly most 
traitorous and mean — equally unworthy of a journalist 
and a gentleman — and that is censure which, avowedly 
based upon quotation, is in reality founded upon ingenious 
misrepresentation of an author’s meaning. In cases where 
such condemnation is enforced by the misquotation of 
sentences, phrases, and even words and stops, robbed of 
their context, and skilfully pieced together to excite ridi- 
cule, the critic has no difficulty in apparently proving that 
the author or writing criticised, is vulgar, incapable, or 
absurd. 

_ — -Ftmlie""Kbnour of journalism, I am proud to think that 
such malfaisahce is extremely rare ; but it does exist in 
London, and a well-known critic so betrayed his office 
with regard to a book which I wrote about six years ago. 
His mala J. ides I proved to his own Editor’s (dissatis- 
faction in an interview wherein hve compared, point by 
. point, the reviewer’s' quotations and my words as I had 
written them. At the end of this interview, which lasted 



about two hours, the Editor (who had the most wonder- 
ful memory I have ever known), went through each instance 
I had brought before him, and repeated the criticism and 
my objection, and asked if that was my case* I assented, 
and asked him, in my turn, if he could defend his reviewer, 
if he could assert that there was not a manifest and inten- 
tional wrong done me by the article* He admitted that no 
defence was possible ; that the review was entirely unjust, 
and demanded what I “ wanted him to do.” I said, “ Pub- 
lish in your paper what you have just acknowledged 1 
“ What 1 ” he said, “ insert an interview with an author 
against my own critic l That would be the * New Journalism ’ 
with a vengeance 1 Well, I’ll see what I can do.” So he 
departed, but of course nothing was done. The “ affair was 
too unimportant.” 

The critic’s name — which I knew throughout — I prefer 
not to mention. He will probably not resent the omis- 
sion. 1 heard afterwards that he had boasted of having 
done rather a smart thing in journalism ; and after, I hope, 
a somewhat different fashion, I took a quiet revenge a year 
or two later. He wrote a nice little book (to mention its 
nature would probably indicate the author’s name), and, 
being then Editor of the Universal Review, I sat down 
and wrote the very nicest criticism thereof which I - possibly 
could, and put it at the head of the most important books 
of the month ; and I have since then always felt that we 
were — quits. 

To return to the question of just and unjust criticism. 
The only fair way is to take the work as a whole, and 
consider whether, having regard to its amount and the 
circumstances under which it was done, the result is admir- 
able, or the reverse. Especially with critical work which 
has been before the public some years, the date of writing is 
an essential point, and in many cases time will either have 
proved or disproved the justice of the judgment. 

The fashion for certain artists passes away, but fine art 
remains fine, and if the critic has sought that out in the first 
instance, his words should remain also. 

In reprinting as the last Essay in this book, verbatim some 
of the criticisms I wrote from year to year in a weekly 'news- 
viii J 



paper, I give any reader who cares to judge my work, the 
materials for decision. On the whole, are these verdicts (if 
I must call them so, though Preferences is the title X should 
choose) substantiated by the fuller knowledge of to-day? 
That is for the public to decide, and with anxiety I wait their 
sentence. The right intention of the work should not count, 
nor should, in this aspect, the deficiencies of its manner. 
The single question is the justice and insight of the criticism. 
If these are lacking, no more is to be said. 

A last word of a less serious kind on the vexed question 
of* a critic’s right to point out the bad as well as to define 
the good amongst the subjects he deals with. In this 
matter, though I think his duty dear, he may be left by 
those of another opinion quite securely to the justice of the 
Fates. 11 Exposition ” is easy enough and even more safe 
than easy; but “criticism” of the real kind above fore- 
shadowed, is a more than parlous matter. Those who 
endeavour to guide public opinion arouse animosity almost 
in proportion to their earnestness and insight. 

I saw this choice of Hercules (the pleasure of exposition v. 
the duty of criticism) placed before me many years since, and 
with some misgiving, hesitation, and regret, elected for the 
latter course. Perhaps I am still at heart content that my 
decision was not for the primrose path; but I certainly 
should have been glad to have found the strait road a 
little less stony, and a little more accommodating. What 
Thackeray calls “ thorns in the cushion ” are every whit as 
plentiful in the seat of the critic as in that of the Editor. I 
have tried both vocations, singly and in combination, and 
the difference of discomfort is merely fractional. Irate 
artists, actors, and authors, furious relations, indignant 
contributors, and every description of journalist, from the 
sardonic Saturday Reviewer, to the ingenious young gentle- 
man who disports himself in the columns of the Empire 
Gazette , have been severe, satirical, pathetic, or abusive at 
my expense. The shape of ray head, the roundness of my 
shoulders, the fit of my clothes, the colour of my necktie, 
the profession of my relatives, the quality of my ancestors, 
the amount of my income, my poor little personal " prefer- 
ences," and even my holiday trips and the furniture of my 
office, have been animadverted upon as equally displeasing 

" !X 



and criminal. Like Mark Twain when he “ ran for Gover- 
nor,” I feel inclined to sign myself “ once an honest man, 
u ...i ...ixu ^ +Tw» various ot)Dro* 


but now” — and so on with the initials of the various oppro- 
brious epithets bestowed upon me. The ingenious Mr, 
Whistler hit upon a new form of torture by depriving me oj 
the first letter of my name, and Mr. Richmond enlivened 
the somewhat dreary proceedings of an Art Congress by 
furious demands to see my pictures, and a harangue on my 
iniquities so majestic and impassioned that he had to be 
called to order by the Chairman. One critic ti tout f cure 
took it much to heart that I should try to paint, and pur- 
sued me, with the help of his staff, in half the periodicals 
of London town. Strong friends used to come and offer 
to walk with me for protection, and thick sticks to be sent 
me anonymously, without which I was not to stir abroad. 
In the back of the room in which I write, reposes a great 
book which I can scarcely lift, within whose covers lurk 
two thousand abusive notices, which I was weak enough to 
allow Mr. Romeike to send — a solid twenty pounds’ worth 
of invective, without counting the labour of my secretary in 
sticking them in. May not these things too be called thorns 
in the cushion ? 

And yet so weak is human nature, so inconsistent, so 
vicious, that I miss the diatribes, the personalities, the 
sarcasm, the wail of this paper, the snarl of that. I miss 
the allusions to my numerous frailties, my relations’ short- 
comings, the locality where lives my tailor, and the offensive 
, way I walk down Fleet Street. So, again, O dear old 
enemies, ye who 


“Have done my Credit in Men’s Eye much wrong: 
U&ve dixwn’rf my Honour m a shallow Cup, 
And sold my Reputation for a Song,” 


let us have a last encounter! Once more let your 
antipathies and my preferences mingle in the serried 
columns of your favourite journals. And then— let us 
forget all this fine fuiy of opinion, and acknowledge its 
merely Pickwick’an origin, in the sacred recesses of the 
°- kfi Khayyam c ' ul:) . or "'here the " Chat Noir ” mews 
nightly under the shadow of Montmartre. 


HARRY QU1LTER. 
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A NOTE ON THE ILLUSTRATIONS. 


AM desirous of tendering my hearty thanks to 
the artists, private owners, and Fine- Art dealers 
who have kindly allowed me to use their pictures 
or copyrights, or who have done sketches expressly 
for me. The names of these arc as follows ; those 
which are printed in italics being the last-mentioned class : — 

g i . ' J? ir/ c 




My position was now one of some difficulty. Mr.’ Hunt was a 
friend — and a celebrated artist for whose work I had high admiration 
and respect; on the other hand, the Editor of the Contemporary 
(also a friend) had embarked on this paper at my suggestion, and on 
my guarantee had offered a considerable sum of money for the 
article: I was at once bound to see Mr. Bunting 1 through, and 
most desirous not to offend Mr. Hunt. I knew, or thought I 
knew, what the public wanted to know about the P.R.B., and that 
Mr. Hunt could tell it to them : only he had not done so, and 
unless the paper were remodelled I felt its success could only be 
very partial. Under the circumstances, 1 did what was perhaps 
unjustifiable, i.e. wrote the first portion of the article myself, chiefly 
on facts obtained in conversation from Mr. Hunt and notes supplied 
by him. 1 can't remember at this lapse of time whether 1 took 
down any of his actual words, but I think not. My memory was 
then a good one, and with the help of the painter’s notes, I could trust 
it to reproduce accurately the information supplied to me. Mr. 
Hunt and myself revised the proofs, the paper was signed with his 
name, duly appeared, and was instantly and peculiarly successful. 
Very generously Mr. Hunt offered me a cheque for half the amount 
received, but I did not feel that I could accept any money for what 
I had not done under my own name, and what I would not have 
done at all had it not been for the peculiar circumstances. 


Though I do not know that any one was specially wronged there- 
by, and though a not inconsiderable proportion of articles signed by 
celebrated names are doubtless actually written by journalists, on the 
facts which the supposed authors supply, it had never been my lot 
to be mixed up before with that species of literature, and it made me 
a little uncomfortable. It is one thing being accustomed to sell your 
brains, and another to sell your prejudices, and my education had 
taught me only the former. 


After the cheque was declined however, an arrangement was 
come to between Mr. Hunt and myself, whereby I was to have the 
right of re-publishing this article (and the subsequent paper in con- 
tinuation of the same subject) in a book which I had in contempla- 
tion on the 41 History of Pre-Raphaelitism. ” I had previously 
received and collected a good deal of interesting information about 
the pre-Raphaeiites, and I thought the embodiment of Mr. Hunt’s 
escnption of hts early struggles and personal reminiscences would 
nw. y . a 'n i_ t0 , e 'merest of my work, especially if appropriately 
S' 3 , 3 b £ the earl y Pictures of the Brotherhood. To make a 
indfea t0 J21 1 .."i - m ? I ? c ° k - ' vas proposed to a publisher (and was 
* e s °ld. to him), but was never written, for shortly after my 



agreement with the publishers had been signed, and when I had 
with considerable difficulty procured permission to include repro- 
ductions of many of the most interesting pre- Raphael ite pictures in 
my history, an announcement appeared in the Athenmm that the 
papers in question, revised, and added to, were to be published by 
Messrs. Macmillan. I was indeed hoist with my own petard ! 

. The first result was that my history was abandoned. The pub- 
lishers told me frankly, and quite reasonably, that Mr. Hunt’s 
re-publication would certainly “take the wind out of my sails," and 
rather than go on with the agreement they paid me a small sum for 
the work already done on the book, and we tore up our contract. 
I expected with considerable interest the publication of Mr. Hunt's 
book, which Messrs. - Macmillan had announced as to appear 
‘'shortly.” The autumw came and passed, the weeks, the months, 
the years rolled by, picture after picture grew steadily to comple- 
tion under Mr. Hunt’s skilful hands, but the Chronicle of pre-Raphael- 
itism, though six years have since passed, remains an unpublished 
chronicle still. 

Life is short, and I have waited long enough for my pre-Raphaelite 
brother, and have therefore decided to include in the present volume 
some of the material I once collected for the use of my book. I 
bear no grudge against Mr. Hunt; no doubt he thought he was 
acting within his right, in the first place; and in the second, 
his long delay was — well — to be expected ! And I have not the 
slightest desire to make out a case for myself as an aggrieved person. 
But I think it necessary, for the sake of my own credit, that the 
public should know I am not, even in the few quotations inserted 
from the papers in question, using another man’s brains in availing 
myself of work which I originally projected, carefully edited, cor- 
rected, and wrote no small portion of with my own hand. To this I 
have only to add that 1 have indicated wherever this paper is 
quoted. 

The more important, and hitherto unpublished, reminiscences 
obtained from Mr. Ford Madox Brown are also shown, as are the 
few notes given me by Mr. Woolncr, R.A. 1 The first of these were 
told me by the artist himself, chiefly in reply to questions, and 
wen^-Hten down on the spot by my shorthand secretary. Mr. 
Brown was, during the whole time of our conversation, painting on 
the frescoes of the Manchester Town Hall, and subject to con- 
tinual interruption ; I must here express my great obligation^ to 
him for the jcindness with which he gave me all the information 

* Since writing’.this ankle, Mr. Woolncr has died. It is too late for me to mate any 
alterations in the text, so if any expressions occur therein which may seem inappropriate atlhe 
present time, 1 hope thc.abo\e uct will be boroc in mind . — Ociobtr tow, it 9 a. t 


in his power — information of specially valuable character, as will be 
seen hereafter. ’ • ' 

The story of the pre-Raphaelite movement is the story of four 
great artists and generous- minded enthusiastic men. It is the 
story, too, of enthusiastic effort in the cause of art : and in connec- 
tion with such effort it may almost be said that there can be no such 
word as failure. Certainly, in this case, though the Brotherhood 
lasted but a very short while even in name, though its members were 
few, and, with exception of the leaders, undistinguished and ineffec- 
tive; though the founders themselves were very quickly separated 
m aim, and very partially true to their professed principles : the 
movement so inaugurated has had permanent and most enlivening 
influence upon all contemporary English painting. Opponents of 

rnntr th H°7’ ‘ f th - e °- y , be not t0 ° iar S e a word for the somewhat 
contradictory principles and practice of these P.R.B. painters, 

Ae res ?r T T" ' ed to modif y their practice in view of 
the a ‘tmned by their opponems-all unconsciously much of 

nndever P n"? aphae j'‘c- m , has cre P‘ int0 Academic work, 
Ir , (1 5 n ' lvhere , th e form of this latter has remained unchanged, the 

by n eater P Wlf e ^ S ; aS , ' " erc ' be ™ supplemented and informed 
studv nf ! mtelie . ctual consistency, more intelligent and thorough 

whtUiSrbetre^r 11 " 65 ' 

to theTnfluenrp a wi ntereSt " n ^- l ° sbow H° w ^ ar this change is due 
he S ohit of Fr' n\ re COnS,d L e r I r& and it Has been affected by 
revolution duriL th? art ' wh . Icb has a,so undergone a complete 
of Idyllism in VandS?* 6 pe f lod- J. he B . ar bwon School, the School 
sionists,” are all like th? ?! ! he '‘-f /£7w , air " school, the “Impres- 
knowinp’ if t,n™ • celebrated person who spoke prose without 
men wlfo nsciously to themselves pre-Raphaelitc workers; 

instead nf ;« truths of nature and emotion for themselves 

n the ill t f ad,Uonal fashion. But this would lead me too far 
livihlp i nt ln f tance > and could hardly be made clearly intel- 

from the pictures onhe^rench painters? 1316 ^ iiIUStra "° nS 

beM pages there wflI not be found ( t0 t,le best of my 

would give paln'eith^ 0 ^ “ d ‘. he re!ati °” ° { ™hieh 

and relatives a ”r i ■ the P r o-, Ra P haeI 'te painters or their friends 
but by the relat;™, ? T-'“? ne,l , her “ advocate n °r an opponent, 
misapprehend P 1 ? ve endKlvoure<1 dk pel some of 

to consider the D r act J h 'r^ VC b ? C ° me . curre . nt . on the subject, and . 
nitty as well » w these Pj‘ n , ters - ln relatIon "> their person- 

o'oquent and h;4 s r™„ SUP n P dn '“a" 65 ' A - go6d deal ° f very 
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Raphaelite movement, and the instigators of the revolt have been 
credited with many wonderful aims and theories of which they were 
most innocently ignorant: but in truth they, were very like other 
brilliant young men in their slurm und drang period, and had few 
theories which they did not abandon, or aims which they did not 
forsake. 

It is very difficult at the present time to arrive at the actual raison 
dtlrc of the P.R.B., as it was called by its members ; for, whatever 
was the aim, it was soon abandoned, and the members of the asso- 
ciation went thenceforward on separate and individual lines. The 
one principle which, however, was at first their ruling one, was that 
of painting each subject from one model, and if the picture was of 
such a kind as to need a landscape background, making a separate 
and original study for that picture as far as possible under the con- 
ditions of light which the subject required. Millais especially was 
most particular on this point, and it was partly Madox Brown’s dis- 
sension about the single personality of the model which prevented 
the latter from associating himself nominally with the P.R.B. Even 
this principle, however, was soon abandoned by the majority of the 
members, though not before some very fine results had been pro- 
duced, such as the orchard in “The Light of the World,” the mossy 
rcd-brick wall of “The Huguenot,” and the lovely landscape back- 
grounds of the “Autumn Leaves” and the “Ophelia." In con- 
nection with this theory of seeking for an actual physical environment 
for the drama of their pictures, there was the endeavour, so finely 
characterised and insisted upon some years after this period by John 
Ruskin, of representing that action in terms of actual thought and 
emotion, rather than in conventionally artistic manner : to show a 
scene as it was or might have been, instead of as it might prettily or 
gracefully be arranged. Very possibly tliis idea dictated the choice 
of name. Seeing in the prints and casts from the Italian pre- 
Raphaelite painters and sculptors the desire for expression rather than 
the desire for artistic perfection, these young men may have jumped to 
the conclusion, illogical, but not wholly unreasonable, that there was 
a necessary connection between the simplicity of form in the earlier 
work, and its intensity of meaning, and thence reasoned that if they 
could only throw overboard all the later artistic traditions, they 
might be able to embody in modem work the simplicity, directness, 
and appeal of early Italian painting. The probability is, however, 
that their theory was less profound, less conscious, at all events until 
Ruskin gave expression thereto in his famous essay. The truth is 
that at this time, not only in England, but in Germany, in France, 
and even in Italy, an analogous influence to the pre- Raphaelite 
practice was springing. up in all directions. A wave of tradition- 
questioning was sweeping, over the world of art, as over that 
of .science" and religion : the study of nature and natural fad was 
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in hb power— information of specially valuable character, as will be 
seen hereafter. r * ‘ 

The story of the pre-Raphaelite movement is the story °f four 
great artists and generous- minded enthusiastic men. It is the 
story, too, of enthusiastic effort in the cause of art : and in connec- 
tion with such effort it may almost be said that there can be no such 
j VOrt j ^ ^ ure * Certainly, in this case, though the Brotherhood 
lasted but a very short while even in name, though its members were 
few, and, with exception of the leaders, undistinguished and ineffec- 
tive; though the founders themselves were very quickly separated 
m aim, and very partially true to their professed principles : the 
movement so inaugurated has had permanent and most enlivening 
influence upon all contemporary English painting. Opponents of 
the theory, if theory be not too large a word for the somewhat 
contradictory principles and practice of these P.R.B. painters, 
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characterised and insisted upon some years after this period by John 
Ruskin, of representing that action in terms of actual thought and 
emotion, rather than in conventionally artistic manner : to show a 
scene as it was or might have been, instead of as it might prettily or 
gracefully be arranged. Very possibly this idea dictated the choice 
of name. Seeing in the prints and casts from the Italian pre- 
Raphaelite painters and sculptors the desire for expression rather than 
the desire for artistic perfection, these young men may have jumped to 
the conclusion, illogical, but not wholly unreasonable, that there was 
a necessary connection between the simplicity of form in the earlier 
work, and its intensity of meaning, and thence reasoned that if they 
could only throw overboard all the later artistic traditions, they 
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advancing by leaps and bounds: conventionalities were for the 
moment forgotten : the times were ripe for change. 

And at this happy conjunction of things the prc-Raphaelite 
practice shaped itself, little by theory, much by instinct and sym- 
pathy, and borrowing here and there the form of ancient art, leaped 
forth to point the way to the art of the future. 

Had the leaders only been true to themselves, had they been more 
fortunate in their partners and disciples, and less bitterly attacked 
and injudiciously applauded, there might have grown up in England 
from this movement the most magnificent art of modern times, for 
never before, and certainly never since, had so bold, and, on the 
whole, so successful an attempt been made to weave together in one 
strand of meaning and beauty the loveliness of the outside world 
and the emotions and interests of humanity. Moreover, the root 
idea of all fine art, the search for perfection, was here of the very 
essence of the aim, and, while maintained, gave dignity and interest 
even to the least successful example : set free the genius of these 
young painters from all hindering circumstance ; and started them for 
a new world of beauty, where there should be, as Emerson said — 

“ Neither great nor small 
To the soul which maketh all ; 

For where it cometh all things are, 

And it cometh everywhere.” 

This was not to be — Ruskin, informed and urged by Coventry 
Patmore, saw the intellectual and artistic possibilities of the move- 
ment, and gave them expression in those letters to the Times which 
remain to this day as models of passionate special pleading ; but 
his heart and head were full of other work, and at the critical 
moment he left England for Switzerland and Italy; and though 
he never altogether withdrew his sympathy from the art, he in after 
years ceased to hold any communication with Rossetti or Millais, and 
little with Holman Hunt. The press critics and the Royal Acade- 
micians made short work of the pre-Raphaelites — short work in 
the Sense of derision and abuse. The latter skied or rejected most 
pre - Raphaelite pictures, the former laughed at or abused them 
according to the humour of the moment. I can myself call to mind 
* at ttCr SCOrn anf l blame which were showered upon such pictures 
aS ^ r , ,^ ur . ne ‘J ones>s " Seasons," “Love amongst the Ruins,” " Night 
a a \| orn ' n &" when they were exhibited at the “Old Society” 
Dudley Gallery, and this was at least ten or twelve years 
• C j the date of which I am speaking, and I also remember well 
A™ ay >*£ omn,Ute e °f the Water-Colour Society themselves took 
be/'incA ^ u 5 ne 'J ones ’s picture of “ Phyllis and Demophoon," 
se one of their patrons had declared its nudity to be shameful 
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On this occasfon both the painter ant! the President, Mr. {r.o f .v Sir 
Frederick) Burton, resigned. 

Hut to return to these earlier days, it has been said that the 
I\R.B, were not true to themselves or each other: the fact seems to 
be that after the first early years of their associate-ship, though the 
old friendship remained unimpaired, all consonance of aim had 
entirely disappeared. This can hardly be properly understood with- 
out some consideration of the different temperaments and ambitions 
of the three leaders, Kossctti, Holman Hunt, and Millais. Hut 
before doing this I must show clearly, by the consideration of 
Madox Brown’s own painting, and the record of his own worth, 
how irresistible is the evidence that he was in all but name the real 
founder and leader of the pro- Kapha elite movement: the 
as mi as tui: TrACIIi.it of Rossetti and Holman Hunt, ami how 
unnecessary it is to go back to Ghiberti gates and Orcagna and 
Mantegna frescoes for the theory of truth to nature, simplicity, and 
reality which this master had already grasped in his foreign student- 
hood, and was actually exemplifying in his pictures before Rossetti and 
Millais had left the Royal Academy schools, or Holman Hunt had 
entered them I In doing this 1 ask my readers* patience to allow 
me first to say a few words nl>out Madox Brown himself — and to 
believe that they an: written in no spirit of partisanship or friendly 
exaggeration. My words can lx.* proved to be true by any one who 
will take the trouble to examine the evidence for thym. who will 
examine for himself Brown’s pictures, or will even consider carefully 
the reproductions of them which I have given in the quarto edition 
of this book. 



II.— FORD MADOX DROWN: THE TEACHER OF 
DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI AND 
HOLMAN HUNT. 

“One of the finest colourists living.”—/?. G. Rwetit cj M.ufox firorvrt. 


HERE are more things in London town than are 
dreamt of in our philosophy, and here is one of them. 
Within three miles of the Royal Academy there still 
lives and paints one of our greatest artists ; who is the 
true founder of the movement usually called pre* 
Raphaclitc, and the teacher of Holman Hunt and 
Rossetti, the man whose genius the former “silently recognised" nearly 
half a century ago, and of whom Rossetti spoke as above only three 
years before his death. In a small house on the side of Primrose 
Hill, without a studio save his sitting-room, without recognition from 
the public, the press, or the Academy authorities, in but indifferent 
health, and with narrow if not failing income, this great man lives, 
who for half a century lias given the public work of absolutely unique 
quality, original, thoughtful, industrious, and beautiful. He lives 
there, poor, brave, and patient still, encompassed, I yet am glad 
to think, with the love and respect of a few true-hearted friends, and 
carrying out to the last the doctrines which he has shown alike in his 
painting and his life, of thorough work, independence, and honesty. 
In the mad competition for wealth and notoriety which surges 
round him, in the ingenuities of advertisement and the duplicities of 
commerce, he has, and has ever had, no part ; above all has he lacked 
the will to conciliate or truckle to the powers that be : he has dared 
to live his honourable, kindly, industrious life after his own fashion, in 
truth and honour. 

Is it desirable, is it decent, is it tolerable, that such a noble servant 
to art and England should be so neglected and forgotten 1 We pension 
our Under-Secretaries of State after five years’ service, our soldiers 
after five-and-twenty — might we not pension our artists when they 
have worked for us fifty years 1 Pension I mean in the manner that 
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they would most desire ; pension tb^m with a smile, a few kind words, 
perhaps even a " Well done, thou /.bod and faithful servant ! ” I don’t *■ 
feel at all clear that Her Most Gracious Majesty the Queen might not 
as well “shake hands” with Madox Brown as with an aged negress 
from South Carolina ; or, if knighthood still may be taken to have its 
olden significance, there are few workers in England who would 
better deserve and dignify such honour. 

Believe me, for once, readers who care for justice and gratitude, I 
am not speaking rashly, or without warrant : these words are not 
exaggerated, are not the result of friendship or ignorance. These 
facts are true, as they are pathetic, as they are intolerable. This 
artist is a splendid one even now, when ill-health and great age have 
perhaps somewhat lessened the cunning of his hand and the keenness 
of his eye, and when long-rontinued neglect and misunderstanding 
‘ have saddened the spirit which they had no power to sour. 

I challenge any reader of this book to look at the pictures herein 1 
which I shall presently describe, of “ Work," “ The Last of England,” 

“ Cordelia’s Portion," and “ Cromwell at St. Ives,” and not confess , 
that in every one of them is shown not only technical power and 
knowledge of the most disciplined and extended kind, but a dignity of 
intellectual aim, a purity of sentiment, and a breadth of conception 
such as we cannot parallel in any other single English artist s now 
alive. • ' ; 

Knowing that this is so, and knowing too that half a century ago 
some of the greatest artists living thought Madox Brown's cartoons 
for the frescoes in the House of Lords the finest in the whole com- 
petition ; and that since then he has spent fifteen years at little more 
than journeyman’s wages in painting the frescoes of the Manchester 
Town Hall, I say once more emphatically, here is one unjustly 
neglected who deserves well of the nation. “Who is on my side? 
who will help the good cause of gratitude and justice ? " 

The cause might Be helped, might be won sp easily, if only — it is 
a big if, I know — the press, metropolitan and provincial, would take 
it up. •• - , - • * •< 

One article in each newspaper in England, and the thing would be 
done. Think of it, editors who yourselves so often work for years 
without recognition or reward 1 think oL it, brother journalists who # 
flirt your brains into the gutter weekly or daily ta gain a house- 
pair\ 'r’s wages ! think of it, artists, and critics, and the great wide- 
Iprehv race of occasional correspondents, and for once let us, unite to 
' thank a great artist and , a brave, man for the pictures he has painted, 
/and the example he has set! 

i • - i Q uar to Edition. 




•This is not a Jan VanTjeers, whose pictures are in Bond Street, 
and whose heart is in the Quartier Breda ; nor a Solomon J. Solomon 
newly escaped from the Salon Menagerie. _ This is not a painter of 
babies’ frocks, big-hatted young ladies in villa gardens, Chippendale 
interiors, Venetian alleys, Scotch mists, or Newlyn fishwives; but he f 
is a painter who has pierced to the heart of deep emotions, and con- 
ceived the very aspect of great deeds, who has brought history home 
to our perceptions as a reality, who has preached to us in simple 
manly fashion of the dignity of labour, the consolations of love, the 
fury of jealousy, the triumph and the tragedy of conquest, the most 
vital incidents of our nation and our life. 

I do not ask, nor wish, for my friend the reward of money, which 
1 know to-day is not given to unfashionable art Give him only 
that which is so*clearly his due, the reward of esteem and honour. 
Leave him in his studio-less house with the few who love him, 
and who will give to his personal life all it needs of comfort and 
affection — but publicly, is it not possible that, with all our South 
Kensingtons, our Guildhalls, our Academies, our National Galleries, 
our Luxembourgs, and in fact with all our apparatus for making art 
progress — whither ? — we might do something to show that we know' 
— even though late — a great man when we have got him, and are 
not above manifesting to him our knowledge and our praise ? 

1 hope very earnestly that the above words may have some little 
fruit: perhaps that would have been more likely had they been 
.written with less apparent vehemence; the tone is, I fear, as the 
Home Secretary wrote to the Rev. Francis Eden, 1 ’‘intemperate, 
out of place, and without precedent.” 

Let me now try to show how far my words are justified by Brown’s 
pictures. • 

The historical ones I -must -dismiss very briefly, for space would 
fail me to discuss them adequately. They range from the “ Wil- 
helmus Co nquestator,” originally executed in Paris in 1844(1), and 
exhibited at the Westminster Hall competition, when it was called 
" Harold,” to the “ Cromwell,” passing by the way "Chaucer at the 
Court of Edward 111.,” “ Wycliffe reading his Translation of the Bible 
to John of Gaunt,” “ King Rends Honeymoon,' 1 and the whole series % 
of Manchester frescoes, -of which the first is of the building of 
Manchester by the Romans, and the last brings the history of the 
city down to our own time. Allied to these historical works are the 
religious pictures, and the semi-historical scenes from" Shakespeare 
the Mart (T Arthur, and Byron : of one of these, the " Cordelia’s . 

ChariesRead* q “ otins alnlos£ * more unfashionable author than Brown is an artist 
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Portion/' I eive here fin my quarto edition) an autotype reproduc- 
tion. 'Besides these, there are many elaborate designs for stained 
glass, nearly all of which are of historical, religious, or legendary 
subjects/ and were executed while Brown was a member of the 
Morris, Marshall, Faulkner, and Company firm, of which it is not 
■ generally known that Burne-Jones was also a partner. The greater 
part of the stained glass (which was the most important section of 
the- business in early days) was executed by Madox Brown and 
Burne -Jones— the work of the latter being as magnificent as any 
he has ever executed, but somewhat transcending the limits of the 
material. These last were thoroughly understood and appreciated 
in Brown’s work, and the artist’s little note 1 as to the right use of the 
material is so entirely just and enlightening, that I quote it here- 
with * 

“With its heavy lead-lines, surrounding every part (and no 
stained glass can be rational or good art, without strong lead- 
lines), stained glass does not admit of refined drawing ; or else it 
is thrown away upon it. What it does admit of, and above all 
things imperatively requires, is, fine colour; and what it can 
admit of, and does very much require also, is invention , expression, 
and good dramatic action. For this reason, work by the greatest 
historical artists is not thrown away upon stained-glass windows, 
because though high finish of execution is superfluous and against 
the spirit of this beautiful decorative art, yet, as expression and 
action can be conveyed in a few strokes equally as in the most 
elaborate art, on this side therefore, stained glass rises again to 
the epic height.” 

No less than two hundred cartoons for this class of work Brown 
told me a few days since he had in “a big box there.” 

The modern section of our artist’s painting comprises his best- 
known pictures, a good many portraits, nearly all treated plctorially, 
and a great quantity of pencil and chalk studies. In the last-inen- 
tioned medium especially the work Is of rare excellence, and I know 
few more quietly and securely beautiful things in modern art than the 
chalk portrait of the painter’s wife. Two of these modern pictures 
are, 1 believe, the most perfect examples of the complete realisation 
of an imaginative conception which the world has ever seen : they 
are essentially pre-Raphaelite in the sense which Ruskin understood 
the word; and I am proud to be able to add that though London 
practically rejected them, both are in public permanent galleries — 
one at Birmingham and the other at Liverpool. 5 These are " The 
Last of England” and “Work.” 

“ The Last of England ” is, according to the painter, in the 

1 In the catalogue of his exhibition, 1865. 

1 Both reproduced in the quarto edition. 
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that which is so -clearly his due, the reward of esteem and honour. 
Leave him in his studio-less house with the few who love him, 
and who will give to his personal life all it needs of comfort and 
affection — but publicly, is it not possible that, with all our South 
Kensingtons, our Guildhalls, our Academies, our National Galleries, 
our Luxembourgs, and in fact with all our apparatus for making art 
progress — whither ? — we might do something to show that we know 
^even though late — a great man when we have got him, and are 
not above manifesting to him our knowledge and our praise ? 

1 hope very earnestly that the above words may have some little 
fruit*, perhaps that would have been more likely had they been 
* written with less apparent vehemence ; the tone is, I fear, as the 
Home Secretary wrote to the Rev. Francis Eden, 1 “intemperate, 
out of place, and without precedent.” 

Let me now try to show how far my words are justified by Brown's 
pictures. 

The historical ones I must -dismiss very briefly, for space would 
fail me to discuss them adequately. They range from the “Wil- 
helmus Conquest at or,” originally executed in Paris in 1844(1), and 
exhibited at the Westminster Hall competition, when it was called 
“ Harold, *’ to the “Cromwell,” passing by the way "Chaucer at the 
Court of Edward III.," “ Wycliffe reading his Translation of the Bible 
to John of Gaunt,” “ King Rdnd’s Honeymoon,” and the whole series * 
of Manchester frescoes, of which the first is of the building of , 
Manchester by the Romans, and the last brings the history of the 
city down to our own time. Allied to these historical works are the 
religious pictures, and the semi-historical scenes from Shakespeare, 
the Mart d Arthur , and Byron : of one of these, the “ Cordelia’s ~ 

Chari^R^ ?“ 0Un e “ 3111,051 more unfashionable author than Broun is an artist, 



Portion,” I give here (in my 'quarto editioh) an autotype reproduc- 
tion. 'Besides these, tnere are many elaborate designs for stained 
glass, nearly all of which are of historical, religious, or legendary 
subjects, and were executed while Brown was a member of the 
..Morris, Marshall, Faulkner, and Company firm, of which it is not 
generally known that Burne-Jones was also a partner. The greater 
part of the stained glass (which was the most important section of 
the business in early days) was executed by Madox Brown and 
Burne-Jones— the work of the latter being as magnificent as any 
he has ever executed, but somewhat transcending the limits of the 
material. These last were thoroughly understood and appreciated 
in Brown's work, and the artist’s little note 1 as to the right use of the 
material is so entirely just and enlightening, that I quote it here- 
with : — 

" With its heavy lead-lines, surrounding every part (and no 

' stained glass can be rational or good art, without strong lead- 
lines), stained glass does not admit of refined drawing ; or else it 
is thrown away upon it. What it does admit of, and above all 
things imperatively requires, is, fine colour ; and what it can 
admit of, and does very much require also, is invention, expression, 
and good dramatic action. For this reason, work by the greatest 
historical artists is not thrown away upon stained-glass windows, 
because though high finish of execution is superfluous and against 
the spirit of this beautiful decorative art, yet, as expression and 
action can be conveyed in a few strokes equally as in the most 
elaborate art, on this side therefore, stained glass rises again to 
the epic height." 

No less than two hundred cartoons for this class of work Brown 
told me a few days since he had in "a big box there.” 

The modem section of our artist’s painting comprises^his best- 
known pictures, a good many portraits, nearly all treated pictorially, 
and a great quantity of pencil and chalk studies. In the last-men- 
tioned medium especially the work is of rare excellence, and I know 
few more quietly and securely beautiful things in modem art than the 
chalk portrait of the painter's wife. Two of these modem pictures 
are, I believe, the most perfect examples of the complete realisation 
of an imaginative conception which the world has ever seen : they 
are essentially pre- Raphael ite in the sense which Ruskin understood 
the word ; and I am proud to be able to add that though London 
practically rejected them, both are in public permanent galleries — 
one at Birmingham and the other at Liverpool.* These are ** The 
Last of England ” and “ Work.” 

“ The Last of England ” is, according to the painter, in the 

1 fn the catalogue of hi* exhibition, if 6 $. 

* 13oth reproduced in the quarto ed.lion. 

It 



strictest sense historical. It treats of 'the great emigration move- 
ment which reached its culminating point in 1S52 ; but I do not 
think that, in the future years, men will think most of the history 01 
the subject. Surely I need not describe the incident of the picture ; 
a weak and broken-down husband, his face full of brooding passion, v 
leaving the land where hope and health and fortune have alike failed 
him. A young and beautiful wife holding his hand in consolation 
and support, while half seen beneath her shawl a tiny hand nuts 
turn clasps hers with the unconscious trust which is to be her future 
recompense — in the background the rout of steerage passengers, the 
hurrying sailors, the tug casting off, and the chalk cliffs of England 
growing faint in the distance. He, in Saul’s darkest hour ; she, with, 
sorrow too deep for tears, but not for trust and hope — for "the circle 
of her love moves with her." Such is the circumstance of the 
picture. 1 am glad to think it is not so easy — is, indeed, scarcely 
possible — to set down any adequate record of its beauty and its 
power. To the present writer, at .all events, there is no modern 
picture which in expressional interest and insight can be considered 
as equal to this; and there is only one, ‘‘The Huguenot" of Sir 
John Millais, which can equal the beauty of the woman's face, with 
the lovely features shadowed but not distorted with unselfish grief, and 
unflinching trust and love. I may perhaps be pardoned for pointing 
out that, leaving these emotional realities on one side, the concep- 
tion of the artist has not arrested itself at the expression of the 
dramatic and personal feeling of his subject, but has worked out in 
fullest detail and accurate subordination the various accidents of the 
scene — and in inserting each of these has chosen his detail in obedi- 
ence to a clear intellectual purpose.^ Let us hear what was the 
artist's own point of view and description of how the picture was 
painted — 

'* This picture, begun in 1852, was finished more than nine years ago 
(i.e. in 18 56). To ensure the peculiar look of .light all round, 
which objects have on a dull day at sea, it was painted for the 
most part in the open air on dull days, and when the flesh was 
being painted, on cold days. A Mutely without regard to the art 
of any period or country , I have tried to render this scene as it 
would appear . The minuteness of detail which would be visible 
under such conditions of broad daylight, I have thought necessary 
to imitate, as bringing the pathos of the subject more home to the 
beholder.” 


I will not enter here upon any actual description of the. second 
picture, " \\ ork" : the finest pure pre-Raphael ite picture in the world, 
as it appears to me. It hangs 'in the Corporation Gallery at Liver- 
pool, ^ plain for all folk to see”; in colour a cut-open jewel; in 
meaning a sermon and a hymn of ptaise ; in conception the offspring 
t a big brain ; in execution the product of a master’s hand. The 
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magnificence of gesture alone in - the main group of workmen — the 
navvies — stamps the composition as the work of a great artist ; and its 
multiplicity of incident and meaning, the elaboration of the composi- 
tion, the novelty of the subject, and the completion, intellectual and 
artistic, of its rendering, are all entirely admirable. 

This is one of the great pictures of the modem world ; a record 
which will never be surpassed of certain facts significant to the well- 
being of our country' and civilisation, and giving warning of certain 
dangers which lie in wait for us in the future. The “ Cordelia’s 
Portion,” beautiful as it is in composition and in the expression in 
the faces of Cordelia and Lear, must rank below these last-mentioned 
pictures, if only because of dealing with a subject of less interest — 
less vital humanity. In this work the artist is illustrator only — not 
illustrator and poet — another has supplied the conception, he only the 
arrangement. There is also visible in this picture one defect, the 
only serious one I know in Madox Brown’s art, and that is an uncon- 
scious admission — nay, it seems a preference for awkwardness of 
gesture, amounting occasionally almost to ugliness. In nearly every 
instance of this which I have noticed in Brown’s work, the strained, 
or cramped, or exaggerated gesture appears to have been deliberately 
adopted rather than sacrifice an iota of the dramatic or intellectual 
meaning of the composition, and in this I think that the artist has on 
several occasions been decidedly in error. Perhaps the most marked 
instance is to be found in the picture of “ Romeo and Juliet,” where 
Romeo, still clasping Juliet with one arm, has the other stiffly extended 
in an absolutely horizontal line, which gives him the appearance of a 
semaphore rather than a human being. No doubt the suggestion 
that he “ wants to be off," to keep his intention in the vernacular, is 
thereby indicated vigorously, but the gain in meaning does not com- 
pensate for the uncouthness of gesture. However, where so much 
is given us, we may well excuse an occasional drawback of this kind . 
we find the equivalent in the work of every great artist— each has 
some special shortcomfng, m form, m colour, in manliness, in meaning, 
in brushwork, in subject, in carelessness, in insolence, in industry, or 
in feeling. 

I am writing of a great artist, not of a perfect one ; there are no 
perfect artists, nor ever were ; and when a painter of to-day combines 
high aim, deep feeling, dramatic intensity, fine draughtsmanship, 
splendid colour, an unrivalled power of composition, and great intel- 
lectual power, we can tojerate some personal prepossessions which 
we might otherwise condemn. The truth is, that Brown never 
entirely shook himself free of the Gothic training he received at 
Antwerp under Baron Wappers; the same element is to be found in 
the work of Baron Leys, which was in great vogue at Antwerp at 
the time of Brown's studentship. Antwerp was then, as it is now, 



perhaps the strongest art school in Europe in the study of chiar- 
oscuro, and there the influence of the Spanish and Flemish Schools is 
mainly predominant — to use Brown's own words, ** I had a mixed 
impression, but Rembrandt towered over all.” His stay in Rome 
completed the impression, by showing him, as it were, the reverse of 
the medal ; and manifesting the practice of painters, the foundation 
of whose art was light and colour, instead of light and shadow; 
harmony instead of contrast. Before his stay in Rome, Madox 
Brown went to Paris, and there the first true germ of the pre- 
Raphaelite movement sprang into life in the determination taken by 
this young painter to make his pictures "real/' Here are his actual 
words : " In Paris I first formed my idea of making my pictures real, 
because no French artist at that time did so. Meissonier was then 
only just beginning” (beginning to be known, Brown must have 
meant, as of course he had been painting for several years, and was 
indeed doing some of his finest work). ,l They (the French painters) 
had nothing new in light and shadow. Tfie idea was my own. I 
walked .about Paris with Casey and talked it over ; then my wife 
became ill, and I came back with an idea already made out. John 
Marshall's sketch was painted in Rome. Then I began the ‘Wycliffe 
reading his Bible’ ; this was the first thing in the Italian School." 
And this was also the first essentially prc-Raphaelite English picture. 
It was sold by the artist to Mr. M. Wilkinson, a banker, and within 
the past year it came to the hammer at Christie's. This work was 
succeeded by the only picture which Mr. Madox Brown considers 
to have been painted by him implicitly in the pre-Raphaelite style, 
“ Pretty Baa-Lambs." Critics said there was a deep symbolical 
meaning in the picture ; the lambs, they said, meant Christ ; but it 
would be a pity if pictures were painted of little girls standing on 
their toes with their heads out of joint. These criticisms appeared 
irt the Morning Star, of which Mr. Edmund Yates was then Art 
critic. 

Shortly after this, Rossetti, seeing Madox Brown’s "Harold "at 
Westminster Hall, came to him and asked for admission to his studio 
as a pupil. This was granted, as 1 have said above, and the greater 
part of the following chapter treats of this student period, and the 
intercourse of Brown and Rossetti. 




Ill*— DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI - 
AS STUDENT AND FRIEND, 


OSSETTI was at once the strongest and the weakest 
member of the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood, Strong- 
est in the splendid individuality of his artistic genius 
(whether in poetry or painting), and strongest in intel- 
lectual insight and spiritual influence ; but Vveakest in 
self-restraint, in sensitiveness, and, if the truth must be 
told, in self-indulgence. A generous, morbid, passionate, hyper-sensi- 
tive nature, intensely beloved by his friends, whom yet he would treat, 
when the whim took him, with utter indifference; very prone to 
suspicion and anger, and utterly reckless in his judgments on 
others, but gifted with such power of will, such personal charm, such 
generosity of impulse, and such brilliance of intellectual insight and 
artistic perception, that, in the eyes of his friends and admirers, all 
shortcoming was atoned for or forgotten. Very amusing is Brown’s 
account of the way in which Rossetti’s lessons used to be received by 
the pupil, and very characteristic the behaviour of Rossetti, and the 
matter-of-fact way in which his master treated him — setting him 
down to still-life groups, in which "an old tobacco canister figured 
as one of the chief objects. Rossetti was most impatient of this 
work. He used to clean his palette on sheets of notepaper, and 
leave them lying about on the floor, and they would very often 
stick to my boots when I came in in the dark." 

Here is, sans phrases, the beginncngof the Pre-Raphaelite Brother- 
hood, and the source of the inspiration of its chief member — an 
impatient pupil fuming at the representation of a tobacco canister, 
and littering the studio with palette scrapings which stick to his 
master s boots f 

And take another, a little anecdote told me by Brown which 
shows alike Rossetti’s impatience and his exacting nature in trifles. 
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“ He had no objection to drapery on lay figures, as is generally sup. 
posed. On the contrary, so far from hating lay figures, he had two 
or three very expensively got-up ones, and also a very expensive 
thing like a sentry-box in which to place them. And he would nave 
his place arranged on such occasions as if it were a State affair, or as 
if Gladstone were expected to arrive. He was, indeed, fond o 
purchasing anything expensive simply because it was expensive. 
One day he came into my studio, where I had a lay figure set aU 
ready, and walked towards it, whereupon I exclaimed, ‘Gabriel, 
don't go near that,' and he shouted, ‘ Good God Almighty, how can 
I remember this ? I have a box made for my figures, and my friends 
can walk about without touching them.’ " 

This sort of spirit seems to have run throughout his life : he could 
not understand that other people should not do as he did, and if they 
did not, he was angry as frankly as a child would be. There 
was, it seems to me, much more of the Italian than the English 
nationality in him, and his moments of excitement, his fits of depres- 
sion, his mad pranks, and madder suspicions, the nature of his 
intellect, his queer mixture of business capacity and utter childish- 
ness, his moral contradictions, were all such as are common enough 
in Italy, but rarely met with in our own country. Italians are at 
once, as far as the experience of the present writer goes, the most 
sentimental and the most practical men in the world ; children in 
feeling, and as shrewd as a Yankee speculator in business matters. 
With all his eccentricity there were few better men of business in the 
artist world than Rossetti, and though he treated the purchasers of 
his pictures with scant courtesy, he rarely lost a commission thereby. 


Here is a characteristic anecdote of hts later period in this con- 
nection. George Rae is a fine judge of art, and a banker at 
Birkenhead, and was from the first an admirer and purchaser of 
Rossetti's work, but on one occasion Rossetti asked him more 
than he wished to give for a picture (“The Bride*’). Rae went 
away and came back in a few days afterwards, when Rossetti 
greeted him sarcastically, “Why, I thought you were on your 
way back to Birkenhead." Rae asked him what he wanted for 
the picture, and Rossetti said 300 guineas! “Why," said Rae, 
you °ffered it mo for £ ?5 o!" " I really do not remember,” 

when Toff it • Perh T but the deT >' didn,t y° u take >' 

when I offered it you ? Well, then, you have me ; you can have it 
oAT S £?^‘"" Bfe i rn * e ? di shdlln g s are of any Use to you, Rae ” he 
MaHn T 0St lordly st >' le ' ,,you a ™ to them." This savs 

Madox Brown, was essentially Rossetti's nature in dealinsr tvith'a 
banker and, indeed, other folks beside bankers were ant to he 
rented according to the tvhm. of the moment. I a sked P Madox 
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Brown once whether he clid not think that Rossetti’s friends made a 
mistake in putting up with so much from him, and whether his sensitive- 
ness and morbid feeling were increased by their tolerance. ' But he 
seemed to think that this was not so, especially in the earlier years 
of his life : he “always had a lot of sycophants, but they did it from 
a good feeling, and not from any hope of gain to themselves. I 
think, too, it was really a case of mutual flattery.” Perhaps the most 
curious contradictions of Rossetti’s character were in the matter of 
money; he was utterly extravagant in the purchase of whatever 
took his fancy, and 'yet would hesitate and bargain about the most 
necessary expenditure. In the same way with his pictures, he would 
at one moment talk as if art were degraded by the most distant 
reference to its commercial value, and at another would write or 
speak as if that value were his primary object. Hear him on the 
subject of some gamekeeper’s daughter, whom he has never seen. 

“ By the bye, he tells me, from your information, that there is a 
British beauty on hand in the shape of a gamekeeper’s 
daughter. Do you think one could ask her to sit for her 
portrait in chalk ? I daresay I could brush off fifty guineas’ 
worth of her at a sitting or two, and would give her a sketch 
of herself besides. But ought one to ask ? ” 1 

And again, a few weeks later, apparently with reference to the same 
model. 

“ Sophy Burgess’ head I have sold already for fifty guineas, so trade 

has not been quite at a standstill. I think when I finish S I 

shall give him a nimbus and call him his Redeemer; by which 
title he may be made to pay. This sounds base, I perceive, on 
reading it over.” 

The truth is that, even to his art, Rossetti’s attitude of mind 
was incalculable and inconsistent; at one time reverencing it as a 
religion, at another seeing in it only a means of livelihood to be 
resorted to when money was desirable. His hours of work, too, were 
equally fitful. On occasion he would paint without intermission for 
several days, and then do nothing for a week : fits of energy and idle- 
ness succeeding one another suddenly. As he once wrote to a friend, 
he "was an inveterate Southerner,” and did “not know what was to 
be got out of the North save rheumatism, and a habit of swearing." 
The last he certainly acquired to great perfection. 

His best drawings he was very loath to part with, valuing them even 
more highly than his pictures ; and on the whole with justice, for they 
are equally beautiful, and superior in some technical qualities. Coloured 
chalk has never been used with greater subtlety or delicacy than in 
1 Letter to Madame Bodichon 
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some of these ; but his actual painting (brush work) is, in all but his 
very finest period, uncertain and tentative. 

There is considerable reason to believe that Rossetti felt this incom 
pleteness himself, for in the later years of hts life he was very Ion o 
retouching the earlier pictures, and in several cases by no means to 
their advantage. From the beginning he was very fond of starting 
pictures, very impatient of continuing, very loath to finish t era. 
During the time of the Newnan Street Studio, Brown tells m e that e 
began twelve pictures-one after another, none of which were nntsne . 

“ He, Rossetti, came down to my house at Finchley one day very 
cold and wet, and went into the kitchen. He was evidently 
greatly depressed, and said to me, ' I cannot paint ; I can write a 
sonnet, but I cannot paint. It is a delusion one gets into on®* 
head. Millais, Hunt, you, can paint, but l can’t.’ I said, ‘ Oh 
nonsense, you must try and rouse yourself ; this is your twelfth 
picture, and unless you break the spell you will never do anything t 
in your life.’ He gave a sort of laugh — he was in a frightful state 
of depression — and called himself a fool. After that he painted 
some water-colour sketches, and found he could finish them with- 
out much difficulty.” 

The following anecdote of Rossetti refers to this early period when 
he was working in Madox Brown's studio. I give as usual in the 
latter painter’s own words. 

“He had a most beastly bit of alpaca for the drapery of his lay 
figure, which would not make folds nor sit properly. He had 
worked at this for a whole week, and it seemed to me that he 
would go mad. I told him to leave it alone, that that piece of 
alpaca would never make proper folds. He exclaimed, 'God 
Almighty, what am I to do ? it is the colour, it must do; I cannot 
get anything else.’ It finished in this way — he got a little china 
palette and stuck this upon his easel, and then sat upon the 
ground with his drawing-board, leaning against the easel, when 
down came the whole lot, and the china palette breaking, cut his 
hands. * This has ended it all,' he cried out ; ‘ I shall have lock- 
jaw, and a very good thing too. I have had quite enough of this 
work.’ 1 said, * Nonsense, Gabriel, people don't have lock-jaw 
simply because they cut their thumbs.' ‘If people cut their 
thumbs,’ he said, 1 they always have lock-jaw : well, I am glad, I 
shall never touch this picture again,’ and he never did," 

There is rather a misconception prevalent as to the prices fetched 
, by Rossetti s early work. From the first these were by no means indif- 
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ferent, especially when we remember that forty years since prices were 
altogether lower than of-late. I can remember well that as late as 
the “Bfcknell " sale (somewhere about 1861), the highest price which 
a water-colour painting had ever been sold for at a public auction was 
.£630: this was impressed upon my memory from the fact of my 
father having purchased the work, which was the Rievaulx Abbey of 
Copley Fielding. Some fifteen years later also,. at Christie's, this 
picture realised nearly 2000 guineas, and fine water-colours generally 
had during that period more than doubled in value. 

Rossetti’s usual price at this time for a water-colour sketch was 
between twelve and twenty-five guineas, and a good many of these 
were taken by Ruskin at that price : they were always a small size. 
He used to do them in about a fortnight without models (alas! for 
P.R.B. theories). Sometimes, however, he would have models, and 
then it was an affair of six months or so. One of these twelve-guinea 
sketches has since been sold by auction for ^430. 

This period — about 1852 — was the hardest, financially speaking, of 
Rossetti’s life. He had just then a persistent run of ill-luck — one 
thing coming after another — and he had not yet settled what it was he 
wanted to do in art : he was finding himself. His landlord swindled 
him ; Ruskin (who had at first helped him), to use Madox Brown’s 
express words, “funked it and hooked it” to Switzerland, and a 
dealer who had given him a large commission failed. This picture 
was never finished, but was repainted in later years. • 

Of all Rossetti’s paintings, it is the only one with which I am 
acquainted which deals realistically with a scene of modern life, and 
I cannot help thinking that either the scene or its treatment must 
have been suggested by Holman Hunt. In any case “Found” 
forms a perfect sequel to “The Awakening Conscience” of the last- 
mentioned artist. The origin of the composition was a ballad entitled 
“ Rosabell ” — a ballad by W. B. Scott, a painter and poet, and warm 
•Sympathiser with the P.R.B. This was about 1S58 (according to 
Madox Brown), about ten years after the founding of the Brotherhood. 

1 have given a short description of this picture in a subsequent 
chapter, which deals more especially with the characteristics of 
Rossetti’s art; suffice it to say here that the “unfortunate calf,” 
referred to below by Mr. Madox Brown, played an important though 
subsidiary part in the tragic story of the picture. The reproduction 
here inserted is from a pen-and-ink drawing in the collection of Mr. 
Fairfax Murray, and it is to be noted that the face of the countryman is 
different from that of the oil-picture, and far finer in expression. There 
seems to be no doubt that the original picture was left unfinished till 
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tSSc, and was then taken up again, slightly altered, and 
injured in repainting. It was a passion with Rossetti in la er ) 
to retouch his earlier compositions, and I am assured y ' « S 
collector of his paintings that several in his possession were aim 
entirely spoilt by being lent the painter for that purpose. 


Cut to return to 11 Found" 

“Rossetti painted several of these sketches (the water-colours 
above alluded to) in my house at the same time he was going on 
with that unfortunate calf. He was six weeks on that ca i 
a miserable farmyard. The ‘calf was three days old when 
commenced, and when he ended the calf used tojumpintous 
own cart, and put itself into position. 

“ The farmer was very kind ; and lent him the cart and other things 
he wanted. He used to stand in the yard in a lot of muck and 
slush, and I thought he was certain to catch a fever of some 
sort. He never began to paint till one, and left off about four, 
because of the light.” 

Before continuing with these reminiscences, let us see what manner 
of man Rossetti was at this time in outward appearance ; at all events, 
in the eyes of his intimate friend Holman Hunt ; — 


“Imagine a young man of decidedly foreign aspect, about 5 feet 
7^ in height, with long brown hair touching his shoulders, not 
taking care to walk erect, but rolling carelessly as he slouched 
along, pouting with parted lips, staring with- dreaming eyes — the 
pupils not reaching the bottom lids — grey eyes, not looking 
, directly at any point, but gazing listlessly about ; the openings 
large and oval, the lower orbits dark-coloured. His nose was 
aquiline but delicate, with a depression from the frontal sinus 
shaping the bridge; the nostrils full, the brow rounded and 
prominent, and the line of the jaw angular and marked, while 
still uncovered with beard. His shoulders were not square, but 
yet fairly masculine in shape. The singularity of gait depended 
upon the width of hip, which was unusual. Altogether, he was 
a lightly-built man, with delicate hands and feet; although 
neither weak nor fragile in constitution, he was nevertheless 
altogether unaffected by any athletic exercises. He was careless 
m his dress which then was, as usual with professional men, 
black and of evening cut. So superior was he to the ordinary 

remain 5 dl y0U '’t- n ’'i rt he ' VOU,( ? aI, °"’ the *P°‘= W - 

remain dry on his legs Tor several days. His overcoat was 

brown, and not put on with ordinary attention; and with his 
pushing stride and loud voice, a special scrutiny would have 
been needed to discern the reserved tenderness \hat dwelt in 



the breast of the apparently careJess and defiant youth. But 
any one who approached and addressed him was struck with 
sudden surprise to find all his critical impressions dissipated in 
a moment; for the language of the painter was refined and 
polished, and he proved to be courteous, gentle, and winsome, 
generous in compliment, rich in interest in the pursuit of others, 
and in every respect, as far as could be shown by manner, a 
cultivated gentleman. (I hate the word in its canting sense, but 
here in its least presumptuous significance it has a meaning 
which no other word would so accurately convey.) To one who 
lived with him he showed an inexhaustible store of accomplish- 
ments, yet from his uncontrollable temper under the trials of 
studio work, it was clear that he had been a spoilt child." 

“ First, to complete the picture of Rossetti, I should say that fre- 
quently he would leave his day’s appointed task to engage 
himself with some design or poem that occupied his thoughts. 
When lie had once sat down and was immersed in the effort to 
express his purpose, and the difficulties had to be wrestled with, 
his tongue was hushed, he remained fixed and inattentive to all 
that went on about him ; he rocked himself to and fro, and at 
times he moaned lowly, or hummed for a brief minute, as though 
telling off some idea. All this while he peered intently before 
him, looking hungry and eager, and passing by in h is regard 
any who came before him, as if not seen at all. Then he would 
often get Up and walk out of the room without saying a word. 
Years afterwards, when he became stout, and men, with a good 
deal of reason, found a resemblance in him to the bust of Shake- 
speare at Stratford-upon-Avon, and still later, when he had out- 
grown this resemblance, it seemed to me that it was in his early 
days only that the soul within had been truly seen in his face. 
In these early days, with all his headstrongness and a certain 
want of consideration, his life within was untainted to an exem- 
plary degree, and he worthily rejoiced in the poetic atmosphere 
of the sacred and spiritual dreams that then encircled him, how- 
ever some of his noisy demonstrations at the time might hinder 
this from.being recognised by a hasty judgment." 

Thus we obtain in Madox Brown’s recollections of his friend, and 
from Hunt’s description, a tolerably clear presentment of Rossetti’s 
personality, which is borne out by ail I have learned from other 
sources. We see before us an impetuous, generous, enthusiastic 
man, richly endowed with genius and almost irresistibly attractive to 
his friends ; we see too a glimpse of the reverse side of the. medal, of 
his feverish energy, his impatience of restraint, his easy discourage- 
ment, his fits of depression, his uncontrollable temper. Such is the 
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1 882, and was then taken up again, slightly altered, “nsideraUy 
injured in repainting. It was a passion with Rossetti m later ) 
to retouch his earlier compositions, and I am assured by & 
collector of his paintings that several in his possession were ai 
entirely spoilt by being lent the painter for that purpose. 


But to return to “ Found/’ 

“ Rossetti painted several of these sketches^ (the water-colours 
above alluded to) in my house at the same time he was going on 
with that unfortunate calf. He was six weeks on that call in 
a miserable farmyard. The 'calf was three days old when Re 
commenced, and when he ended the calf used to jump into 1 s 
own cart, and put itself into position. 

“ T-he farmer was very kind ; and lent him. the cart and other things 
he wanted. He used to stand in the yard in a lot of muck and 
slush, and I thought he was certain to catch a fever of some 
sort. He never began to paint till one, and left off about four, 
because of the light.” 

Before continuing with these reminiscences, let us see what manner 
of man Rossetti was at this time in outward appearance ; at all events, 
in the eyes of his intimate friend Holman Hunt : — * 


“Imagine a young man of decidedly foreign aspect, about 5 feet 
7^ in height, with long brown hair touching his shoulders, not 
taking care to walk erect, but rolling carelessly as he slouched 
along, pouting with parted lips, staring with* dreaming eyes — the 
pupils not reaching the bottom lids — grey eyes, not looking 
directly at any point, but gazing listlessly about ; the openings 
large and oval, the lower orbits dark-coloured. His nose was 
aquiljne but delicate, with a depression from the frontal sinus 
shaping the bridge ; the nostrils full, the brow rounded and 
prominent, and the line of the jaw angular and marked, while 
still uncovered with beard. His shoulders were not square, but 
yet fairly masculine in shape. The singularity of gait depended 
upon the width of hip, which was unusual. Altogether, he was 
a hghtly- built man, with delicate hands and feet; although 
neither weak nor fragile in constitution, he was nevertheless 
altogether unaffected by any athletic exercises. H e was careless 
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needed to d.scern the reserved tenderness that dwelt in 



the breast of the apparently careless and defiant youth. But 
any one who approached and addressed him was struck with 
sudden surprise to find all his critical impressions dissipated in 
a moment ; for the language of the . painter was refined and 
polished, and he proved to be courteous, 'gentle, and winsome, 
generous in compliment, rich in interest in the pursuit of others, 
and in every respect, as far as could be shown by manner, a 
cultivated gentleman. (I hate the word in its canting sense, but 
here in its least presumptuous significance it has a meaning 
which no other word would so accurately convey.) To one who 
lived with him he showed an inexhaustible store of accomplish- 
ments, yet from his uncontrollable temper under the trials of 
studio work, it was clear that he had been a spoilt child.” 

“ First, to complete the picture of Rossetti, I should say that fre- 
quently he would leave his day’s appointed task to engage 
himself with some design or poem that occupied his thoughts. 
When he had once sat down and was immersed in the effort to 
express his purpose, and the difficulties had to be wrestled with, 
his tongue was hushed, he remained fixed and inattentive to all 
that went on about him ; he rocked himself to and fro, and at 
times he moaned lowly, or hummed for a brief minute, as though 
telling off some idea. All this while he peered intently before 
him, looking hungry and eager, and passing by in his regard 
any who came before him, as if not seen at all. Then he would 
often get up and walk out of the room without saying a word. 
Years afterwards, when he became stout, and men, with a good 
deal of reason, found a resemblance in him to the bust of Shake- 
speare at Stratford-upon-Avon, and still later, when he had out- 
grown this resemblance, it seemed to me that it was in his early 
days only that the soul within had been truly seen in his face. 
In these early days, with all his headstrongness and a certain 
want of consideration, his life within was untainted to an exem- 
plary degree, and he worthily rejoiced in the poetic atmosphere 
of the sacred and spiritual dreams that then encircled him, how- 
ever some of his noisy demonstrations at the time might hinder 
this from .being recognised by a hasty judgment.” 

Thus we obtain in Madox Brown’s recollections of his friend, and 
from Hunt's description, a tolerably clear presentment of Rossetti's 
personality, which is borne out by all I have learned from other 
sources. We see before us an impetuous, generous, enthusiastic 
man, richly endowed with genius and almost irresistibly attractive to 
his friends ; we see too a glimpse of the reverse side of the medal, of 
his feverish energy, his impatience of restraint, his easy discourage- 
ment, his fits of depression, his uncontrollable temper. Such is the 
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stuff of which in every age of the world the “ Seer, the Prop t, 
been made ; he who, at once less and greater than those 
whom he lives, demands alike their faith and their toleratio > 
admiration and their pity, their obedience and their help. A™ t n e 
were given to Rossetti without stint or murmur, and he tooK tnem 
and played with them, or cast them aside as the whim of the irtoni 
dictated, no one questioning his right. I don’t know that t er i 
anything more touching or interesting in this whole story than t 
tacit and unconscious testimony borne by Mr. Madox Brown an t • 
Holman Hunt of their “care” for their friend : of the way in wliicn 
they strove to give him just the help he needed — to raise his spirits, 
to forward his art, to make him work. Take as an example of this 
an incident in the story of the “ Beata Beatrix," a commission from 
Lord Mount Temple, now in the National Gallery'. It was com- 
menced at the Hermitage on the hill at Highgate. Soon after it 
was begun Rossetti fell seriously ill, and John Marshall (to the last 
one of his most faithful friends) and Madox Brown took him away 
to Scotland. Brown left him at Stobhall, having to return to Eng- 
land. “Before 1 left him I said, Let us send him the 'Beata 
Beatrix, 4 as 1 knew he bad a commission for it from Lord Mount 
Temple, and he was very hard up at the time. He said it was 
ridiculous to expect him to work at that time. Well, I heard 
afterwards of what took place. Rossetti took it out one day and 
looked at it and put it away again : then he looked at it again, then 
he started on it, and in a week the work was finished and 4300 was 
paid to him." 

This picture is a representation of Rossetti's wife, and many stories 
are told in connection with it, but these do not concern me here. 
And I would remind my readers that the omission of those incidents 
in Rossetti’s life, and those traits of his character which were con- 
nected with his relations to women, is entirely intentional. 

No mention could be made of this portion of his story without 
giving much pain to relations and friends, nor does the present writer 
believe that the private life of any artist, however famous, falls 
within the limits of the justifiable criticism of a contemporary, though 
in after years it may perhaps be fitting to consider how far the art 
produced was weakened and impaired by frailty and excess. I should 
not even have inserted here the anecdotes of Mr. Madox Brown 
depicting Rossetti’s variable temper and want of self-control, were it 
not that hitherto almost the only recorded personal traits of this man 
have been those of intimate friends and relations, or intense sympa- 
thisers. _ These partisan records, though natural enough and even 
considering their origin praiseworthy, have given to some extent a 
talse impression of the artist’s character, and of .the circumstances 
surrounding the pre- Raphael! te movement. 





iv.~ WILLIAM HOLMAN HUNT 
AND HIS FIGHT FOR ART. 


N the last chapter I have endeavoured to discuss 
the chief personal characteristics of Rossetti, give 
some incidents of his early artist-life, his aims 
and financial difficulties, and show the kind of influ- 
ence he exercised over his comrades. Let me' now 
pass to Mr. Holman Hunt and attempt a similar 
task. And here at the outset the difficulty occurs, that almost the only 
information we have on the personal life of this painter rests upon 
his own authority. In one way, of course, that is the best authority 
possible ; in another it is almost the worst for the telling of the story 
of pre-Raphaelitism. No man probably who ever lived could look 
back to the struggles of youth and the share he took in the promulga- 
tion of any great movement, and see quite without prejudice the exact 
proportion of his influence, and the exact measure of his action. 
Unless we can correct, as is possible with Rossetti, the testimony of 
himself, or his relations and partizans, by that of those who are more 
impartial judges, we must always remain a little doubtful whether the 
narrator is not erring, now on the side of modest self-depreciation, 
now on the reverse, and we must accept his account of motive and 
atm with a certain reserve. Even to ourselves we exercise some 
reticence in our most expansive moments, and our personality stands 
to us almost equally compounded of what we are and what we would 
be. In Holman Hunt’s case such correction is* impossible, and so 
it is very natural that, in the notes which follow of Mr. Hunt’s early 
life, we should miss some of .the light and shade necessary to a perfect 
understanding of the man, and only see as it were the presentment 
of his artistic personality. Moreover, in the eyes of his contem- 
poraries that personality was in some ways overshadowed 'by those 
of his more brilliant and dashing comrades, and possibly by their 
more fortunate circumstance, for in the first years of their career, both 
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fire of “churches and brasses and other antiquarian matters" brought 
him. • He seems to have died hard, however, for he replies to this 
“hope" of Hunt’s “that he should look at all the pictures for sale; 
and if mine was the best he should choose it : if not he should take 
another. But after looking for a month or more, he -came to mine 
and bought it." 

No, there is nothing inconsistent in an artist wanting a good price 
for his work, in driving as hard a bargain for its sale as possible. 
Two things only he must avoid in this connection. The first is, that 
he must recognise that what binds the purchaser binds also the artist ; 
or, in other words, that he is bound by the same rules of honesty and 
obligation as other folk who buy and sell. And the other is, that he 
must, before he sells, and after, do his work as well as he can — must 
not have two classes of work — one which he does on commission, and 
the other which he does for his own honour and pleasure. To these, 
perhaps a third may be added as most desirable, namely, that an artist 
who thus does his best for himself financially, should be specially care- 
ful not to claim, or to assume, an indifference to the pecuniary result 
of his painting ; for this is to run with the hare and hunt with the 
hounds, and is, moreover, unfair to the purchaser, who in pictures, as 
in other purchases, will not be wise to forget the wholesome legal 
maxim of “caveat emptorl” 

T o return to Hunt. H is father was in very moderate circumstances, 
and seeing that his boy would have to earn his living, we can hardly 
blame him that he entertained the strongest objection to his becoming 
an artist. In fact, he would not listen to his son’s wishes in this 
respect. Mr. Hunt, senior, appears to have entertained the common 
opinion of those days with regard to artists, i.e. they were a dissolute, 
reckless set of fellows, much akin to actors and authors, and other 
low-class individuals — 

. . . . “ perplext with impulses, 

Sudden to start off cross-wise, not straight on, 

Proclaiming what is right and wrong across, 

.And not along, this black thread through the blaze.' 1 

So, when he is twelve, Holman Hunt is taken from school, where his 
studies in design, chiefly in his copy-books, do not appear to have 
been adequately appreciated, and is placed with an auctioneer and 
estate-agent “ as a sort of probationary clerk.” 

The usual result follows : the probationary clerk gives his time to 
Apollo rather than Mercury ; in other words, draws portraits instead 
of leases, and paints the old orange-woman who rashly enters the office 
in search of a customer. “I won't buy your oranges," says Hunt, 
“but — I'll paint your portrait." You see, Mercury had taught him 
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Rossetti and Millais were Tree from the grinding money 
which beset Hunt from his youth onwards. Rossetti, tru y, 
always in financial difficulties, but they were almost entirely m 
to his extravagance and improvidence. Millais appears o * 
earned money from the time he was fifteen, if not earner, an 
living and painting at home, and having parents of com o 
middle-class means, had not even the expense of a studio to xcp p 
As we have seen, at the age of twenty he had even saved 


If we consider the great and continual success of M dims stu en 
hood, his dash and confidence, and perhaps above all his handsom 
face and figure, and then turn to the magnetic charm which ^ 
spirit and enthusiasm of Rossetti arc allowed by every one to have 
exercised over his friends, we shall not be surprised if the th« 
member of the triumvirate, who, though he shared in the artistic 
qualities of his comrades, had not any special personal fascination o\ 
his own, has been since chiefly known through his art. To this end 
no doubt Hunt's long absences in the East greatly contributed, as did 
a certain concentration of aim, and a curiously unconscious egoism 
of character. This last appears to me very clearly revealed, in the 
following reminiscences, which show us not only the persistence, 
industry, and energy of the young painter, but also how keen was his 
eye to business, and how rapidly his prices rose directly the hour of 
success had struck. It is quite a mistake to suppose indeed that an 
artist as a rule, or any of these P.R. Brethren in particular, is, or was 
a bad man of business. Quite the contrary : of the three painters of 
whom 1 am speaking, it would be difficult to say which was the best 
hand at a bargain, but all were first-rate. If we could put together 
the total amount of money which they have received for their work, I 
doubt whether it would not exceed that of any other six painters in 
England, and it would certainly not be far short of half a million 
sterling. 

Much silly nonsense has been written and spoken about the pre-, 
, Raphaelites as artists who sacrificed themselves for their con- 
victions, and dwelt in an empyrean into which no considerations of a 
pecuniary, character were ever allowed to intrude. The facts are 
entirely the other way, and such effort to make out that great artists 
are different from all the rest of the world, and are more or less than 
other men affected by the pleasures and desires of youth and man- 
hood, seems to me as ridiculous as it is futile ; as contemptible as it is 
false. Why should not Mr. Holman Hunt equally paint "The Ltght 
of the World,” and. write to Mr. Bridger (who was the lucky possessor 
of an art-union prize, value £?o), pointing out that "the amount of 
ms prize was the exact price of my work, as he would see in the 
Academy list, and that I hoped it would please him to buy it ” ? Poor 

r. bridger ! To such a pass had all his discourses over the studio 
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fire of “ churches and brasses and other antiquarian matters " brought 
him. ' He seems to have died hard, however, for he replies to this 
“hope" of Hunt’s “that he should look at all the pictures for sale; 
and if mine was the best he should choose it : if not he should take 
another. But after looking for a month or more, he came to mine 
and bought it.” 

No, there is nothing inconsistent in an artist wanting a good price 
for his work, in driving as hard a bargain for its sale as possible. 
Two things only he must avoid in this connection. The first is, that 
he must recognise that what binds the purchaser binds also the artist ; 
or, in other words, that he is bound by the same rules of honesty and 
obligation as other folk who buy and sell. And the other is, that he 
must, before he sells, and after, do his work as well as he can — must 
not have two classes of work — one which he does on commission, and 
the other which he does for his own honour nnd pleasure. To these, 
perhaps a third may be added as most desirable, namely, that an artist 
who thus does his best for himself financially, should be specially care- 
ful not to claim, or to assume, an indifference to the pecuniary result 
of his painting ; for this is to run with the hare and hunt with the 
hounds, and is, moreover, unfair to the purchaser, who in pictures, as 
in other purchases, will not be wise to forget the wholesome legal 
maxim of ** caveat emptor ! ” 

To return to Hunt. His father was in very moderate circumstances, 
and seeing that his boy would have to earn his living, we can hardly 
blame him that he entertained the strongest objection to his becoming 
an artist. In fact, he would not listen to his son's wishes in this 
respect. Mr. Hunt, senior, appears to have entertained the common 
opinion of those days with regard to artists, t.c. they were a dissolute, 
reckless set of fellows, much akin to" actors and authors, and other 
low-class individuals — 

. “perplcxt with impulses, 

Sudden to start ofT cross-wise, not straight on. 

Proclaiming what is right anti wrong across, 

. And not along, this black thread through the blaze.” 

So, when lie Is twelve, Holman Hunt is taken from school, where his 
studies in design, chiefly in his copy-books, do not appear to have 
been adequately appreciated, and is placed with an auctioneer and 
estate-agent “as a sort of probationary clerk." 

The usual result follows : the probationary clerk gives his time to 
Apollo rather than Mercury' ; in other words, draws portraits instead 
of/eases, nnd paints the old orange- woman who rashly enters the office 
in search of a customer. “I won’t buy your oranges," says Hunt, 
“but — I’ll paint your portrait.” You see, Mercury' had taught him 



something after all —how to seize the occasion. According to Hunt, 
“Old Hannah (the orange-woman) was delighted, and then and there 
I painted her on a bit of j?W-paper in her habit as she 1 ’ 

basket on her head and an orange in her hand. ’ ^ e 7 l< ju ».L vnam 
the seduction of the house-agent has been accomplished by tn. ) 8 

artist, for it turns out by the irony of fate that in his non-auc i 
ing moments he has artistic proclivities. And coming one 
the office and finding his clerk shuffling something away in ms • 
he demands to see it, and discovers that he “ can draw. i 
to inquiries on his part as to whether I had painted, and it turne 
that he was himself fond of art, and, whenever he could get a cna » * 
practised painting. 4 One day,’ he said to me, 1 when there s notni 0 
much to be done, you and I will shut ourselves in here and have ‘ 
day's painting together’ ; and so it happened. Here were the tables 
turned upon my father with a vengeance I I was getting artistic en- 
couragement from the very employer who should have been instilling 
into me commercial principles. This lasted about a year and a ha«l> 
when, owing to my employer’s retirement from business, I obtained 
another situation in the City at a Manchester warehouse in Cat ea ton 
Street, managed by a London agent of Richard Cobden. Here I sat 
by myself in a little room looking out on three blank walls, and made 
entries in a ledger, and seemed farther than ever from my desire of 
becoming an artist. But here too, curiously enough, another artistic 
friend turned up in the person of an occasional clerk whose business 
it was to design patterns for the firm's calicoes, etc. etc. Surrepti- 
tiously I also used to try my hand at designing, and attained sufficient 
proficiency to enable my friend to make use of my designs on various 
occasions. I remember an amusing incident of this period, which gave 
me great delight at the time. The window of my roam was made of 
ground glass, and, having but little to do, I passed my time drawing 
with both pen and pencil flies upon its roughened surface. A good 
blot of ink sufficed for the body, and some delicate strokes with a hard 
pencil for the wings, and at a short distance the deception was perfect. 
Day by day the number of flies in that room increased, till one day, 
my employer coming in, stopped suddenly in front of the window and 
said, 1 1 can't make out how it is ; every day 1 come into this room 
there seem to be more flies in it,’ and he took out his handkerchief to 
brush them away. 

"So the time went on slowly till I had been nearly a year and a 
half in the City, and disliked it more every day. My father allowed 
me to spend my little salary in taking lessons of a City portrait- 
painter, for it was only as a profession that he disapproved of artistic 
employment. The lessons I received from this artist ingrained 
certain habits and traditional practices of which in after years I had 
tD be rif My master was in his faults as well ns his 
Mnues a follower of Sir Joshua Reynolds.” 
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Apparently Mr. Hunt, senior, was not therefore very fortunate or 
judicious in his attempts to wean his son from becoming an artist. 
First of all comes the auctioneer who is secretly devoted to painting, 
and then the lad is allowed to strengthen his natural artistic ability 
by technical practice under a master ; then, to complete the paternal 
discomfiture, the episode of Old Hannah the orange-woman, and 
the auctioneer's indiscreet admiration of her portrait, which he shows 
to all his friends ; then the Manchester warehouseman and his 
clerk who designs patterns for calicoes, till finally the news of his 
son's artistic triumphs reaches the ears of Mr. Hunt, and there 
is, we may fancy, a little family explosion of the kind we all know, 
and the lad speaks out. “ 1 will be an artist and nothing but an 
artist, and if you keep me in the City till I am twenty-one, you’ll 
only be taking away so much of my chances of doing any good in the 
future.” That’s the upshot of what Hunt describes himself as saying 
to his father, and no doubt the father was secretly proud of his 

son's resolution, and openly told him he might go to the 

Academy — his own way, but that he must not expect to be 
supported on the journey. So here again was the existence of the 
P.R.B. secretly decided by such diverse elements and accidents as 
an auctioneer’s propensity for painting, an orange-woman’s lack of 
custom, and a father's tardy acquiescence in his son's ambition. For 
had it been five years later before Hunt had been able to devote 
himself to painting he would in all probability never have even met 
Millais and Rossetti, both of whom were senior to him in the 
Academy schools, and certainly would never have been the third 
founder of the P.R.B. At the date of the above conversation (1844) 
Hunt was sixteen. 

Then ensues what Hunt describes with evident truth as a ‘'hard 
fight.” Three days a week he paints portraits for a livelihood, when 
he can get any to do, for these windfalls are rare ; and on the other 
days he draws at the British Museum, either in the Sculpture 
Gallery or the Print Room. Sometimes he copies pictures, some- 
times '* acts as journeyman to other copyists,” but the most curious 
part of his work is the alteration of existing portraits — portraits 
which did not please their originals. Thus he puts another coat on 
the portrait of a Mr. Godfrey and changes his expression — to order. 
The job is executed to Mr. Godfrey’s satisfaction, and Hunt adds, 
with his admirable business instinct in full working order, "duly 
paid." 

We can hardly, I think, overrate the beneficial effect of this 
mixture of hard artistic study, and sharp struggle for the means to 
live while the study was being carried on, on the character of Hunt’s 
subsequent painting, especially with regard to the carrying out of his 
pre-Raphaeiite theories. Evidently industry and patience were 
daily taught the young artist by that best of teachers — necessity, and 
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in the opposition, tacit indeed but unfaltering, which P , « 
art ns a profession encountered at home, his spirit was 
trained to endure and overcome the wider opposition wn 
meet the style of his work hereafter. 


A year pees by in this wav, and Hunt goes u 
Schools. 1 1 c is seventeen, and we might suppose n 
of Hannah and the portraits above mentioned, the 
print room and the sculpture gallery study, and 1 
position towards art, that his admission as a student 
certain, After all, if a lad wants to learn to draw at an Academy, 
probability would seem to be that he does not know already, o 
other words, that his work should be judged less by its complin 
with rule and convention, than by its promise and indication of na i' 
talent. < Such, however, is not, and never has been, the h°l" 
Academy practice, and admission to the school has been granted on y 
to those who could do after a certain highly stippled-up and elaborate 
fashion an antique statue. In the sculpture galleries of the British 
Museum there might have been seen any day during the past fifty 
years, and may be seen now, forty or fifty hoys and girls, of all ages 
from ten to twenty, producing these useless and abominable chalk 
and charcoal drawings by the dozen — by the hundred. ^ Six mortal 
weeks is the least time which each student spends in the vatn 
elaboration of these antique models ; and the result is judged not by 
, the manner in which the drawing has caught the spirit of the 
original— or " las grands contours dtt dessin," as my old master 
Legros used to say— but by the smoothness of the shading, the 
“ polish/’ so to speak, with which the light and shade are rendered. 


a to the Academy 
om the joint result 
calico patterns, the 


No more stupid and absolutely futile method of selecting a student 
could be conceived than this : no more certain manner of preventing 
an artist in afterlife understanding and enjoying the beauty of antique 
'art could be adopted than this of making him labour for weeks, 
without help or explanation, to reproduce the delicacies of light and 
shade, and the details of modelling which he has neither learnt to 
see, to enjoy, nor to understand. 


Well, anyhow Holman Hunt’s drawings were not u polished” 
enough, and the Academy would have none of them at this date. 
A ter some months he tries again, having in the interval polished 
At?h? 6 t £- b | lt Stl i- he . wo _ rk * s not ri £ ht> and a 2 a ' n he is rejected, 
of an fethe J lcses patience and delivers himself 

Wndnet w™ “ ‘l e fo ™ ° f a lecture ' *™>gh which, despite its 
Mndness, eve cart read a grim determination. 

and™eTO™Vsh h DuU P J te ver >' f ious, y- ' l w wasting my tint. 
™ energy , 1 should do no good as a painter. My drawing aver, 
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clever enough for friends to admire, but between them and the pro- 
fessional class there was a great gulf, and so on : winding up with, 
that he would allow me to try once more, but if that failed, ' I must 
go back to the City.* ” 

A* year and a half had now' passed since Hunt had left his 
high stool in the warehouse, and he was apparently no nearer his 
aim than before. We cannot blame the father’s resolution, for we 
may conceive how difficult it was for him to believe that the lad 
was right, and the Academicians wrong in thinking that there was 
here no stuff out of which a great artist might be made. Still it 
must have been a nervous moment for Hunt when he stood for the 
third and last time between the worlds of commerce and art, waiting 
for the decision of the Royal Academy as to which should claim him. 
We know the result: even Jupiter sometimes nods, and this must have 
been an occasion, for the third drawing is — accepted. The City stool 
is vacant for ever, and Mr. Hunt, senior, goes back to his commercial 
avocations and his unfinished lawsuit, a wiser and a sadder man. Put 
not your trust in Academies, is probably his motto for the remainder 
of his days. 

Mr. Hunt gives very few dates — none precisely ; but his entrance 
to the Academy must have been towards the end of 1846. Millais 
(then fifteen) was there already, and had won the silver medal 
in the Antique School ; Rossetti, too, was a student, probably since 
1844. He had entered in 1843 Sim's Drawing Academy in Queen 
Street, Bloomsbury, a school then kept by F. S. Carey, son of the 
translator of Dante, and probably been admitted to the Academy 
in the following year. Had his entry been later Hunt would 
have met, him, as he did Millais, in the antique sculpture 
room of the British Museum. This was not the case ; and it was 
about a year later that Rossetti spoke to Hunt for the first time 
(with one exception noted below), on the occasion of the exhibition . 
of the latter’s first picture at the Royal Academy — “The Eve of 
St. Agnes” (1848). This led to Rossetti’s calling at Hunt's studio, 
and subsequently to the formation of the P.R.B., but this portion 
of the story is so important that I must deal with it in a separate 
chapter. • 



V— THE FOUNDATION OF THE 
PRE-RAPHAELITE BROT H ERHOOD. 


will be a convenient place to glance at tbe 
English Art of this period, as it appeared to the 
1 three men who were soon to influence it so materi 
' ally. That there is a great difficulty in doing tn ' 

satisfactorily will be understood if the reader wii 
— _ -- i bear in mind that one of these painters (Muhns; 
was little given to expression of his beliefs ; another (Rossetti) 
was so enthusiastic and changeable that he was led away entirely ( 
by the feeling of the moment ; and the third (Hunt), though he has 
put down in his notes reflections on various painters, has not done 
so in such a manner as to lead us to believe his views were cither 
clear or determinate. Hunt’s writing is in fact, If I may be pardoned 
for saying so, as icu-pr e~ RaphaelUe as is well possible ; it is, in studio 
phrase, "blottesque, conventional, and "treacly.” 

I have tried to the best of my ability to extract from the views of 
this' painter some consistency of principle and idea, but have failed 
to do so save 1 in one or two instances. The nearest approach to a 
definite .idea is his dislike of prettiness, which turns up in one form 
or another' in most 'of^ the criticisms. In Landseer it appears as 
ypomatumy texture ” ; in Etty, " Parisian paper-hanger's taste" ; and 
"cloysome richness and sweetness”; Mulready is injured by his 
taste for prettiness; Madise by his for glamour; Leslie's style is 
• ‘^mature’'; and Murillos "large ‘Holy Family' in the National 
Gallery is "rubbish,” From such remarks the bias against pretti- 
ness is evident enough, but that is by no means an uncommon bias 
with artists. In a subsequent description, where Hunt tells us of 
the quattro-cent ists he did admire in the National Gallery, we find 
Gnrafola, Van Eyck are the only names 

of Se r t Ud t en , dasl i pane gy ri c on some details 
o. the Sta. Catenna of Raphael and the “ Bacchus and Ariadne ” 
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so in such a manner as to lead us to believe his views were either 
clear or determinate. Hunt’s writing is in fact, if I may be pardoned 
for saying so, as rw-pre-Raphaelitc as is well possible ; it is, in studio 
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.1 have tried to the best of my ability to extract from the views of 
this, painter some consistency of. principle and idea, but have failed 
to do so save in one or two instances. The nearest approach to a 
definite idea is his dislike of prettiness, which turns up in one form 
or another in most ‘of the criticisms. In Landseer it appears as 
“ pomatumy texture * ; in Etty, “ Parisian paper-hanger’s taste ” ; and 
" cloysome richness and sweetness”; Mul ready is injured by his 
taste for prettiness; Ma&lise by his for glamour; Leslie’s style is 
v “miniature"; and Murillo’s “large ‘Holy Family’ in the National 
Gallery is “rubbish.” From such remarks the bias against pretti- 
ness « evident enough, but that is by no means an uncommon bias 
with artists. In a subsequent description, where Hunt tells us of 
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less to guide us. Francia, Garafola, Van Eyck are the only names 
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of Titian. The really great pre-Raphaelite masters appear to have 
attracted no notice from him at all— we hear nothing of Giotto and 
the Giotteschi, nothing of Carpaccio, the Bellinis, Mantegna, Orcagna, 
.Angelico, Masaccio, Memling, Quentin-Matsys, and, strangest of all, 
considering Hunt's prepossessions, of Albrecht Durer. On the other 
hand, we find an early portrait of his mother by Rubens spoken of as 
“possessing this characteristic of care and humility," and a Holbein 
as fascinating him by its delicate painting. 

On the whole, in fact, I cannot discover from Hunt's own 
description of his artistic prepossessions in these student days that 
there was any idea whatever in his mind analogous to that which 
Ruskin afterwards attributed to him, It is true that in a later 
portion of his reminiscences he states more or less definitely that this 
.'was the case, but this statement is made so much in the very words 
of Ruskin, and is so obviously a reflection of the defence of pre- 
Raphaelitism by that great critic, that we may, I think, especially 
when we remember that it was not written till forty years after 
the events described, assume it to be rather the interpretation of the 
writer, than the record of the artist. I find it myself quite impossible 
to believe that a student who represents himself as having been a 
frequenter of the National Gallery and an admirer of early Italian 
and Flemish work therein, could have been (as he is represented by 
Ruskin) so profoundly moved by seeing some engravings of Ghiberti, 
as to have his principles entirely modified thereby— or could find in 
them qualities of truth and simplicity which he had never found in 
the other paintings of that period. Moreover, such a conversion is 
not only incredible, but was in this instance entirely unnecessary. 
Painting flies on the window of his master's counting-house was 
Hunt’s real conversion to pre-Raphaelitism— old Hannah the orange- 
woman was his Ghiberti, and his slavery at commercial portraits, and 
the re-coating of Mr. Godfrey and his friends, the school in which 
he learned fidelity of detail, industry, and patience. Another bit of 
real instruction, inspiration — in the old sense of the word — Hunt 
recerraf aSkt penUf <r* Ate iVoAumn’ -ffuitey: JRhtete wtw 
copying Wilkie’s “Blind Fiddler," a visitor “looking over me said 
that Wilkie painted it without any dead colouring, but finished 
each bit as fresco was done." Tne speaker (we are not told his 
name) had been the painter’s pupil. Hunt calls this the first bit of 
genuine instruction he had received, and one which “in some ways, 
perhaps, determined the course of my artistic life." He does not, 
very properly, count the nominal instruction given in the Royal 
Academy Schools ; in fact, says plainly that there was none worthy of 
the name — in which opinion Mr. Watts, Royal Academician though 
he be, is quite at one with him, saying frankly of his studenthood 
there, which must have been but slightly before Hunt’s time, "finding 
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Hunt's real conversion to p re- Raphael it ism — old Hannah the orange- 
woman was his Ghiberti, and his slavery at commercial portraits, and 
the re-coating of Mr. Godfrey and his friends, the school in which 
he learned fidelity of detail, industry, and patience. Another bit of 
real instruction, inspiration — in the old sense of the word — Hunt 
received about this period at the National Gallery. While he was 
copying Wilkie’s “Blind Fiddler,” a visitor “looking over me said 
that Wilkie painted it without any dead colouring, but finished 
each bit as fresco was done.” The speaker (we are not told his 
name) had been the painter’s pupil. Hunt calls this the first bit of 
genuine instruction he had received, and one which " in some ways, 
perhaps, determined the course of my artistic life.” He does not, 
very properly, count the nominal instruction given in the Royal 
Academy Schools ; in fact, says plainly that there was none worthy of 
the name — in which opinion Mr. Watts, Royal Academician though 
he be, is quite at one with him, saying frankly of his studenthood 
there, which must have been but slightly before Hunt's time, “finding 
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there was no teaching, I ceased to attend- ^Ve^he'tri^for 
of Wilkie’s pupil, Hunt begins to remodel his * J* 

definite meaning and precision in each touch; he en u, 

rid of all careless, “loose,” irresponsible handling; 4 P_ r . 


rid of all careless, “loose,” 

style, and it is from this point of view — the tecnnicai '"». ow 

be it observed, that he grows to admire the early wor 
practice had been founded on fresco. 

The opinions of Rossetti at this period a PP ear . t0 -^ a y e .^M en | ^n 1 l 
influenced by his literary tastes. His brother, . indeed, tel s 
he studied Retsch’s outlines, and used to fill in his sketc es \ 
drawing, club to which he belonged from a series of hthograp 1 
“Filippo Pistrucci"; and he disliked the conventional Engus 
French pictures alike in treatment and subject, hating them w 
equal impartiality ; but with antique art I cannot find that n e c ° 
cerned himself at all, his predilections being entirely in favour o» 
romantic and mediaeval poetry, and this chiefly of the northern 
His study of Dante did not, according to his brother, begin till 
at which time he was already familiar with Scott, Byron, Keats* 
Coventry Patmore, Mr. Browning, Tennyson, and Shakespeare. The 
Nibehtngen Lied also was a great favourite, and a little later came 
Coleridge and \V. Bell Scott Illustrations to one or other of these, 
and subjects of a quasi -poetical, quashreligious nature, such, for 
instance, as the “Girlhood of Mary Virgin,” formed the staple of his 
art-work in these years, when he was but an infrequent attendant at 
the Academy Schools. It is notable that the mediaeval bias thus 
early acquired, and very plainly evident in both the “Annunciation" 
and the M Girlhood of Mary Virgin,” never entirely deserted him, 
nor did he ever entirely abandon the use of symbolism. How 
different were the practice, the education, and the aim of Hunt I 
have just shown— as different as had been his early reading of 
Homer and Plutarch, geometrical and mathematical books, and the 
auctioneer’s ledger. A strange dislike of sculpture was at this time, 
and, I believe, later, a characteristic of Rossetti’s art feeling- and I 
cannot find that, apart from his Shakespeare study, the drama either 
written or acted influenced him. It must be remembered also with 
regard to his religious coTOJjnsJjintjs., tW- wy*. -iras ftossetn an 
f. ^ .by twining, no matter £“ he 

b zr 0 f ,ff F 

SS »» 

of the man’s lifefall given bv fri™ / can , find neither in the records 
, gnen by fnends and partisans, ’in his letters, of 
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which I have many and have read more, nor in any of his writings 
or pictures, any really religious feeling. A spiritual aspect there is 
to his art, but of a most indefinite and dreamy character : more a 
'protest against the empire of the body than a forgetfulness of its 
influence. 

Of Millais I have as yet said nothing, because his part, then as 
now, was not the part of the thinker, the reformer, or the dreamer, 
but the part of the doer. He was the “ Good-tempered man ” of the 
community, caring nothing much for all these details of theory or 
principle, tradition or sentiment, but ready always to fall in with his 
friends' views, reflect his friends’ feelings, and sometimes even, if all 
tales be true, borrow his friends’ conceptions. 

With these brief hints as to the views of the three young artists, 
let us hear how they founded their celebrated association. 

Rossetti had seen at the Academy, and been greatly pleased with 
Hunt’s “ Eve of St. Agnes," and after congratulating him warmly 
thereon, had asked if he might come to Hunt's studio, and "thus the 
three Pre-Raphaelite Brethren were first brought into intimate rela- 
tions." Before this Millais and Rossetti had known each other, and 
Hunt and Millais had made acquaintance at the Museum, but the 
three had not associated together. The result of the acquaintance is 
that Rossetti takes a studio with Hunt in Cleveland Street, and thither 
continually comes Madox Brown full of advice for his pupil Rossetti, 
and with a little to spare for his pupil’s friend ; and thither comes also 
Millais, "his spirit on fire with eagerness to seize whatever he saw 
to be good.” Hunt has a solid capital of £70 from his art-union 
prize and " £7 from portraits" (what is your price nowadays for 
a portrait, Mr. Hunt, I wonder?), and Rossetti — but no one knows 
now, or ever did know, what Rossetti had or had not in the way of 
money. I suppose, however, he bought his draperies, and three 
expensive lay figures, and that sentry-box arrangement to put them 
in, which tickled his master's fancy so much. 

One evening the comrades go to tea with the Millais family, and 
there arc shown, to pass away the evening, I suppose, which possibly 
went rather slowly, " a book of engravings of the frescoes in the 
Campo Santo at Pisa.” Let Hunt tell the story himself: — 

"It was probably the finding of this book at this special time 
which caused the establishment of the Pre-Raphaelite Brother- 
hood. Millais, Rossetti, and myself were all seeking for some 
sure ground, some starting-point for our art which would be 
secure, if it were ever so humble. As we searched through 
this book of engravings we found in them, or thought we 
found, that freedom from corruption, pride, and disease for 
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which »c fought. I Urc there wan. at 

no convenlimulity, no arrogance. \\ Jtntet « ‘ „ 
the who!- spirit of the rot was '<m|h (f c ” ■ TIV. 
Raskin aftcruanK said. •etrrn tlly -umI uiultt»W> t- 
wh.il n revrl.itiun it was to find '-acli wotk ? l ’ , „, jr y r ,~; 

ami to rvcoyniv: it with tin- triple t-ml.utnttn «i otM ^ 
spirits If Neuion could «>■ of Ins th«‘fv of gf* • 
hit conviction of it*; tntth incrrnwl tcnfo.d iron ‘ » ;r rj 
which he cot one other rur-on to Indie* c in »t. . 

lint, when uc three w, ns it were, in a tW» of 1#^ 
truth of art. it appealed to \t% almost with the force . , 

lion? Neither then nor afterwards did we aftirm * * ,*£ 
svas not nmch healthy and good art after the time '■ 1’ ^ 
but it npjXMfcd to us that aftcrw.irdi art was so "V 
tainted with this canker of corruption that it was only 1 
earlier work we could find with certainty absolute health*! 
to a definite jxiint the tree was healthy . al>o\c it. disease 
side by side with life there appeared death. Think how t*'* 
ferent were the three temj»erainents which saw this clearly, 
may say plainly of myself, that l was a steady and c\* a 
enthusiastic worker, trained by the long course of early dun* 
cullies and opposition of which I have told the story, apo 
determined to find the right path for my art. Rossetti. wUh 
his spirit alike subtle and fiery*, was essentially a proselyuscr* 
sometimes to an almost absurd degree, but possessed, alike in lii*» 
poetry and painting, with an appreciation of beauty of the most 
intense quality. Millais, again, stood in some respects midway 
between us, showing a rare combination of extraordinary artistic 
faculty with an amount of sterling English commonscnsc. 
And, moreover, he was in these early days, beyond almost any 
one with whom l have been acquainted, full of a generous, 
quick enthusiasm ; a spirit on fire with eagerness to seize what- 
ever he saw to be good, which shone out in every line of his 
face, and made it, as Rossetti once said, look sometimes like the 
lace of an angel. All of us had our qualities, though it docs 
not come within the scope of this paper to analyse them fully. 
They were such as other tan wtanrasri, trs m wort 

mg together. 

afer some tliscussiou, as u dis- 
ofcometC h;. th01 ' 8 ' th ? " or ? h ,‘ ld first loosed as n term 
aether the ,1 our enemies, Anti as we hound ourselves to- 
prefemhle ,o rV Br0 ‘ l,crh ° o . J . was suggested by Rossetti as 
fun th . t0 . cIlc ' uc or association. It was in a little spirit or 

aaVtte S^ a i 8 „n ed lhat r R , a P ! '«'- Prince of inters, 
s tae inspiring influence of the art of the day; for we saw 
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that the practice of contemporary painters was as different from 
that of the master whose example they quoted, as established 
interest or indifference had ever made the conduct of disciples. 
It was instinctive prudence, however, which suggested to us 
that we should use the letters P.R.B., unexplained, on our 
. pictures (after the signature) as the one mark of our union. 

The first work that we agreed to do after this was a series of 
designs for Keats’ ' Isabella.’ These were to be executed 
entirely on our new principles, and subsequently etched for 
publication. Millais chose as his subject the household of 
Lorenzo’s brothers at meals. Rossetti at first made excused for 
procrastination. I did one of Lorenzo at his desk in the ware- 
house, in order that thus (with Millais’ design) the lover’s 
position in the house should be made clear to the spectator 
from the outset. Though Millais had much oil work on hand 
which had to be finished in the old style, he was impatient to 
begin in the new manner, and he announced his determination 
to paint his design. But his old work still hung about, until 
we were almost doubtful of the time before the sending-in day 
being sufficient for the task, when suddenly, about November, 
the whole atmosphere of his studio was changed, and the new- 
white canvas was installed on the easel. Day by day advanced, 
at a pace beyond all calculation, the picture now known to the 
whole of England , 1 which I venture to say is the most wonder- 
ful painting that any youth still under twenty years of age ever 
did in the world. 

In my studio Rossetti’s plan of work promised to do all that was 
desired. The picture was ‘The Education of Mary Virgin,’ 
and he had advanced it considerably, but, from his unchecked 
impatience at difficulties, the interruptions to our work, to mine 
as much as to his, were so serious that once I had to go out 
walking with him to argue that, without more self-restraint on 
his part, we should certainly lose our chances of appearing, in 
the same season, in a band with Millais. He took this remon- 
strance in the best part, and applied himself with new patience 
to his work, which ultimately possessed in the important parts 
the most exquisite beauty and grace; he exhibited it subse- 
quently in a gallery in Portland Place. Millais’ picture was 
seen with wonder when finished, and he sold it before his 
' show ’ day. My * private view ’ was without any visitors, but 
the picture was delivered by myself in the evening, still wet, at 
the Academy. Before we were admitted to varnish our 
pictures we learned that they had been hung as pendants to 

1 “ Lorenzo and Isabella. 
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onu another m fair places iust abo) t tJl ’ ^ w0 cote 
I remember the notice of the exhtbmoi S', .j feature ot h 
of comment upon our pictures ns the wm „ cratifjir; 

collection. The fact itself was an ul ? * F made. Ongw? 
testimony to the impression the works > n* joogtst 

to the Academy at seven in the morning ^ b « y st 
opportunity, if necessary', for work bcl lorc * .^e memto 

admitted at twelve), we were received by nta 1. i ves tont 
with cordial compliments — some introducing t indict^ 
for this purpose— but there was an opposing spiri 
expressing itself loudly by some artists." 


To make a long story’ short, Rossetti's picture was , ^ 

private view day. Hunt’s shortly afterwards for jfioo.tn », ^ 

intervention of Egg, one of the Royal Academicians, yie p 
was Mr. Gibbons, who appears to have bought the work, >* " . 

trust Hunt’s account, as a matter of charity, for he did not it g 
in his collection, and on his death it was the only picture sold n) * 
family. As \ shall not have occasion to refer again to this C ^ 
position, I may add here that there was perhaps some little exet^ 
for this proceeding on the part of Mr. Gibbons and his family, * 
the “Rienzi swearing to avenge the Death of his Brother 11 is not 
picture which even the admirers of Mr. Hunt would at the^pr'*** 
day esteem very highly. It is laborious in detail and execution, and 
of some dramatic power; but the colour is remarkably garish and 
unpleasant, and the attitudes and gestures of the various figures 
awkward and strained. The same criticism applies to some extent 
to the succeeding picture by this artist, “The Christian Missionary’,'’ 
the landscape portion of which was painted on the Lea marshes, and 
which was exhibited the succeeding year, when it was hung as a 
pendant-to the “Christ in the Home of his Parents,” by Millais. 


“While \ye had been quietly working, the hostile feeling against us 
had shown itself to be wilder and more extended. A newspaper had 
in its gossiping column revealed the meaning of P.R.B., which had 
been disclosed, through the weakness of Rossetti, to a rank gossiper, 
and far and near it seemed as U the. hnnrair. of. Vanhx&i 'wa Vwt 
Feeling dearest of all to the bosom of England, and that this we had 
impiously assailed. The leading journals denounced our work as 
iniquitous and infamous, and, to make our enormity more shameful 
" ; e f ra ‘ ar . tlst,c “refes. great Charles Dickens wrote a leading 
attS pl r Cl " rt in Household Words. This was an 

tS X" h - C r Me °- f a 5 ’ “ d tho ' ) S h W P icture »» not men- 
sinceMn?-,; n U ? Ce i? C ^ ed ' lta f m ° re Poetically, damaging- to me. 
petform of emnl S ° d ^ - W ° rk ’ ' Vhile mine had still the doty to 
1 of tempting , 5 o gumeas out of the pockets of some admirer 
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7 : >r approver, before I could go on with a new work. Sometimes I 
TVent to the Exhibition stealthily, hoping to hear some opinion ex- 
pressed, but as soon as the public arrived at my picture they invariably 
t^>aid, ‘ Oh, this is one of those preposterous pre- Raphael ite works,’ 
mind went on to the next without looking again upon the canvas. 
; :.'One fellow-student, some years my senior, told me that he regretted 
see me mixed up with this charlatanism ; that he perfectly under- 
- stood that our object was to attract great attention to ourselves by 
nour extravagant work ; and that when we had succeeded in making 
ourselves notorious (which, being undeniably clever fellows, we should 
soon do), we should paint pictures of real merit. I thereupon wickedly 
'said that he had divined our purpose, and besought him to respect 
, the secret. . , 
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VI. — THE INFLUENCE OF JOHN RUSK IN. 



HE account given in the Inst chapter is curio J 
reminiscent even in language of that more , 
brated description of the founding of *". e , 
hood by Mr. Ruskin— a description which I hat 
shown some ground for believing .' vaS , P a V 


uinc yrwuiivi , , » I' 

imaginary and wholly mistaken, jiot in the *ew 
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says the name was chosen "in a spirit of fun ” : Rossetti sa}'s, in so 
many words, that though the movement was real the Brol/icr/tpod was 
a joke; so says Woolner; so says Madox Brown. And though, 
perhaps, these painters in later years may have somewhat underrated 
or been ashamed of the seriousness of their youthful confederacy, 
there is the strongest intrinsic evidence that Rusk in’s high moral 
and metaphysical explanation thereof was one of those ingenious 
theories of which he has given so many to the world, but which 
have no objective validity. On this point, however, where author! 
ti« contradict one another so flatly, the historian must decide hv 
collateral evidence, all of which is in favour of fhe 
interpretation of the t% Brotherhood.” 
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certain, or even probable that the painter could himself precisely 
define his position. The nearest approach to such a definition with 
which 1 am acquainted is comprised in the following quotation : 


« While we differed so far, it may be seen that we were never, 
■what often we have been called, realists. I think the art would 
have ceased to have the slightest interest for any one of the 
three painters concerned had the object only been to make a 
representation, elaborate or unelaborate, of a fact m Nature. 
Independent of the consideration that the task would put out ot 
operation the faculty of making man ' how like a god, it seemed 
then, as it does now, that a mere imitator gradually comes to see 
Nature so clay-like and meaningless — so like only to what one 
sees when illness brings a heavy cloud before the eyes— that his 
pictures or statues make a spectator feel, not how much more 
beautiful the world is than she seemed before, but only that she 
is a tedious infliction, or even an oppressive nightmare. . . • 
one other point there has been misapprehension which it is now 
time to correct. In agreeing to use the utmost elaboration m 
painting our first pictures, we never meant more than t that .the 
practice was essential for training the eye and t ie i 
young artist; we should never have admitted that the re Imquish 
ment of this habit of work by a matured ^ 

made him less of a pre-Raphaclite. I can 
now because, although it is not true, it is ° • V 0 f m v 

detail is microscopic, I have retained later than eflher o my 
„ companions the pencilling of a student. * ; m nlv that 

brushes, and enrich my canvases with impas * express 

the remnant of my life would not suffice to enable me to express 
my thoughts in other fashion, and that I a ' e ^ ir 1{ra j n to 
obtained enough from severe discipline to r t\ a ve already 
the self-confident handling of my youth, to which I have > 
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an incident which might or might not be a reiined. As might 

hand, to acquire which it had been seryicea ultimately shaped itself 
have been expected, this minute realisa Derst) na'l idiosyncrasy, 
in the work of each artist in accordan ... P q^ting of texture 
We can trace the influence in Mdlam bn vision 
and surface, we find it translated m Rossettis art 
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of each symbolical accessory, and in Hunt's great religious pictures 
our attention is attracted by the multiplicity and the elaboration of 
the detail by aid of which the artist has worked out his conception, 
. " er ® nc . e °* a . ini > as manner, is in this respect very marked 
Millais painting his surroundings often with what Ruskin once 
characterised as "dull and objectless veracity”; Rossetti using his 
detads for the double purpose of increasing the spiritual significance, 
and the colour loyehness of his picture, while Hunt appears to take 

or faSl I' 7 P ‘ C T- f T ‘ he po , int 0f We "' of a " ^nest Poacher 
h, S hls ‘ 0r,an .' los,I, g frequently the rightness of material aspect 
all h wh^' re ,l° °“:j 1° , por f!°, n of h,s subject, and caring little, if at 
all whether the added detail be beautiful or no, so long as it be an 
intellectual item ,n the telling of his story. I fear to weary 7 

"m tHs n ooSat P o f nt '-° r ' Sh T U have ba “ desirous 'to analyse 

manly perfecl-of whVh .11 1' . Uy mtere sting, and the crafts- 
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probable that theyvS i7 after ^ * ' TOU d be “remely ™- 
entirely abandon, not only their snenil • 3 - n ? S0 ver > r q u ‘ckly— 
point of view, but even their eariv h , .P rm mples, and their general 
theory ; a„d yet this ™ s cerminTJi^ ° f . frnestness and moral 
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applies in no slightest degree to either 7 ™°- e anon : but th!s 
the painting, and, indeed, fo far Is £ R “ s ? tu °r Millais. In 
jectual and emotional lives or these world fcnows, in the intel- 
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tainted with the canker of corruption.” That is not the idea of 
the painter but of the literary man: it is Ruskin, not Millais, 
Rossetti, or even Hunt, though the last-mentioned uses the expres- 
sion, who thinks along those lines of moral worth or decadence, 
and reads into the art question, the religious bias. No doubt the 
influence of Ruskin had already reached Hunt, who had had Modern 
Painters lent him by a fellow-student, and been greatly impressed 
by the teaching of the “graduate.” He tells us that “to get 
through the book I had to sit up most of the night more than 
once, and I returned it before I had got half the good there was in 
it ; but of all readers, none so strongly as myself could have felt 
tha^it was expressly written for him.” 

jP There is no evidence, however, that this influence touched 
r Rossetti in any way, indeed there is the strongest evidence to the 
contrary ; for Rossetti regarded Ruskin from the first, if we may 
trust the evidence of his letters, in the light of a picture-buyer, and 
one who could help the P.R.B. from his writings, and his purse, rather 
than as a teacher and a guide. Indeed, in these latter characters 
he altogether declined to accept him, and as long as the intimacy 
between the critic and the painter lasted it was continually strained 
by the one insisting upon teaching, and the other refusing to be 
taught, till at last there came a row royal, and the friendship was at 
an end. I rather feel inclined to agree with W. M. Rossetti's view 
upon this point, which is, that his brother was right and wise in 
resisting dictation ; and there seems to be little doubt but that Ruskin 
was quite human enough to be very genuinely surprised and very 
frankly annoyed at such resistance. In after years, at all events, 
when the Professor's influence was at its height, it is remarkable that 
there is scarcely a mention of Rossetti’s work. 

One very prevalent misconception on this point which I have never 
seen corrected is, that Ruskin discovered, as it were, the P.R.B., and 
was their first champion. This was not the case : his knowledge 
ui r rirevrr was* «aW oV c poet Cwen&j’ Patimor £*, «?.v fjv&td sS 
Rossetti's, who not only informed Ruskin on the subject, but urged 
upon him the propriety of writing in defence of the young painters’ 
work. Moreover, the intercourse between Rossetti and Ruskin did 
not commence liil 1854, by which time the " Brotherhood " was six 
years old and about at an end, and both Rossetti’s early oil-pictures, 

“ The Girlhood of Mary Virgin ” and the “ Annunciation " (now in 
the National Gallery), had been painted and sold. Millais had painted 
the “Christ in the Home of his Parents,” the “Supper in the House 
of Isabella,” and Hunt “The Christian Missionary,” the “Claudio 
and Isabella," the “ Rienzi,” and other pictures. 

In the first letter of Mr. Ruskin to the Times on the subject of 
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the pre-Raphaelite painters, dated 1851, he tells us lie has “no 
acquaintance with any of these artists and very imperfect sympathy 
with them,” and proceeds to explain that the tendency of their paint- 
ing is « Romanist " and “ Tractarinn " ; in the second letter he again 
expresses in another fashion liis dislike of their “ morbid tendencies, 
though he by this time attributes these to another origin. In these 
letters there is no mention whatever of Rossetti, though there is a 
‘high panegyric on a picture by Mr. Charles Collins, one of the 
weaker members of the brotherhood, who subsequently abandoned 
painting, and made for himself some name in literature before his early 
death. It is notable that one of the pictures by Millais referred to in 
these letters is the “ Woodman's Daughter,” an illustration to one of 
Coventry Patmore's poems, and it is very probable that this circum- 
stance had some connection with Patmore’s interest in the P.R.B. 

I believe the author of The Angel tn the House was at this time 
acquainted with Millais and Rossetti, if not with Hunt. The next 
letters to the Times from Ruskin are dated three years later, and in 
these mention is altogether confined to Hunt's work. The Millais 
** Huguenot” was in the same exhibition, if I am not mistaken. 

There was some excuse perhaps for the omission of Rossetti’s name 
from these letters, as his work was not in the Academy at any period 
during bis lifetime, but the “Annunciation" had been publicly 
exhibited at the Portland Street Gallery, and the painter’s work made 
known to Ruskin by Rossetti’s first patron M'Cracken. 1 only insert 
these facts to show how very limited, tardy, and incomplete was 
the part taken by Ruskin in the pre-Raphaelite movement. The 
truth is, that from the first he had only sympathy with it on those 
points where the subjects or the sentiment of the pictures were such 
as he was in touch with. This is shown very clearly by the descrip- 
tions of Hunt’s pictures, and the amount of space and consideration 
given to their literary and symbolical meaning, in comparison, with 
their artistic qualities. Moreover, if we take Ruskin’s chief work, 
published during the very thick of the pre-Raphaelite movement, 
i.c. from 1846-1860, we find that the name of Rossetti is never even 
mentioned in one of the five volumes ; that Millais' name occurs in 
the index but twice (once in a note), and that incorrectly, for the note 
T a5 e *P u jhg e d years before the index edition was published ; and 
the second reference is a bare mention of “ The Huguenot,” coupled 
with “The Awakening Conscience,” the artist’s name appearing in 
neither case. Thus it is literally the case that, in the completed 
edition of Modern Painters, the names of both Millais 1 and Rossetti 
omitted ; and this, despite the fact that the third member 
oi the school, Holman Hunt, is, according to the index, mentioned 

>“'«•»» Hi™- .he bet of 

Rossetti. 1 theie « keen none for the omission of 
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no less than ten times— on each occasion with enthusiastic admira- 
tion and unstinted praise. Even if we admit the artistic equality 
of Hunt with Rossetti and Millais, and this, I think, as I shall show 
hereafter, can hardly be seriously maintained, Mr. Ruskin’s silence 
as to the two last-named painters can only be explained on the 
ground of deliberate intention, and can hardly be justified in a critic 
who had from 1S51 downwards posed as the champion of pre- 
Raphaelitism. In saying this I am not forgetting the mention made 
by Ruskin elsewhere of these painters. I am only pointing out 
that it was the correspondence of the subject-matter and the spirit of 
Hunt’s work, and not the artistic excellence, which occasioned our 
great critic s enthusiasm. He found in the religious intention of the 
painter, in his somewhat blind and unselecting fidelity to Nature, 
and most of all perhaps in his subject-matter, a complete echo of 
his own theories of the raison d'etre of art ; and, both in form and 
spirit, this great, this surpassing excellence, as Ruskin conceived it 
to be, rendered him comparatively blind to the imperfections of 
Hunt’s painting, and comparatively indifferent to the superior crafts- 
manship of Millais, and the infinitely higher imaginative power of 
Rossetti. 

It was a great misfortune that this should have been the case, not 
only for the painters concerned, but for the cause of fine art in 
England.' When we consider the unique power possessed by 
Ruskin of rousing the enthusiasm of the young, and of setting forth 
the beauties with which he was in sympathy, whether they existed 
in pictures or in nature, it is beyond measure vexatious to find his 
justice and his critical insight so frequently blinded by the necessity 
of finding a definite unalterable correspondence and connection 
between fine art and a special religious theory. Had he been con- 
tent to assert the 'correspondence and connection of art with the 
intellectual and spiritual needs of humanity, as well as with its 
physical pleasures and experiences, he would, I think, have been on 
safe ground, at all events he would have been able to justify his 
admiration of this, that, or the other school, or painter, without twist- 
ing the facts of history, or action, and seeking to show that art 
flourished or decayed in proportion to the growth or decay in religious 
belief and national honour — a contention which is absolutely contra- 
dicted by all historical evidence, and by none more than the true 
history of the S fours of Venice. 

We must not forget that Ruskin’s letters to the Times were not 
written till the spring of 1851 ; in other words, two years after the 
foundation of the Brotherhood, and at the period when the strongest 
attacks were made upon the P.R.I 3 . It is rather interesting to 
remember that on this occasion Charles Dickens himself became an 
art critic, and wrote an article in Household Words against pre- 
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Raphaelitism. The prevailing opinion appears to have been that 
the Brethren were only seeking to attract attention by the extrava- 
gance of their work, and the critics undeniably, treated them with 
great harshness. Fortunately this condemnation had its fitting 
reward, for a chance was given thereby to Ruskin’s championship of 
the cause; a championship which was at the time extraordinarily 
effective. In the Exhibition, concerning which the first of these 
letters was written, Hunt’s work, for the first time perhaps,, really 
merited high praise. His picture of “ Valentine and Sylvia " in that 
year undoubtedly contained much, especially in the painting of the 
dry leaves and woodland landscape, that was very beautiful. And, 
whether it was from the influence of Rossetti and Millais, with the 
former of whom Hunt had been staying at Sevenoaks while the 
sylvan portion of his picture was painted, or from other and more 
personal causes, the colour of this picture is far superior to any of the 
earlier productions of the artist. The fault which Ruskin found with 
the school as a whole at this time, a fault, by the way, which could 
only be fairly alleged against two of its members, was the “ common- 
ness of feature in many of the principal figures,” did really exist, and 
was traceable a good many years subsequently in the work of Millais ; 
as for instance in the celebrated picture of “Apple Blossoms," in 
which the faces of the children are of an intensity of ugliness hardly 
to be atoned for, even by the splendid painting of the blossoming 
tree. Those,, too, who remember what may be called the last pre- 
Raphaelite picture by this artist, i.e. the “ Vale of Rest," will pro- 
bably agree that the faces of the two nuns suffer from the same 
hard unattractiveness. . However, with this exception, Ruskin’s 
criticism of the “Valentine and Sylvia" is enthusiastically favourable. 


" Further examination of this picture has even raised the estimate 
I had previously formed of its marvellous truth in detail and 
splendour in colour ; nor is its general conception less deserving 
of praise; the action of Valentine, his arm thrown round Sylvia, 
and his hand clasping hers at the same instant as she falls at his 
b ,s most fatthuu and beautiful, nor less so the contending of 
doubt and distress with awakening hope in the half-shadowed, 
half-sunlit countenance of Julia. Nay, even the momentary 
struggle of Proteus with Sylvia just past, is indicated by the 
trodden grass and broken fungi of the foreground. But all this 
noughtful conception and absolutely inimitable execution fail in 
making immediate appeal to the feelings, owing to ’the unfor- 

Z SJB t d r, fbr lhe faCe ° f S >' 1Wa - Certainly this 
cannot be she whose lover was 
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its intensity, Mr. Hunt, senior, appears once more upon the scene, 
again preaching with the kindest intention the superiority of com- 
merce to art. It appears that the old gentleman had been severely 
chaffed by his City friends about the P.R.B. and his son’s painting. 
They had even offered to bet him that tHe lads pictures would be 
taken down from the Academy walls, a suggestion which had been 
actually made in one of the leading papers. We can fancy him 
gravely inquiring of his son whether he thought this would really 
be the case, and when his mind is assured on this point, expressing 
“ his conviction as confirmed, that in this country it was useless for a 
man without influential and rich friends to hope to succeed as an 
artist. There were too many established interests to overturn, ‘and 
you,’ he said, * have not even the party feeling in your favour of a 
public school.’ (There had been an attempt made to get me into the 
Blue Coat School.) ‘You have done wonders, I will maintain — more 
than could have been expected, but it is hopeless.’ ” 

Then ensues one of the pleasantest incidents in the whole story, • 
which may well serve to introduce the account of Millais, and the 
turn of the tide in favour of the pre- Raphael ite Brethren. 




VII. — JOHN EVERETT MILLAIS AND THE 
PALMY DAYS OF THE BROTHERHOOD. 


S I have said, Millais was from the first in a more 
favourable position than that of either Hunt or 
Rossetti. He lived at home with his parents, who 
thoroughly believed in his vocation, and studied art 
with their fullest assent and confidence, and he had 
been successful in his earliest student days. At a 
phenomenally early age he gained admission to the Royal Academy, 
and before he was fifteen had taken the principal medal in the Antique 
School. Subsequently he gained the highest honour the Academy 
Schools bestow, i.c. the gold medal for historical painting, with a 
picture entitled “Pizarro before the Inca of Peru.” From the close 
of his studentship, moreover, his black-and-white work was in request 
for book illustration, and the first picture painted by him after the 
foundingof the P.R.B. was sold before it went into the Academy 
for ^100. He was at that time only nineteen. 

Despite the old Latin saying, surely here was 10 be seen a "happy 
ntnn," one gifted with indisputable artistic genius, carefully trained from 
earliest youth, with sufficient means to prompt and not enough to stifle 
ambition, rich with friends and honours abroad, and pride, confidence, 
and love at home ; splendid in health and physical beauty, generous 
in spirit, happy in temperament. And for a last best gift of all there 
is the testimony of Hunt that between himself and Rossetti stood 
Millais midway, " showing a rare combination of artistic faculty with 
an amount of sterling English cowmottscnse. And moreover he was 
in those early days, beyond almost any one with whom I have been 
acquainted, full of a generous, quick enthusiasm ; a spirit on fire with 
eagerness to seize whatever he saw to be good, which shone out in 
ever)’ line of his face and made it, as Rossetti once said, look some- 
times like the face of an angel" 




Such was the boy who came to Hunt’s assistance when his father* 
overborne by ridicule and the opinion of his acquaintances, expressed 
his conviction as confirmed, that ''in this country it was useless for a 
man without influential and rich friends to hope to succeed as an 
artist," For some time longer Hunt struggles on despite his father’s 
opinion. He tries book illustration, but the publisher declines his 
drawings; his old resource of portrait-painting, whereby in earlier days 
he had gained sufficient to defray the cost of models, etc, for his 
subject pictures, fails him, and he becomes so reduced in means that 
once “ when 1 had a letter lying written before me I could not tell where 
to find a penny for the stamp.’ 1 So he decides to follow his father's 
advice, give up painting, and, going "Tor a twelvemonth to a good 
yeoman uncle for instruction as a fanner, at the end of that time to 
emigrate to Canada, or the Antipodes (it was still at this date custom- 
ary to so designate Australia) to take my place as a settler." Of 
course he tells Millais, and Millais will have none of such a project. 
He is as confident for his friend as for himself (when was he not 
confident about anything or anybody?), and he “announced that he 
had saved £500, and that 1 should have all of it, little by little, as 
I wanted it. My reply was, ‘ What do you think your father and 
mother would think of me ? ’ And when he reminded me that 1 had to 
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go to him in the morning, I said, ' Mind you don’t say 1 . 

we have been speaking about/” The next day, however, Hunt goes 
to breakfast with Millais, and when the servant opens the door, “ the 
good couple burst out of the sitting-room, crying, ‘Is that Hunt?' 
and saying, 'Come in here! Jack has been telling us all about, his 
plan, and he has our fullest concurrence.' 1 had quite made up my 
mind not to give in, but it was impossible in the face of such good- 
ness; and 1 am prouder now to acknowledge my indebtedness than 
even my friend is shy to have his generosity published." Then, by 
some quaint association of ideas perhaps, Hunt goes down to Surrey 
with Millais, and paints “The Hireling Shepherd,” and they remain 
together all the summer : Millais engaged upon the background of 
the “ Ophelia. From this time forward, as if Millais’ good fortune 
had as gamblers say, “ changed the luck," Hunt’s success becomes 
quickly assured. His picture of “Valentine and Sylvia," laughed 
at m London, is sent to Liverpool, and there, though it receives much 
abuse and 11 stupid rudeness," is rewarded by the Liverpool Council 
with a £50 prtze: a proceeding which immediately results in its pur- 
c ase by an irishman who (with true national rashness) had never 
seen the work, for 150 or 200 guineas, 1 of which /so are to be paid 
monthly, and 60 guineas to be represented by a picture of Danby’s. 
L t » “The Hirding Shepherd” is finished, and 

.1 f e Fight of the \\ orld,” and when Hunt returns per- 
manently from Surrey, he has painted what are perhaps the two best 


1 Hunt does rot remember which 
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pictures of his life; he is in funds and favour; Royal Academicians 
ask him to dine ! And behold, most wonderful of all, the next 
Academy Exhibition sees his work for the first time “ on the line.” 
And'all because of that breakfast in Gower Street and “Jack’s” help. 

Well, we must not speak with such levity of a Baronet and a Royal 
Academician : a prince of art, as the society journals delight to term 
him. But we may be glad to remember that two of the finest pieces 
of work -which Sir John Millais ever executed, the landscape and 
background portions of the "Ophelia" and "The Huguenot,” were 
painted during this companionship with Hunt in Surrey, and it is 
not straining probabilities to suggest that the infinite laborious toil 
which Hunt put into the two pictures above named, counted for much 
in the inspiration of his comrade. Certainly at this period Hunt's 
power of .labour was prodigious: for nearly two months he used to 
paint by the light of a candle upon "The Light of the World,” from 
9 p.m. to 5 a.m., sitting in an orchard in an open shed made of 
hurdles. At five he would go to bed, sleep till ten, and devote the 
rest of the day to drawing out the work for the evening. I fancy, 
however, these hours did not often occur, for during these months, 
as lias been said, he was also doing a considerable amount of work 
upon "The Hireling Shepherd,” and it is perfectly impossible this 
could have been the case if he had been at work often in the 
manner indicated. 

In fact,- whatever Holman Hunt has achieved has been achieved 
by. sheer industry and unremitting toil. He does not paint, even 
now, easily : the work is beaten out, toiled over, struggled with. 
There is no spontaneity : there never has been any either in his 
drawing, his composition, or his brushwork. On the other hand, 
his colour, always striking, is in some pictures really beautiful ; his 
drawing is as solid and good as it is elaborated and matter-of-fact ; 
and from the intellectual side his pictures have great merit, and from 
the dramatic are uniformly effective. I should be inclined to place 
an imaginative realism as the highest quality of his art ; it appears 
to me that by dint of long thinking over the subject chosen, .and 
considering its possibilities, not only of drama but of interesting 
detail, he does finally succeed in creating a sort of half-prosaic, half- 
imaginative world, which those who look at his pictures can wholly 
believe in, though they may not altogether like. And if we can by 
any means grant Mr. Hunt his point of view, there is little left to 
be said but in praise. For very certainly this painter will give us no 
excuse in not realising his conception. He may possibly, as on a 
certain celebrated occasion, forget the sawdust in his carpenters 
shop, but he will not spare us one curl of the shavings, one tooth of 
the saw, one fold of the Virgin Mafy’s gown, one bead of her 
necklace. 
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The picture of “ The Huguenot ” marks a very important stage in 
Millais’ painting. Its popularity was immediate and assured, and 
probably no other picture by this artist has been so frequently 
reproduced ; but that is by no means all that renders it important — 
the composition marks the first application of the prc-Raphaelite 
theory to a subject of modem interest and modern sentiment ; for, 
despite the title and the costume of the lovers, this was essentially a 
modern English picture. Moreover, this was Millais' first attempt 
at sentiment — the first time he showed that power of depicting 
emotional expression which was for many years subsequently the 
prevailing charm of his painting. Over “ The Huguenot,” he, to 
use a French expression, “found himself,” and students of painting 
will not need to be reminded how many variations he afterwards 
played upon the same theme. The idea of the scene was not 
improbably due to Holman Hunt’s “ Claudio and Isabella,” which 
had been finished and sold to Egg, the Royal Academician, about 
eighteen months previously, and it is interesting to remember that 
the quotation affixed by Hunt to this latter picture might almost as 
appropriately stand as the motto for “The Huguenot," which is 
indeed but another illustration of one who prefers “death”- to 
shamed life.” 1 1 
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one, the want of which renders her future years unpleasantly eventful 

was this one supreme gift of the imaginative faculty the secret want of 
Millais* art, and what looked like imagination in the youth, merely 
the reflection of that quality in his fellow-workers ? There are many 
considerations which have led the present writer to answer these 
questions in the affirmative, and in view of the importance of this 
artist, and the many great and admirable qualities of his art, he may 
perhaps be excused for mentioning some of these. 

One of the chief, is the facility Millais has always shown in entering 
into the ideas of others, and the great success he gained from the 
first as a book-illustrator. This was particularly evident in the 
magnificent series of designs he furnished for Anthony Trol- 
lope’s novels, especially Framley Parsonage , The Small House at 
Allinglon, and Orlcy Farm . In these most beautiful drawings, the 
nature of the artist displays itself evidently as in complete sympathy 
with the spirit of the writer. The books are full of clear, if some- 
what thin, types of English character, and the illustrations are the 
perfect echo of the letterpress. Sir Peregrine Orme and Lady 
Mason, the Judge, that somewhat uppish young gentleman, Felix 
Graham, young Peregrine Orme, and Madeleine Graham, — Millais 
has caught the very idiosyncrasy of them all ; they exhale the spirit 
of Trollope, though the painter’s sense of grace and beauty is also 
evident in every line. But neither in artist nor novelist is the work 
imaginative or ideal. It has no heights or depths ; pleasing us 
always, we feel it 'to be the apotheosis of the ordinary. AH imagina- 
tive power is in essence, revealing, and strikes those who see or hear 
it for the first time with a shock of question, if not displeasure. We 
are placed in a strange world, listening to an unknown tongue, and 
ask ourselves whether such unaccustomed things as those which are 
placed before us can be true and admirable ? or whether the light 
through which we are shown them is not one which has never 
shone? True, the facts may be ordinary enough, but they are there 
touched to no ordinary issue : a new element has been introduced 
which makes our oldest friend a stranger, our most familiar scene 
astonishing. No one will assert that in these his early black-and- 
white drawings Millais takes us to any such undiscovered country, or 
does more than realise with very minute and admirable dexterity, 
the very obvious meaning of an author who, perhaps more than 
any other, prided himself upon being clearly intelligible, un-hysterical, 
and consistent. 

Again, in the illustrations to the Tennyson and to the Parables, 

‘ the same treatment, practical, clear, full of grace and beauty, and 
solidly realistic of its subject-matter, is continually met with in the 
Millais designs. The woman sweeping the house for the lost piece 
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of silver, searches diligently with broom and candle ; the “ Evil One 
sowing Tares,” is just a very diabolical-looking old jetv ttt a red 
gaberdine, sowing in a field at twilight. “ Edward Gray turns 
away duly, as the poet says, from sweet Emma Morelands some- 
what direct questioning, and so on throughout the list. All are 
delightful, all are beautiful with truth of keen visual perception » 
artistic spirit, and knowledge, but the imaginative quality is hardly 
to be found in a single instance. 


Yet these designs are, if we accept Ruskin's definition, the most 
definitely and essentially pre-Raphaelite compositions which any 
member of the Brotherhood or sympathiser with the school has 
produced. They do one and all present their subjects with the 
simplicity and reality which were the distinguishing qualities of early 
Italian art. Also in this presentation there is to be found nothing 
strained or morbid, as in Rossetti ; nothing harsh or disagreeable, 
as was too often the case with Holman Hunt ; nothing bizarre 
or awkward, as occurs in several of Madox Brown’s pictures. 
They have Ruskin's idea of pre-Raphaelitism, but no mannerisms 
derived from the study of mediaeval art, and are clearly, unaffectedly 
modern ; failing no whit in truth, they fail as little in beauty. It was 
my good fortune when quite a lad to stay in a house where, on the 
drawing-room table (as was the custom in those days), there lay some 
large gift-books, and amongst them a folio volume entitled The 
Conduit Gallery, which contained careful reprints of these drawings, 
and 1 think it was to this fact that 1 owed the sympathy and admira- 
tion I have ever since felt for Millais’ genius, and for that view oi art 
which was- inculcated by him ; a view in which pictorial beauty 
appeared to be considered in terms of truth and simplicity, to depend 
ultimately on its correspondence with facts of nature and life, and to 
be absolutely superior in the attainment of these objects to any possible 
shortcoming in the character of its subject-matter, or to almost any 
breach of the conventional rules of art. 


t How it is that, with all our talk about art — some of which must be 
sincere no one cares to-day to think about this grand collection of 
drawings, or Hold them up as models for our young painters, is to 
me inexplicable. F rom the point of view of craftsmanship alone, the 
work is a model of excellence, both Rossetti’s and Millais’ pen and 
pencil work being even in their youth entirely admirable, and beyond 
all comparison superior to any of which we can boast in England 
to-day. . . ° 

With reference to this Iackof imagination in Millais, think howmany 
times he has taken as the subject of his picture a man and woman, 
standmg face to face , 1 At the first effort I can recall seven such, ■■ The 
V* Black Brunswicker,” "Trust Me,” “ Yes or No,” 
The Master of Ravenswood," “Effie Deans,” "The Knight Errant,” 
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and perhaps “ The Proscribed Royalist” should be included, and of 
course, if we included drawings, the number would be more than 
doubled. Still more numerous would be the pictures in which there 
is only one female figure (1 am not including portraits of girls and 
children) : indeed of late years such designs have formed the majority 
of his painting, and the slightest addition of significant accuracy has 
availed to change the model from “Cinderella” to “Caller Hemp’,” 
or from “Dropped from the Nest” to “Violets.” In my own mind 
I put these latest pictures outside the artist's work proper, and 
that for the very simple reason that the majority of them have to 
all appearance been executed for the sake of reproduction in colour- 
printing, have been in fact sublimated “pot-boilers." Nearly the 
whole number have appeared either in Christmas numbers of the 
Graphic or Illustrated \ and the dealers can of course afford to pay an 
extreme price for such designs, as so much of the money returns in 
the value of the copyright. An artist has of course the right to sell 
his art to the best advantage ; but if, when he has gained his reputa- 
tion, he chooses to apparently consider the question of ready and 
profitable sale before that of producing the best work of which he is 
capable, he must not be surprised if those who have the greatest faith 
in his powers, are the least inclined to discuss their latest exercise. 

Perhaps one word should be said here as to the Millais landscapes, 
in which our painter’s imaginative faculty is generally at its weakest, 
though to these he usually gives a poetical title. In theearly days the 
landscape backgrounds to his figure pictures, notably to the “Sir 
Isumbras," the “ Autumn Leaves, the “Ophelia,” and "The Wood- 
mans Daughter,” were very fine in colour, very powerful and 
significant, and several large landscapes of the middle period, as, for 
instance, the “ Scotch Firs,” and “Over the Hills and Far Away," 
and in a lesser degree, “Flowing to the River,” and “Flowing to 
the Sea," had, if not poetical excellence, a certain grandeur of style 
which justified their size, and what occasionally seems to be their 
indifference as to the subject selected. But the later work, t'.e. that 
of the past ten years, has been absolutely motiveless, so far, at all 
events, as the present writer can perceive. Sir John now seems to 
stroll out from his Highland home and settle himself down in the first 
convenient spot, and there he cuts a great slice out of Nature with 
perfect content and satisfaction. Of course the result is something : 
it is finely drawn, well painted, occasionally good in colour, frequently 
delicate in atmosphere, but the result is not a great landscape picture : 
sometimes even not a picture at all, but a study, by which I mean 
that it lacks motive, dignity, and unity, and appears to have been 
unselected, and irrelevant to the artist's personality. 

All this, ^though, belongs to a later date than that of which I am 
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sneakinff — iS^ 4 — when Millais was but twenty-five, Rossetti twenty- 
srf and Holman Hunt twenty-seven. It is as well to beep these 
dates in mind, and also that of the foundation of the Brotherhood, . 
which took place in 1848. 


The works by the Brotherhood which were being achieved or 
exhibited in this year of 1S54 were the chief typically pre-Raphaelite 
pictures. They were— by Rossetti, " Found,” and another oil-picture 
which I cannot trace, but which was commissioned by M'Cracken , 
by Hunt, "The Light of the World,” “The Hireling Shepherd, 
and “The Awakened Conscience"; by Millais, the “Ophelia and 
“The Huguenot .” 1 


The “ Found,” of which a reproduction (of the original pen-and- 
ink sketch) is here given, is extremely interesting for several reasons. 
In the first place we have, as I have shown above, Madox Brown s 
distinct remembrance of the carrying out in its execution of the 
pre-Raphaelite principles which Rossetti soon after definitely 
abandoned in his own practice. Then the subject is the only purely 
modern one, realistically treated, which this painter ever attempted ; 
and the picture therefore stands alone as evidence of what he could 
have done in this direction. Lastly — and here I would ask iny 
readers to examine the design for themselves, and test the truth of 
my assertion— the composition is unique in its ‘demonstration of the 
influence of Holman Hunt over his more brilliant comrade. “Found” 
is, in fact, but a. pendant to "The Awakened Conscience” — the 
third act of that drama of sin and shame the whole course of which was 
afterwards told in Rossetti’s poem of Jenny.” The similarity in 
both feeling and manner between the two pictures is too plain to be 
mistaken, and both belong to the dramatic rather than the lyrical 
side of art— a side* which, with the exception of a few pen-and-ink 
designs, and one or two water-colour drawings, was henceforward to 
receive no illustration from Rossetti. I know no other design by 
him in which beauty of arrangement and colour is deliberately 
sacrificed to “the telling of a story,” but of Hunt it might almost be 
said that such sacrifice is the first characteristic of his art, and it is 
probably for this reason that he alone has always adhered so steadily 
to the pre-Raphaelite theory, finding in the multiplication, the elabora- 
tion, and the invention of appropriate and fully-realised detail, the 
greatest aid to his intellectual purpose. I will not enter into any 
description of the progress, abandonment, and long-subsequent 
taking-up again of this u Found ” composition. W. M. Rossetti 
tells us that it was finally worked upon in’iS 8 i, and Mr. Fairfax 
Murray, who knows more about the chronology of Rossetti's work 
than any one living, asserts it was greatly injured by re-painting in 

tnore^vCTfimS 1 ^!!^ 316 of Rest ” sub5C( l« ml y a * vntm at of voile executed in the 
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that year. There is no doubt that the present state of the picture is 
unfinished, and, so far as colour goes, extremely unsatisfactory. The 
composition, however, and the skill with which the meaning of the 
story is made irresistibly clear, leave nothing to be desired, and there 
might be truly said here in the celebrated words of Ruskin, written 
of “ The Awakened Conscience,” that this is one of those pictures 
which are powerful “ to meet full in the front the moral evil of the 
age in which they were painted, to waken into mercy the cruel thought- 
lessness of youth, and subdue the severities of judgment into the 
sanctity of compassion.” 

It is strange to note that in this very year when for once Rossetti 
took Hunt’s practice as his model, and painted for the last time on 
the strictly pre-Raphaeh'te theory, his friendship for Ruskin began. 
Up to the spring of 1854, painter and critic were still unknown to one 
another, and on that date Rossetti writes to Madox Brown as follows: 

"M'Cracken (the picture-dealer) of course sent my drawing to 
Ruskin, who the other day wrote me an incredible letter about 
it, remaining mine respectfully (!!) and wanting to call. 1 I of 
course stroked him down in my answer, and yesterday he came. 

. . . He seems in a mood to make my fortune." 

The intercourse of Ruskin and Rossetti lasted, with occasional 
breaks, from 1854 to 1S66, and was undoubtedly of the greatest 
service to the artist. Not only did the great writer continually 
purchase Rossetti’s water-colours, but he induced others to do so ; 
and apparently also Ruskin supplied the funds for the publication of 
Rossetti’s first complete book, i.e. .the Early Italian Poets (pub- 
lished in 1861). This volume was a comparative failure, as in seven 
years only half the edition was sold : Rossetti’s share amounting to 
£8 : 1 1 :8. Ruskin also behaved, as is fully admitted by W. M. Rossetti 
in his memoir, with munificent generosity towards Miss Siddal (after- 
wards Mrs. Rossetti), and was perhaps most helpful of all m the 
respect that he appreciated and gave full scope to Rossetti’s imagina- 
tive art, at the same time that he refused to play the part, too common 
in the painter's life, of a blindly admiring and universally tolerant 
friend. I have said too common a part, and the abrupt ter- 
mination of ‘this, and many other Rossetti friendships, is only too 
certainly to be ascribed to the intolerance with which the painter 
received all criticism and advice, and even all help, unless it came in 
the exact shape, amount, and moment which he desired. From the 
first he was surrounded by a band of too admiring relatives, too 
enthusiastic friends, too sycophantic admirers. Ruskin is quite 
wrong in asserting that at the schools of the Royal Academy he was 

1 The notes of exclamation are Rossettis. 
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unpopular and “hissed _by the students.’’ 1 Holman Hunt says 
explicitly that Rossetti had even there “ a following of noisy students ” 
and from that day to the day of his death no man had ever more 
devoted and more numerous friends. Unfortunately very many of 
these were willing to take him on his own terms, and the continuity 

01 such experience gradually made him almost intolerably insolent 
and exacting in his demands upon others. Moreover, it is impossible 
to read even his brothers memoir without finding upon almost every 
page some evidence of the reckless disregard he had for the feelings 
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I believe it to be within the truth if I say that there must be 
a score of instances given in his brother's book alone, wherein 
Rossetti undertakes work for a certain stipulated sum, and receives 
an increased price for it before it is finished, or wherein he fails to 
execute the commissions he has accepted. 

t W. M. Rossetti’s account of the matter, that his brother “ was not 
likely to neglect his own interest in a bargain; and indeed he 
constantly laid his plans well in such matters, and effected them with 
tenacity and acuteness,” certainly.does not overstate the case; and the 
complicated transactions of later years with regard to the purchase 
and re-purchase of his larger pictures, the execution of replicas, and 
the agency which Rossetti established with a gentleman of “ versatile 
resource" and “attractive personal qualities” for the disposal of 
■ his pictures in the most favourable manner, are, if not models of 
business dealing, at least abundantly demonstrative that the artist 
thoroughly understood and agreed with the principle of “caveat 
emptor." 

There is a sufficient reason for stating these facts without reserve, 
for they, and they alone, sufficiently account for much of what is 
undoubtedly the very indifferent painting turned out of this artist's 
studio in his later years. 1 It is very desirable that there should be put 
on record before it is too late a careful account of those works which 
were executed wholly or principally by Rossetti's assistants : great 
har yn has been, and will be done to the artist's reputation, and a great 
‘"'injustice is committed towards the picture-purchasing public, by the 
sale of many of the Rossetti pictures which find their way into the 
market nowadays. Of course it is hoping against hope that those 
who are interested will reveal these secrets, but the public may at 
least be clearly warned to this effect, that if they purchase a Rossetti 
picture which is known to be a replica, or which is not known to 
have an authentic history, there is but a great probability that they 
are purchasing the work of one or other of Mr. Rossetti’s assistants 
— of whom Mr. Dunn was the chief; and this is especially the case 
with the large red chalk drawings on coloured paper, of which 1 have 
reason to believe there are large numbers spurious. , Some which I 
have seen sold at Christie's certainly were never done by Rossetti at 
all — others have been worked up from sketches and failures. How 
these drawings got into the market, the intimates of Rossetti may be 
» able to guess, that does not concern the public, but their being there 
is a matter for serious consideration. 

I have said at the beginning of these notes that I did not intend to 
touch upon that part of Rossetti’s life which could give pain to his 
friends and relations, but as his brother himself alludes to his use of 
chloral, and as all his biographers have had to mention that fact, I 

1 Of course the effect of his continual chloral-taking was partly responsible. 
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may venture to point out that much of the above-mentioned work of 
inferior quality may well have been partially executed by him of late 
years, however great the subsequent alteration and addition ; and also 
that in such a state of health, and under the influence of such a narcotic, 
an artist would be little likely to consider what became of these tenta- 
tive sketches which, under other circumstances, would have been 
destroyed or at most carefully retained for his own use. 1 It was in 
1867 that Rossetti first took chloral in any quantity, and most of the 
drawings above alluded to will be found to be executed after that 
date. 

I do not intend to say more upon this point than that the purchasers 
of Rossetti must guard themselves in the future if they would be 
certain of the authenticity of their possessions, and critics must be 
very slow to judge the quality of this master’s art from many of the 
examples which are put forth as by his hand. 
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T C DD y £ mst £ car€ i e . rs and Personalities of the two chief leaders of. 
, e . . The third, Sir John Millais, has been less minutely 
dealt with, partly because that artist’s work quickly separated itself 
17 * f^ nfluenCe °/. the B^rhood, and is now indistinguishable, 
At r 6 ^ nius 15 s audlor » from the ordinary Academic painting. 

I have m" 11 : 5 ' ** Millais ’ ^ ^ <™ing * ** «UlsSi 

atari ^n '? ed ' TJT eVentful - leSS haraSSed - tha " ^OSe of his 
of il ln? - ’ andhe .!? as cared ^ give to the world no record 

sub iect of STft nd 1 mC 1 ldentS - Where Rossetti has bee " made the 
Hunt has tnlri boo £» more or less personally reminiscent, where * 
storv of the de ,n S detai 05 occurs in 3 previous Chapter, the 
bSe he roulH ef^ ^ >d with parents and fortune 

remain silent and W CaVC , !° P aint ' Millais has been content to 
aToy the o ’ tni •'? f 3rd be read a W » the prizes gained as 
surround his age. But 1 man ’ the "’ Galth and honours which 
for forty years°told me *i, C 'r « ays . a S° friend who has known him 
not, is *.her true or 

acquaintance nast^the l°hn Millais was walking with an 

h? S udde„^p, h d e a„d R °Jd d H„ d in "Hen 

once fished for stkdeW - u- e:<traordlnar >' 11 is t0 <hink I 

a great man, a bar^thVfi^r"!’, ^ d now, here I am 
everything my heart coullrl * ^?. e k° use and plenty of money and 
d fclre - and 50 happily he walked ahead 1 

justified? But whoThalfd t *' e J ri ™ph is not natural— is not even 
1 - «1I: b ™ y lHat ,l ’ S ' f ° r 50 S reat a " artist, a trifle 

"lie ,t call," hm , hs pamter ','iihS'i,*' 't ”° n,btr of these " crc “ ‘ com eyed,* the 

58 



mistaken, a trifle pitiful, and more than a trifle Philistine? The 
success in such matters as those mentioned, contrasts almost harshly 
with that quiet grave at Birchington-on-Sca, wherein Rossetti lies in 
a last home made beautiful by the "abiding love of a few true-hearted 
friends”; and with the out-of-the-way ‘'Lodge” at Fulham whence 
Hunt still sends us every few years a picture — the best that he has 
it in him to give! 11 1 am that I am,” wrote Swinburne once, is the 
best reply (of the artist) to any " impertinence of praise or blame,” but 
he did not mean the I of a great house, a title, and a big balance at 
one’s banker’s. Is it necessary to point out what was his meaning 
—or how the phrase applies in the present context ? Actually, was 
not Millais a greater man when he was painting the “ Eve of St. 
Agnes ” in a back room in Gower Street forty years ago ? And 
perhaps his "balance,” rightly considered, was even greater in those 
days, when he kept his money in a drawer in his bedroom, and offered 
it all to his friend to prevent his giving up the “ fight for art.” Such 
an old, insoluble question — this of success in the world’s opinion, in 
the tangible facts of life, as compared with the success of being true to 
the light within you, faithful, if need be unto death, to your ideal life. 
The “ big house,” I fancy, must always seem a little over-large if the 
old friends come not there ; the splendid studio, but dim and shadowy 
if none of the “light of other days” illumine it with the softness of 
memory and the brightness of youth. Who shall hold the balance 
justly in such a case ? Shall we bid the vision remain with us, and 
let'the reality “ down the wind,” or shall we " take the cash and let the 
credit go ” ? 

1 saw in early youth two lives, lived side by side, which silently 
asked this question. One content, successful, material, high in the 
worlds respect, almost triumphant — and the other, striving after an 
unfulfilled ideal, unrecognised and suffering, but shining hrightly with 
a steady light of noble pride and invincible resolution; with self- 
sacrifice and truth. No after years have taught me to forget that 
lesson, or made me uncertain as to which was the successful life. 
The present writer is therefore a prejudiced witness, and must have 
his testimony regarded with consequent suspicion. 

A hundred apologies for this my five-and- twentieth digression. By . 
Hercules! I will for the future stick to my "subject” like a Scotch 
lawyer. 
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VIII. — THE LESSER PRE-RAPHAELITES 
AND THEIR FRIENDS. 



Colli nson was 


“people of importance" who filled up the 
” r 6® Ere-Raphaclitc Brotherhood (seven in all, like 
the family of Wordsworth's most irritating child},' 
who were they, and what did they for “the honour 
of the family ” ? Their names were : 

James Colli nson*. 

William Michael Rossetti. 

Frederick Georce Stephens, 

Thomas Woolner, (now) R.A. 

PR R hv n pamt fi r ’ ,' vas afterwa rds succeeded as a 

sc^r b Ld o S F' «.'eb"“ d 

painter but i namt ' * * Stephens started as a 

W. M. Rossctli, 

though he for some Lc acted 

-a IlttkbltoTa painter' a IS wTofV**' "’“"K of thc . soc!c ‘>' 
converted and pen/mM r * C a P oct > an d alternately being 
W. M. Rossettf lets him one f° rnl °f rdigious belief to another, 
observation that he "did not'mihe i? P,°. ssi,J,e ' vitl > the mild 
of Pneraphaelitism ■ his r 11 k o "] ark " hich in ‘ho early days 
perhaps lost ™ R0tt h e n" C0 L“S cs bad MW and "is now 
and compares hinf to the far I • H “nt “ S hln1 dul1 and sleepy, 
Madox Brotvn dismissed him r Y "* Fuhoi .' k in -t 11 b “‘ and 

“had nothing much to recommit C L. nv ?, r ? atl , on wuh me ) as having 
gave me or the association rwn; d klm > the account Woollier 
“much in the spirit or the others ” Tlf " 'l descr ', bed as not being 
' or .he many,,,, , S ' Therefore he cat hatdly be said, on 

U« sprclsl ° """‘“W »» »°"1 I EM,- f„|| 0w j„ quoutimB , a , pKd 
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the balance of testimony, to have added to the strength of the P. R.body, 
of which he was the first recruit, though Hunt speaks with some 
admiration^ of “ The Charity Boy’s Debut," a picture exhibited by 
Collinson in 1S4S. On account of this work, Rossetti “declared 
that Collinson was a born stunner, and at once enrolled Collinson as 
one who wanted only the enthusiasm we had to make him a great 
force in the battle, and accordingly he was told that he had to put 
the secret initials on his works, to attend our monthly meetings, and 
to receive (and entertain) us in his turn.” This last part of the 
P.R.B.’s proceedings — no unimportant one, for all the members 
appear to have had particularly good appetites, both for talk and 
supper — Collinson appears to have faithfully carried put; and Hunt 
adds that, though, owing to a liberal allowance from home, he was able 
to provide “quite a conventional entertainment,” he invariably went 
to sleep at the beginning of the evening, and had to be woke up at its 
close. On the whole, he must have been a harmless, good-tempered, 
vacillating individual, with a secret longing for a sort of decorous 
Bohemianism — a Bohemianism as strictly limited as Mrs. Dodd’s 
desire of “safe glory” for her son Edward. 1 

As the “ Brotherhood” developed, it seems to have been a favourite 
amusement of the members to “ draw" Collinson — to hunt him up out of 
his bed at unholy hours, and take him still half-asleep for long walks 
by moonlight, or stand under his windows howling P.R.B. till his 
dragoness of a landlady, “ six feet in height,” came out with a candle 
to ask if they “didn’t know Mr. Collinson was asleep?" On one 
occasion Collinson “ came to his window piteously entreating to be left 
to sleep, but we pointed out that we had chosen the northern course 
solely on his account, and that we knew what was good for him 
better than he did himself. He gave in, dressed himself, and came 
with us on a walk — worth remembering even now for its many 
delights of lovely moonlit heath and common and village, with the 
whole on our return exchanged for ever-increasing dawn and sunrise. 

I think our poor victim slept all the way, leaning on one or another 
of us, and I must confess that neither this nor any treatment we 
adopted for his good seemed thoroughly to wake him up. When I 
first returned from the little continental tour, I lodged in the same 
house with him at Brompton for about a month. There even in the 
day he was asleep over the fire with his model waiting idle, earning 
his shilling per hour all the time ; and as the home remittance for 
some reason stopped, it seemed at one time as if bankruptcy must 
come on like an armed man. But at the last moment he unex- 
pectedly waked 2 up, sent in his resignation as a Pre-Raphaelite 

* Glory by all means, glory by the pailful, but safe glory if you please ! or she would ha\e 

none of it. .... 

* I do not alter this slip of the pen, as I have throughout all quotations thought it better 
to give the exact text. 
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Brother— ungrateful man ! — sold his lay figure; and painting material 
by forced sale, and departed .to Stonyhurst to graduate. It is but 
fair to give the further history of this Pre-Raphaelite Brother. At 
the end of a twelvemonth or so he abandoned the idea of conventual 
or priestly life, again took to painting and I believe executed many- 
very creditable pictures of a modest character. He subsequently 
abjured Romanism, and died some eight years ago, very much 
respected by those who knew him best, and with less, I am sure, to 
reproach himself for than many more brilliant men may have at the 
end of their days," Collinson wrote a long, blank-verse poem in the 
Gera; named "The Child Jesus," and W. M. Rossetti alludes to one 
ambitious, m some respects very laudable, “Pneraphaelite" attempt, 
entitled “ St. Elizabeth of Hungary," but where this picture is I do 
not know, nor have I ever seen it described. 


Thomas Woolner, though an original P.R.B.. was so rather from 
the intellectual, and poetical point of view, than from the artistic. It 
was no doubt Rossetti s poetic genius which attracted him, and his 
Ztrl rZ™? Brotherhood was almost wholly of a 

l Xn\e A V K ' V of the association he minimises both 
If. the enthusiasm and conviction of the leaders, and 

the movement «h ° ^ Wa / m “J 111 * Ins name was associated with 
ne movement shows that from his point of view at all events the 

SV t tanA aCC!deMal - HeSis me a l for'i e n n sS„c h e 
a poem called^' . I ?i 0 1 v ^ m j nt , be g an .- — 1 S48-1849 — I wrote 

Death ’ which R n5 y ?® autl i“' Lady, and its sequel, 'My Lady in 
pr n lples and ^v f d “'? red to be Strict pre-Raphaelite 

number of the &L nllisTedT' 7 P ' aCed them fir5t ' in the 
were a good deal crltiVk^ ^ / am . ,ar y *850; and as these poems 
way associated with 3 1 16 J name became in this 

Beautiful Lady” did nnt The whole poem of -My 

published and extremely SMeJsftil" Thf^'l ^, but ' lras subsequently 
its contributors, and contents ho, p Th J vho e St0Iy of the Gmn ' 
therefore, on the orinclnle . b ’ ^ en frequently told. Acting, 

only here refer readers^ 0 the ™ ed . l k rou ghout these notes, I shall 
B. Sharpe's book on RoL f given in Mr. W. 

Rossetti'S account of his broth '■ '' ghter sbet ? h in Mr - W - W - 
Reminiscences of Rossetti hv M S P lctur «s» and in the 

the most readable acfott y of ,he HalI i Cai l le - ™ s Iast is for 
•acquainted, though It deals entire ^{"painter with which I am 
Mr. Caine having I be? eve W “ h th = later years of his life, 
before his death, though their el " seen Rosset ti till three years 
ft is perhaps worth mentioning a ff"*" dated from 187S. 
Madox Brown contributed to ^° th , Coventr 7 Patmore and 

their poems appeared anonymously. number of the Germ, though 
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The important point to be noted in the contents of the Gem, is 
that though it passed for, and indeed in a sense was the official journal 
of pre-Raphaelitism, yet we find that of the three pre-Raphaelite 
leaders one, Millais, never contributed to it at all; another, Holman 
Hunt, only contributed a drawing to the first number; and the third, 
Rossetti, confined his contributions to poems entirely unconnected 
with, and irrespective of any P.R. theory. From first to last — not a 
very long way, for the journal only lived through four numbers — the 
dogmatic enunication of the supposed P.R.B. theories and principles 
is left to the hands of minor contributors, some of whose very names are 
unknown to the majority of artistic readers, and only two of whom were 
members of the Brotherhood. The Messrs. J. L. Tupper and John 
Orchard are the authors of two dogmatic papers on “ The Subject in 
Art” and a "Dialogue on Art,” and a third is contributed by John 
Seward, who is now known as F. G. Stephens. Madox Brown sends 
one on the “Structure of an Historical Picture," Coventry Patmore, 
a “ Criticism of Macbeth,” and the other critical papers are from the 
pen of \V. M. Rossetti, and are devoted only to poetry. 

It is thus the incontrovertible fact that, however eager in proselyt- 
ising Rossetti may have been, he was not in any way eager in 
enunciating in print the supposed P.R.B. principles, and neither was 
Hunt nor Millais. How are we to interpret this silence of the oracles ? 
It cannot evidently be accidental ; and was not the modesty of young 
painters who thought their principles could be better expressed by 
literary craftsmen, for Rossetti was at this time beyond all doubt a 
more capable writer than any other contributor to the periodical, 
and besides the failing of undue modesty was not to be laid to the 
charge of any-of the P.R.B. It appears to me that we can hardly 
escape from the inference that if these men were silent at this time it 
was because they were already too doubtful of their own aims and 
principles, or it may be too little agreed between themselves of what 
those principles and aims were, to dare to set them forth in a definite 
and permanent form, and the absence of Millais and Holman Hunt 
shows that the Germ really was chiefly a whim of Rossetti's, who 
indeed, with the assistance of his sister Christina, his brother William, 
his sleepy convert Collinson, and his teacher Madox Brown, practically 
wrote the whole journal. The three Rossettis indeed wrote no less 
than thirty-eight separate poems and articles out of the four numbers. 
But not one of these enunciates the P.R. theory, and only one deals 
with the question of the painter's aim, and that incidentally, and in an 
indirect and symbolic manner. This contribution is the allegoric 
story' of “ Hand .and Soul," by D. G. R., from which, so far as Rossetti 
may be considered to be expressing his own point of view, we find 
him at direct variance with the principles laid down in the dogmatic 
papers above alluded to, by J. L. Tupper, Orchard, and Stephens. 
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But enough of the Germ. The periodical has been criticised to 
death; its interest was not ifl criticism but, poetry, and with that we 
have here nothing to do. 


After Collinson we come to Mr. F. G. Stephens, who was at 
this time endeavouring to be a painter, but, as Woolner says, “his 
tendency being towards literature, he gave up pictures for books, and 
by his writings did a great deal for the cause.” Stephens was, I fancy, 
at this early time rather a problem to his brother P.R.B.S, for he 
was, to quote the graphic expression of one of them, *' no good as a 
painter.” What was to become of him nobody knew*, till the happy 
chance arrived of getting him a berth as art critic of the Alheiuatm, 
If 1 remember right this was effected through Holman Hunt’s influence 
(Hunt was his most intimate friend), but the exact date at which it took 
place I have forgotten. In that berth he has remained ever since 
— “sedet,in aetemumque sedebit” — and during thirty years at least, the 
readers of that erudite periodical have suffered or enjoyed his per- 
tinacious eloquence. Though he is, 1 believe, the most estimable 
and well-meaning of men in private life, in his public critical capacity 
1 bear him a grudge. Not for his opinions, for I don’t think, outside 
a reverence for everything which reminds him of the that he 

has any, but for his most detestable English. He has invented a series 
of phrases to apply to pictures, painters, and art subjects in general, 
which are absolutely excruciating in their combination of uselessness, 
affectation, and incomprehensibility. Sarcasm, abuse, ridicule, re- 
monstrance, and entreaty have been directed against him in vain — 
nothing and nobody— not even his editor— will, or can induce hint to 
write words which are “understanded of the people.”. If in the 
dimmest vista of the future he can see the gleam of a lengthy 
epithet peculiarly inappropriate to his sentence, he will “go for it," 
as quickly as Artemus Ward for the historical "taller candle,'' The 
longer, the more foreign, and the more incomprehensible that word is, 
the better he will be pleased. He revels verbally in “yellow carna- 
tions, luxuriates in the "morbidezza of the chiaroscuro," takes a 
refreshing dip in iridescent luminosity, and completes his sempiternal 
polysyllabic meanderings with every pedagogic 'synonym, he can find 
in the dictionary. Is it not permissible to " gently hate and mildly 
abominate such a persistent " derangcr of epitaphs ” ? 


Seriously speaking^ Mr. Stephens is to-day a painstaking though 
a naturally dull and limited critic, who deserves tne respect due to a 
man who does his work to the best of his ability, and who would 
do it much more worthily if he were not a little soured, a little anxious 
o nnd fault with all art which does not remind him of the days when 
he too hved °r wished to live, in Arcadia. He is not naturally a 
, a epical habu of mind. On the other hand, his industry is 
un tring, his experience considerable, and his technical criticism. 
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when unwarped by personal prejudice and stripped of its mysterious 
embellishments, frequently sound and reflective. 

Of Mr. Woolner’s art and poetry' I need not speak. The world 
has set its seal of approval upon the latter, and that greater world 
in art, the Roy'al Academy, has in one of its many freakish moments 
crowned the former. Only in relation to the pre-Raphael ites are we 
tempted to ask, “ Que diablc allait-il fairc dans cclic gaftre?" 

He says now the whole thing “was a joke,” but this is to confuse 
the movement and the Brotherhood. A joke of so poor a nature 
does not last for forty years, and, indeed, if one thing about the 
movement is more evident and interesting than another, it is the 
delicious seriousness with which the P.R.B.s regarded themselves, 
and, still more surprisingly, were regarded by the public, the painters, 
and the critics. Rossetti, it is true, laughed in, and sometimes out of, 
his sleeve — witness those moments in which poor Collinson was “told" 
what he was to do, and taken for long moonlight walks when he 
.only longed for rest, and Holman Hunt's reminiscences suggest here 
and there a subdued chuckle ; but did any one ever suspect William 
Michael Rossetti of making jokes, or Stephens, or Collinson^ or 
\V, B. Scott, or Coventry Patmore, or the brothers Tuppcr ? Nor is a 
sense of humour the strongest characteristic of Millais and Ruskin. 
No, I think we must receive Mr. Woolner’s opinion on this point 
with considerable hesitation; his sympathies with the movement 
have almost entirely disappeared ; his intimacy with the leaders was 
cut short by an early departure from England (to Australia); and his 
subsequent election to the Royal Academy for work from which all 
signs of pre-Raphaelite influence had disappeared, no doubt all 
helped to make him regard his youthful enthusiasm with doubt and 
• disapproval. Perhaps he had never really been a pre-Raphaelhc in 
intention, for we have heard that it was Rossetti claimed him as 
one on account of the principles upon which he had written 
(according to D. G. R.) “My Beautiful Lady'.” More unlikely 
things have happened than that the poem in question was written 
upon no “principles" at aff, and that Rossetti, anxious as he then 
was to find converts, thought, as he admired the poem, that his 
admiration must spring from its pre-Raphaelitism. 

The remaining member of the Brotherhood, W. M. Rossetti, is 
unconnected with the artistic side of the movement, except as a 
critic of painting. His work in this respect does not, it seems to 
me, call for very' special remark, and with his other literary produc- 
tions I am not here concerned. But no one can read hn account 
of the artistic life of his celebrated brother without feeling for the 
writer the respect due to a painstaking honest man, apparently wholly 
desirous of telling the simple truth, 2nd yet evincing in every' line 



loval unselfish devotion, and intense sympathy and admiration. This 
is one of the men, I must believe, who has rever had justice done 
him by the English public. He possesses the two greatest merits 
of a biographer — sympathy and justice. So far as he can ascertain 
the truth he tells it simply and fully, and with as total an absence 
of conceit, as of undue humility. The book is, one may perhaps be 
justified in saying, dull as a literary' performance. The author is 
not, and would not be if he could, a smart journalistic writer, but I 
should hesitate to say I know any record undertaken by a relation 
of a great man's doings in art and literature, which was more com- 
plete, more trustworthy, or more dignified, or which shows a more 
earnest study of its subject-matter. As there are advantages, so 
also there are drawbacks, in relationship to a genius, and W.^M. 
Rossetti’s reputation would, I think, have been far higher than it is 
had he not so loyally devoted a great part of his life to the considera- 
tion, the encouragement, the explanation, and, to some extent, the 
completion of his brother's work. 


This finishes the list of the original members of the P.R.B., and 
the facts given lead us clearly to some rather startling conclusions, 
which I snail endeavour to sum up shortly in my concluding chapter, 
before which, however, some mention must be made of those 


painters and writers who are now commonly spoken of as pre- 
Ra.phae.Utes, from their association in later years with Rossetti or 
Hunt, or from some supposed likeness in their pictures and writings 
to the work of the F.R.B.S. A few words must also be said as to 
the influence of the so-called “school" upon contemporary art, 
though it is, 1 hope, abundantly evident to all who have read the fore- 
going with any care, that there never was anything in the nature of 
a P.R.B, school properly so called. Two or three men working in 
a somewhat similar direction, but with different aims and different 
methods, holding at no time more than one principle in common, 
and quickly abandoning even that single agreement, do not con- 
stitute a “school” in any intelligible sense of that word’s meaning; 
and such was the case here. Nothing dies so hard as a word, 
particularly a word which nobody understands, and there is little 
doubt but that the one in question will survive all of us; but a 
day will surely come when it will be seen that the essence of what is 
now known as pre-Raphaelitism was not the influence of a school or 
a principle, but simply the influence of one man, and that man, Dante 
abriel Rossetti. The early Italian Painters, the elaboration of detail, 
e painting of each part of a landscape background to a picture on 
s ?° t “stead of from studies, simplicity, absence of convention 
P' ^ ctor,!Ll arnfice, and all the rest of the supposed aims and prin- 
,. j' , V-T’’ , ,, e merest fringe of the movement, the accidents whereby 
t Dobell would call "the imperceptible suisltms” revealed itself: 
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the motive of the work, the real point of view, was neither simple, nor 
entirely derived from the Italian medievalists, but was compli- 
cated, personal, and essentially Gothic, imbued with the sadness of 
the northern races, and the questioning, the unrest, the literary spirit 
of the nineteenth century. Ruskin talks about a few casts from the 
work of Ghiberti having inspired the leaders — and no doubt all three 
did admire Ghiberti’s work, but what does that prove? There is no 
work in the whole history of art which is so essentially and ( splendidly , 
mind !) conventional as Ghiberti's, as any one who has studied “The 
Ghiberti Gates” must surely know. Not only did he adopt all the 
conventions he could find, but invented new ones for himself, which 
have remained and been adopted by all succeeding artists in such 
bronze work ; and he remains to this day as an unique example of a 
master who, in despite of all true art theory, endeavoured, and 
succeeded by sheer genius and ingenuity of convention, in making 
the art of sculpture do duty for the art of painting. No more 
elaborate system of chiaroscuro was ever adopted by an artist, no 
greater elaboration of composition ever shown, than in this old sculp- 
tor’s work, and many of his groups and figures might be reproduced 
without the alteration of a line, as specimens of the utmost that 
arrangement, balance, symmetry, and repetition can produce in 
pictorial beauty. 

Very easy is it to understand how the almost marvellous beauty, 
elaboration, and inventiveness of Ghiberti’s work could inspire the 
enthusiasm of young artists — how could it do otherwise? — but to 
trace the inspiration of the movement, as Ruskin does, or rather 
did, to this sculptor’s simplicity, faith, and unconventional spirit, is 
opposed to all common sense, and all the facts. If, moreover, we 
may trust Holman Hunt’s own words, Raphael himself, the greatest 
master of convention that the world has known, was the master 
most warmly admired of all by these young men. Hunt calls him 
“the prince of painters,” and says that the choice of name for the 
Brotherhood was determined, not so much in adhesion to the painters 
who went before Raphael, as in contempt for those English artists 
who were considered to paint in his manner. In a word, not 
admiration for the past, but revolt against the present painting 
was the inspiring thought, and the conviction is reluctantly forced 
upon me that Ruskin from the first misunderstood the movement, 
and therefore, of course unconsciously, misled the public. That the 
great writer’s view was to some extent endorsed with the acqui- 
escence of silence by the P.R. artists, I do not for a moment deny: 
it would have been strange had the young painters not taken the 
opportunity of conciliating so powerful an ally. And it must not 
be forgotten that for Rossetti especially, Ruskin was not only an 
ally but a constant and generous patron for at least ten years. 
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a r,R.B. school properly so called. Two or three men working in 
a somewhat similar direction, but with different aims and different 
methods, holding at no time more than one principle in common, 
and quickly abandoning even that single agreement, do not con- 
i’ !j Ute a “ scho ° ' > n an y intelligible sense of that word’s meaning; 
n sue was the case. here. Nothing dies so hard as a word, 
v nobody understands, and there is little 

• , t the one in question will survive all of us; but a 

„Xi L SUre jr com ^ wh , en 't will be seen that the essence of what is 
.ar-F-Wfa was not the influence of a school or 
Gabrid^R e ni. U f,' Sln *r!? r the ! nf J ue " ce ° r ? ne man. and that man, Dante 
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cioles were the 3 ^*5 { est oi " t * ie supposed aims and prin* 
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the motive of the work, the real point of view, was neither simple, nor 
entirely derived from the Italian medievalists, but was compli- 
cated, personal, and essentially Gothic, imbued with the sadness of 
the northern races, and the questioning, the unrest, the literary spirit 
of the nineteenth century. Ruskin talks about a few casts from the 
work of Ghiberti having inspired the leaders — and no doubt all three 
did admire Ghiberti’s work, but’ what does that prove? There is no 
work in the whole history of art which is so essentially and ( splendidly , 
mind !) conventional as Ghiberti’s, as any one who has studied “ The 
Ghiberti Gates” must surely know. Not only did he adopt all the 
conventions he could find, but invented new ones for himself, which 
have, remained and been adopted by all succeeding artists in such 
bronze work ; and he remains to this day as an unique example of a 
master who, in despite of all true art theory, endeavoured, and 
succeeded by sheer genius and ingenuity of convention, in making 
the art of sculpture do duty for the art of painting. No more 
elaborate system of chiaroscuro was ever adopted by an artist, no 
greater elaboration of composition ever shown, than in this old sculp- 
tor's work, and many of his groups and figures might be reproduced 
without the alteration of a line, as specimens of the utmost that 
arrangement, balance, symmetry, and repetition can produce in 
pictorial beauty. 

Very easy is it to understand how the almost marvellous beauty, 
elaboration, and inventiveness of Ghiberti’s work could inspire the 
enthusiasm of young artists — how could it do otherwise? — but to 
trace the inspiration of the movement, as Ruskin does, or rather 
did, to this sculptor’s simplicity, faith, and unconventional spirit, is 
opposed to all common sense, and all the facts. If, moreover, we 
may trust Holman Hunt’s own words, Raphael himself, the greatest 
master of convention that the world has known, was the master 
most warmly admired of all by these young men. Hunt calls him 
“ the prince of painters,” and says that the choice of name for the 
Brotherhood was determined, not so much in adhesion to the painters 
who went before Raphael, as in contempt for those English artists 
who were considered Co paint in his manner. In a word, not 
admiration for the past, but revolt against the present painting 
was the inspiring thought, and the conviction is reluctantly forced 
upon me that Ruskin from the first misunderstood the movement, 
and therefore, of course unconsciously, misled the public. That the 
great writer's view was to some extent endorsed with the acqui- 
escence of silence by the P.R. artists, I do not for a moment deny: 
it would have been strange had the young painters not taken the 
opportunity of conciliating so powerful an ally. And it must not 
be forgotten that for Rossetti especially, Ruskin was not only an 
ally but a constant and generous patron for at least ten years. 



Remember in support of the above view how the intercourse between 
critic and painter commences. On the 14th April 1854 Rossetti 
writes to Madox Brown: " . . . M'Cracken of course sent my 
drawing to Ruskin, who the other day wrote me an incredible letter 
about it, remaining mine respectfully (1 i), and wanting to call. 1 of 
course stroked him down in my answer, and yesterday he came. 
... He seems in a mood to make my fortune.” 

That Ruskin did do a great deal is evident from W. M. Rossetti's 
account of the relations between him and Dante Gabriel, which he 
says he cannot precisely define, but believes that there was “a general 
understanding that within a certain annual maximum Ruskin would 
buy if he liked it whatever Rossetti had to offer him at a scale of 
prices such as other purchasers would pay ; and under this arrange- 
ment funds would be forthcoming at times to meet the artist's con- 
venience without rigid assessment as to value previously delivered.” 


Obviously, therefore, there was no likelihood of Rossetti pro* 
testing publicly against his patron’s views ; in private, I fancy, he 
often did so : at all events the relations between the critic and 
painter were frequently strained, and about 1865 came to a some- 
what abrupt termination. It may be noticed that nearly all Rossetti's 
designs from the Marie d" Arthur , and the majority of his Scriptural 
subjects, belong to this period of his friendship with Ruskin, and 
that thenceforward— 1 863 to 1882 — there is, broadly speaking, an 
entire change both in the class of design, and the artist's treatment 
thereof. 


Directly we get outside the mystic circle of the seven P.R.B.S, 
there is considerable difficulty in knowing whose work should and 
should not be included as falling under . the influence of pre- 
Raphaelitism. For, as 1 have shown, the above term covered even 
in the Brotherhood aims extremely divergent, and no common ratio 
was to be found, save in a few rare instances, between the pictures 
of even the three leaders. For the purpose of these notes, how- 
ever, it will, I think, be convenient to group the sympathisers and 
K°r s * osse “i» . Hunt, and Millais in three chief divisions. 
I ne first division will include those contemporary artists who were 
associated with, though not actually members of, the confederacy; 
the second whom we will call the New Pre-Raphaelites, will com- 
prise Mr. Burne-Jones, Mr. William Morris, Mr. Pater, and their 
fo . n ° wer ? * nd mutators ; the third will show the artists 

path) bnh e ( ° r PUt in ' he righ ‘ 


d r -m- 1 1 °. ver *^ n g» ^ fear, already for my readers’ patience 
close, for both space and time are wanting to enabl 



me to say more than a few words upon each of these classes ; but it 
must not^ be forgotten that this portion of the History of Pre- 
Raphaelitism is that which is really of the first importance. The 
“ snowball ” set rolling in 1848 is rolling still, and in the forty years 
since then has greatly increased in volume. What the three 
painters did, and what Ruskin mistakenly but finely described them 
as doing, have united together in one wave of influence, and with the 
help of the literature and poetry of Swinburne, Pater, Theodore Watts, 
and Symonds, the stained glass, furniture, tapestry, pottery, and 
wall-hangings of Morris, Falkner, De Morgan, Walter Crane, and 
others — have given the colour and.shape to this most unique fine art 
movement of the century. 

To trace how this has taken place ; the part which literature and 
painting have played therein ; the sharp attack, repulse, and final 
defeat of the conventional newspaper criticism ; the conversion, 
sullen and slow, of the Royal Academy ; the alteration effected in 
art education and domestic environment; and the gradual welding 
together in our latest painting of this so-called pre-Raphaelite theory, 
and the technique of the Foreign, and especially the French Schools 
— this was the task which the present writer once proposed to himself ; 
the task which he hopes will some day be accomplished by a stronger 
and younger hand. 

Walter Deverell and Charles Collins (brother of Wilkie) were two 
painters intimately connected with the P.R.B. Deverell, in fact, as 
I said above, became a P.R.B. in place of Collinson (retired). Testi- 
mony unites in declaring the first of these to have been a man of 
singular gentleness and sweetness of disposition, and an artist of 
genuine if delicate accomplishment. He died in 1S54, and there 
is a little allusion to him in one of D. G. R.’s letters, telling how, 
after his death, “ I have been doing one or two things to poor 
Deverell’s picture (from As You Like It), the chief of which has 
been to attempt getting rid of what I thought unpleasant in Celia’s 
face." The “ Brotherhood ” here is real enough, is it not ? The 
truth is, these men were always doing kind things of this sort for one 
another, as witness the following account given me in a letter by 
Hunt the other day in response to a question about an early chalk 
drawing by him of Millais which I had recently bought, and which 
I have reproduced here : — • 1 

“The sketch which you refer to was undoubtedly done by me — 
executed in April 1851, on a day which R., M., and I devoted 
in a spirit of self-sacrifice to a former companion, who, tired of 
his struggle as an artist to gain a footing in England, had gone 

. 1 »>. in the quarto edition only. 
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Remember in support of the above view how the intercourse between 
critic and painter commences. On the 14th April 1854 Rossetti 
writes to Madox Brown: “ . . . M'Cracken of course sent my 
drawing to Ruskin, who the other day wrote me an incredible letter 
about it, remaining mine respectfully (1 !), and wanting to call. 1 of 
course stroked him down in my answer, and yesterday he came. 
. . . He seems in a mood to make my fortune.” 


That Ruskin did do a great deal is evident from W. M. Rossetti's 
account of the relations between him and Dante Gabriel, which he 
says he cannot precisely define, but believes that there was “a general 
understanding that within a certain annual maximum Ruskin would 
buy if he liked it whatever Rossetti had to offer him at a scale of 
prices such as other purchasers would pay ; and under this arrange- 
ment funds would be forthcoming at times to meet the artist’s con- 
venience without rigid assessment as to value previously delivered.” 


Obviously, therefore, there was no likelihood of Rossetti pro- 
testing publicly against his patron's views; in private, I fancy, he 
often did so: at all events the relations between the critic and 
painter were frequently strained, and about 1 865 came to a some- 
what abrupt termination. It may be noticed that nearly all Rossetti’s 
designs from the Morte cT Arthur t and the majority of his Scriptural 
subjects, belong to this period of his friendship with Ruskin, and 
that thenceforward-- 1 863 to 1882— there is, broadly speaking, an 
entire change both in the class of design, and the artist’s treatment 


Directly we get outside the mystic circle of the seven P.R.B.s, 
shJnM 18 considerable difficulty in knowing whose work should and 
PnnW , 1 V ke included as falling under the influence of pre- 
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me to say more than a few words upon each of these classes ; but it 
must not be forgotten that this portion of the History of Pre- 
Raphaelitism is that which is really of the first importance. The 
«' snowball " set rolling in 1848 is rolling still, and in the forty years 
since then has greatly increased in volume. What the three 
painters did, and what Ruskin mistakenly but. finely described them 
as doing, have united together in one wave of influence, and with the 
help of the literature and poetry' of Swinburne, Pater, Theodore Watts, 
and Symonds, the stained glass, furniture, tapestry, pottery, and 
wall-hangings of Morris, Falkner, De Morgan, Walter. Crane, and 
others — have given the colour and shape to this most unique fine art 
movement of the century. 

To trace how this has taken place ; the part which literature and’ 
painting have played therein ; the sharp attack, repulse, and final 
defeat of the conventional newspaper criticism ; the conversion, 
sullen and slow, of the Royal Academy ; the alteration effected, in 
.art education and domestic environment ; and the gradual welding 
together in our latest painting of this so-called pre-Raphaelite theory, 
and the technique of the Foreign, and especially the French Schools 
— this was the task which the present writer once proposed to himself ; 
the task which he hopes will some day be accomplished by a stronger 
and younger hand. 


Walter Deverell and Charles Collins (brother of Wilkie) were two 
painters intimately connected with the P.R.B. Deverell, in fact, as 
1 said above, became a P.R.B. in place of Collinson (retired). Testi- 
mony unites in declaring the first of these to have been a man of 
singular gentleness and sweetness of disposition, and an artist of 
genuine if delicate accomplishment He died in 1854, and there 
is a little allusion to him in one of D. G. R.'s letters, telling how, 
after his death, " I have been doing one or two things to poor 
Dc vcrdl's picture (from As You Like Il) f the chief of which has 
been. to attempt getting rid of what J thought unpleasant in Celia's 
face.". The “ Brotherhood " here is real enough, is it not ? The 
truth is, these men were always doing kind things of this sort for one 
another, as witness the following account given me in a letter by 
Hunt the other day in response to a question about an early chalk 
drawing by him of Millais which I had recently bought, and which 
I have reproduced here : — • 1 


" The sketch which you refer to was undoubtedly done bv me 

executed in April 1S51, on a day which R., M„ and 1 devoted 
in a spirit of self-sacnfice to a former companion, who, tired of 
his struggle as an artist to gain a footing in England, had gone 

1 *>. in the quarto edition only. 

69 



to the gold diggings 1 in Australia. At the date given, after 
failure on Tom Tiddler’s Ground, he had got to Melbourne, and 
set to work again as an artist in taking likenesses; and as we 
were told he had difficulty in impressing well-to-do visitors, who 
saw our names in English papers, we met at Millais’ to make 
a set of one another’s portraits for the studio in Australia. I 
did on the same morning the drawing of Rossetti in pastile; 
but he was so impatient Tor his own chances that he curtailed 
my time on the first task, and the second was threatened 
altogether, until I determined to begin as he drew me; so there 
was but bare time for me to bring either of mine to a 
termination. Millais did a pencil drawing of W. M. Rossetti, 
and of one of the drones of our party, who of course did nothing 
in return. 


“ D. G. R., as a portraitist at the time, was given to unlimited 
idealism if the position lent itself to his treatment ; but when 
this, or the person, would not fit his pattern, he went all astray, 
unless he could correct to his heart's content. The portrait of 
me was decided to be an example of the last order of refractori- 
ness, inasmuch as in the end, instead of representing a man of 
twenty-four, it was decided to be like one of forty or more, and 
his brother said that the being could be no other than Rush, the 
great murderer of the period. 

Still could not have drawn it either then or at any other 
time, for it was a sterling artistic performance. It was sent out 
with the rest to Melbourne, and the set royally served the pur- 
pose of giving a professional cacht (. catchel ) to the antipodean 
stru Sgl® inasmuch as it helped a long career of fortune worship, 
until about three years since, he was able to turn an honest 
penny by breaking up the collection and sending them into the 


frnm° t0 ^ evere ^ Woolner writes me he "painted closely 

Alf” 1 W f S as ®? ciatetl with others ; but whether he 
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if , exam P* e I cannot now remember, if indeed I ever 
ne had a sens** nf cimJM... i ...... 
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landscapists of his day, and whose pictures still remain the best 
records we possess of the sunnier aspect of peasant life in England 
in the early years of the present century’. Wilkie Collins, as may be 
even yet remembered, was a very short man with a large head, 1 but 
his brother Charles was tall, finely proportioned, and one of the 
handsomest young fellows of his day. And by this accident he has 
become immortal, for Millais, seeking as usual for splendid models, 
caught him and made him into a “ Huguenot" and a “ Black Bruns- 
wicker,” and other heroic individuals who combined dandyism and 
devotion in equal proportions. As a matter of taste, the well-brushed 
and greased hair and the brilliant polish of the Blucher boots in 
the last-mentioned character of Mr. Collins have always grated 
somewhat upon the present writer. No doubt they are pre- 
Raphaclztc enough, for the dandies of the year 1S50 still used 
bear's grease ad libitum, but in Millais' unsparingly realistic repro- 
duction of them the sentiment of the picture appears to suffer. 

* A very’ splendid -looking man, at all events, Collins must have 
been ; but, like the other minor P.R.B.s, he couldn't paint, and 
subsequently he took to literature, and wrote rather a fascinating 
book of travel entitled A Cruise upon Wheels. He married a 
daughter of Charles Dickens, was indeed engaged to her at the 
period of the “ Black Brunswickcr" picture, for which she also posed, 
it was the painting of her white satin dress which really made 
Millais’ reputation amongst the dealers: no more wonderful piece of 
purely imitative technique is to be seen to this day in English paint- 
ing — not even Mr. Tadema’s too-cclcbratcd marbles. Collins died 

young. 

Arthur Hughes is still alive, and still painting, it seems to me, 
with very much the same spirit as that of his early days. With 
Madox Brown, I wonder why his work is not more widely appreci- 
ated, and why his name is so seldom mentioned nowadays. Ruskin 
indeed spoke generously of him on several occasions, and his pictures 
arc remarkable for much purity and delicacy’ of feeling, and are from 
their own point of view carefully and well painted. I remember 
seeing no picture from his hand which did not evidence refinement, 
industry, and labour. I think in the following description of him 
by Brown, sufficient stress is not laid upon a certain rather wilful 
strangeness, bordering upon affectation, which the composition, sub- 
ject-matter, and colour schemes of his pictures are apt to suggest. 
Assuredly his art is one which appeals less in an exhibition than 
in a home, and grows upon our favour with increased acquaintance. 
Hughes must be a middle-aged man by this time, and a disappointed 
one so far as public recognition is concerned. 


His portrait is prefixed to the essay on his writings given here. 
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Here is what Drown told me of him six years ago 

“ I have not seen Arthur Hughes for a very long time. He ivas , 
very ill-used because everybody ran him down ; and there were 
designs of his full of beauty and poetry — King Arthur designs, 
and things of that sort. A knight riding across a bridge in the 
time of King Arthur; up above in the sky are three angels 
flying above his head. ' The Shepherds and the Mahois/ 
Three ladies playing the violin — the Misses Lushington, it is 
said. In the Academy a few years ago I saw * The Return/ 
an orchard in apple blossom, some children in a garden, and a 
father and son coming in in their working costume, as though 
they had been working in the fields all day. It is not above 
five years ago. It was hung in the best part of the Academy, 
but no one took any notice of it But it was undoubtedly one 
of the best in the Academy, It was very strange, but it seemed 
to be Hughes’s fate. He undoubtedly produced pictures which 
were roost poetical. I saw a very pretty picture of his last year 
at Liverpool ; it was called ' Rest by the Way/ It was marked 
only thirty guineas. Not a single person knew that Arthur 
Hughes was there. Vet a few years ago Uusktn would have 
been writing about it, and everybody would have been talking 
about it He is so very gentle and philosophic, being gentle- 
manly, and won't push himself forward. I have not seen Arthur 
Hughes for a very long time." 


There was one strange artist allied in sympathy with the pre- 
Raphadites, who is still alive, l believe, though where he is living, 
or how, nobody seems to dearly know; and I hear that he is 
supposed to have given up painting some years since. This was 
Wind us, the painter of " Burd Helen," a fine picture which, 
“ though hung nearly out of sight " in the Academy Exhibition 
of 1856, was classed by Ru'skin as only second to the ‘'Autumn 
Leaves of Millais (in the same year), and a painting which 
would hold its own “with the most noble pictures of all time.” 
All time is a " tall expression, but, so far as time has gone since 
then, Ruskin’s words have not been unjustified. The exact price 
paid for it by Mr. Miller of Liverpool, its original purchaser, is 
unknown to me, probably between eighty and a hundred guineas at 
an outside estimate. The work came to the hammer two years later 
when this geatlemans collection was sold at Christie's, and then 
retched two hundred guineas ; time passed, Windus disappeared from 
public view, thepubllc-the picture-buying public 1 mean-and the 
dealers forgot his vey name and three months since "Burd Helen” 
appeared once more .n the salerooms. I congratulated myself-for in 
the meantime I had seen and fallen in love with the picture in a loan 





collection at Manchester, and here was a chance : I determined to 
have it at any price, expected even to have little opposition. Not a 
bit of it, the bidding mounted up quickly, and at about five hundred 
guineas I gave up the contest in disgust. It was under all the circum- 
stances a remarkable instance of a small picture by an unfashionable, 
and almost unknown living artist, being sold upon its merits for a 
very high price : the picture was by no means a popularly-conceived 
one, and the drawing of the horse, especially, was, what an old artist of 
' my acquaintance used to call 11 rummy-furiny.” The picture fetched 
the price purely because the comment of Ruskin upon it was true, 
and with that comment the text was understood. Here is the 
quotation : 

"The work is thoughtful and intense in the highest degree. The 
pressure of the girl’s hand on her side ; her wild, firm, desolate look 
at the stream*— she not raising her eyes as she makes her appeal, 
for fear of the greater mercilessness in the human look than in the 
glaze of the gliding water — the just choice of the type of the rider’s 
* cruel face, and of the scene itself, so terrible in haggardness of rattling 
stapes and ragged heath, are all marks of the action of the very 
granT&st imaginative power — shortened only of hold upon our feel- 
ings because dealing with a subject too fearful to be for a moment 
believed True .” 1 It is memorable that Rossetti himself painted an 
oil -picture with this title, though he spelt it in the older form of 
" Burd Alane,” but this was not (according to W. M. Rossetti) till 
1861. 

Another most able artist, more technically perfect indeed than 
Windus, and more intimately connected with the pre-Raphaelites, 
was Mr. Fred. Sandys, the painter of "Medea” and other pictures, 
and even better known for his chalk portraits. In this latter 
phase of art, Mr. Sandys has in the England of to-day no superior, 
and few rivals: he is at once perfect in his handling of the 
material and in the understanding of its capacities and limitations. 
His work is fine as portraiture, and almost equally so as pictorial art. 
At least thte'is so with all his spontaneous, sympathetic examples. 
Occasionally for a rich patron, or from weariness or haste, these 
finer qualities of sympathy and insight seem to disappear, and the 
result is only a piece of marvellous handicraft ; but at his best these 
chalk portraits rival those of Mr. Watts himself in dignity apd 
expression, and far surpass that great artist in fidelity to their models. 
The quarrel and the intimacy of Sandys and Rossetti are subjects 
which I shall only allude to briefly for the sake of removing a very 
mistaken notion which somehow has obtained popular acceptance.- ‘ 
This is that Mr. Sandys and Rossetti quarrelled because of a 
caricature of the pre-Raphaelites published by the former. 

1 Academy Notes, 1856. John Ruskin. 
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The picture burlesqued was the " Sir Isumbras at the Ford " of 
Millais, a composition which, despite many beauties, lent itself easily 
to caricature— and the treatment by Sandys was most ingenious. 
The drawing was engraved and published, and did, I believe, give 
great offence to some of the weaker P.R.B., but Rossetti simply 
laughed at it, and his friendship for the author continued altogether 
unabated. At this time Sandys was living with Rossetti at Cheyne 
Walk, where there were also for sbme months at least Swinburne and 
George Meredith. A nice quiet quartette they must have been in 
those days, particularly when Joseph Knight and William Morris, 
James Hannay (sailor and novelist) and Edward Burne-Jones dropped 
in for the evening 1 

The real reason for the quarrel was that Rossetti chose to imagine 
Sandys had taken one of his subjects. I am assured by Madox 
Brown, who remembers the circumstances perfectly, that Sandys was 
entirely in the right, that the subject, which was one of "Beatrice in 
Heaven,” was his own, and that Rossetti’s claim to it was "nonsense.” 
However this may have been, Rossetti delivered himself of a long > 
discourse to Sandys on the obligations of friendship, to the effect that 
"everything he (Rossetti) had in the world was at the disposal of 
his friends save only his subjects ! They were sacred : let no man 
touch them" j and much more rhodomontade of the same kind. To 
tms Sandys wrote a hasty reply, and Rossetti a hastier answer, and 
—the friendship came to an end. 


Another painter who is usually spoken of as. a pre-Raphael ite, 
though he was never in any way connected with the Brotherhood, is 
Howard Burne-Jones, now an Associate of the Royal Academy, with 
regard to whose art I have spoken at length in the other parts of 


ac( l u ^ n ^ an ^ e with Rossetti, begun in London, ripened into 
ntimacy at Oxford, when Rossetti and Morris went up there to paint 
rht Jiu? 1 ; re f? es ' TT T his came about through a Mr. Woodward, 
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JnnT raP °? - that J 1 orris and himself should paint them. This 
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to he simnK^ aC ^ Vei y muc ^ Baskins ideal wage for an artist was 
plate of ficrc tn i im Pj eR ) ents J bread and cheese, and occasionally a 
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on for some years, and was finally abandoned. A good many of 
young artists and Oxford men were associated in this scheme, 
amongst others — Morris, Val Prinsep (now R.A,), Arthur Hughes, 
Pollen, Burne-Jones, Spencer Stanhope, and A. Munro. The story 
of the painters' haste, the want of preparation of the walls, and the 
consequent fading of the frescoes, has all been frequently told, but 
the following brief characterisation by Madox Brown of the construc- 
tion put by the young enthusiasts on the 11 implements, and bread 
and cheese,” which were to be provided them, is new and not un- 
amusing. (Rossetti, I may mention, began two frescoes, of which he 
nearly completed one, the other was scarcely more than commenced.) 

” They ran up a tremendous bill for paint-brushes, scrapers, scaffold- 
ing, etc., and used to waste the materials frightfully. Rossetti 
used to throw the scrapers all over the place, and had jars of 
the most expensive paint, into which they used to let the 
scrapings and dust get, and, of course, the paint was spoilt. 
They also ran up an enormous bill for plum- puddings and 
turkeys, which they used to dine off every evening, and then 
-finish up with whist." 

William Michael Rossetti’s dry comment on this scheme I take 
from the memoir of his brother. It is probably written without 
intentional sarcasm. 

After naming the artists mentioned above, W. M. Rossetti says — 

“ These, along with Alexander Munro for sculptural work, were 
all. Not any one of them was conversant with the processes 
of solid and permanent wall-painting. The works were exe- 
cuted, I understand, in a sort of water-colour distemper, and 
were from the beginning predestined by Fate and Climate to 
ruin. My brother allotted to himself two large spaces on the 
walls ; painted one subject more or less completely, and began 
or schemed at the other. . . . The scheme was in active opera- 
tion in 1857, stagnated in 1858, and was partially revived and 
soon afterwards finally dropped in 1859 ." 

There is practically nothing now left of these frescoes, and the 
affair is only important from the intimacy produced and encouraged 
thereby between Rossetti and the Oxford group. In this respect 
its importance is very great ; for the literary side of pre-Raphaelitism, 
and the relation thereto of decorative art, were due to this intimacy 
of Messrs. Burne-Jones, Falkner, Swinburne, Pater, and Rossetti; 
and had it not been for these literary and decorative channels, and for 
the culture stamp which they impressed upon the movement, there 
is much reason to doubt whether Rossetti’s influence in art would 
not have gradually faded. 
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With Burne-Jones, however, to carry on and develop the romantic 
and mystical character of his painting ;• with Morris and Falkner 
to give a practical application of his principles to decorative art ; 
with Swinburne and Pater to do , sympathetic work in poetry and 
criticism ; and with Ruskin to defend the movement with his 
eloquence, and sustain it with his popularity and his money ; it is 
not difficult to see how far and in how many directions the new 
pre-Raphaelites extended their influence. 


The new pre-Raphaelitcs — that is the point of the matter, for from 
the time of these Oxford frescoes — possibly before, but certainly 
from then — the old idea — the idea that, I have tried to show, was 
always more honoured in the breach than the observance — passed 
away entirely. 

Having begun as a method of work, pre-Raphaelitism now became 
a method of feeling, a question of sentiment. The word soon 
grew into use as almost a synonym for medievalism, and is so 
frequently used to-day. But it w^s medievalism with a difference ; 
with the modern spirit added to the ancient form, and with a bias 
overwhelming and unfortunate towards a view of life which was 
neither wholesome nor manly. I have tried for many years to ex- 
plain the effect of the spirit of this later pre-Raphaelitism, especially 
as shown in the work of its chief master, Edward Burne-Jones, and 
; shall only repeat here that, in my opinion, this very beautiful art 
is not of a kind which will do the world much good, or upon which 
any true school can be founded. 


n . Vei T nch and vivid imagination, joined to unremitting industry 
and an exquisite sense of colour, have resulted in producing Burne- 
r oM.-, S P aiI \ tln g> ^ve united to render his pictures uniquely attractive. 
Rut * almost reverence their achievement. 

oerL ^r fe less do . 1 se L e dearly how fatal is their influence, how 
hmv i;h1a t ? ea T n . m £' !*? w va * n their accomplishment. I see 
bve S r r ,‘l lh V P ' rlt of ***** dreams to the country I ■ 
who are -l' S . "f° h ^ e , made En S? ,and *'« the old time, and 

of former time? i t0 ’l a ! r ' And as I look back over the great art 
has based its ln y a,n /°. r an f painting or sculpture which 

vanished vesrs Ppea ' ° r [ oun< Es heauty in a panegyric of the 

obligation^ and t!T ^ e ? deavo f to forget the circumstance, the 
obligations, and the meaning of the artist’s own generation. 

these pictures^are 'irresnrr?^ "r^ - tIlat * am f° rced to believe that 
aisms of form and'subiect .ml” 1 their ^Jatvalism and their arch- 
to me based upon a view 'of the mss™ 6 “ ‘ he , mselves - The y a PP ear 
is Untrue and undesirable ThV? i and the R°' ver of love '' vhlch 
. I he pictures are morbid, and not less so 
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because the personages shown therein arc apt to be epicure — though 
perhaps we may not rightly term the work sensual, it is so uni- 
formly and intensely sensuous, that perhaps the baser intention had 
been less harmful in result. 

After all, if we limit a teacher in books, ought we not also to limit 
teaching by inference and suggestion ? and if we do not actually 
limit such we ought at least to recognise that such teaching is no less 
real, and perhaps even more effective. 

1 remember when Swinburne’s Poems and Ballads came out the 
outcrj’ that was made, but Poems and Ballads was only the 
poetical expression of pre-Raphaelitism as exemplified in Hume* 
Jones's pictures — to whom indeed the book was dedicated. The same 
criterion would approve or condemn both. Should the painter be 
blamed for the aspect of his work, for its meaning, for the mystery 
of the flesh and love of which his pictures hint ? Ah, that opens a 
wide question, the question of an artist’s duty to himself and his 
art and to the public at large. 1 remember Swinburne saying, in a 
brilliant preface to his edition of some Coleridge lyrics, that " in 
the main we got out of every man (ever)’ artist) what lie had in 
him to give M ; and that '* I am that I am is the best answer to any 
impertinence of praise or blame,” and so perhaps for the artist him- 
self the point of view must be conceded, but we may at least make 
our own deductions from admiration or gratitude, if the painter’s 
exquisite doing is such as to enfeeble our manhood, or relax our 
energies. And this is the more necessary as the perfection of his art 
increases, and the younger men begin to form themselves upon his 
manner. and re-echo his spirit. 

Is it not strange, this outcome of the P.R.B. theories of simplicity, 
earnestness, and fidelity to nature ? This queer half-ascetic, half- 
voluptuous art ; occupied with Virgins Holy and otherwise, angels, 
mermaidens, mediaeval knights, emblems of night and morning, 
seedtime and harvest, virtue and vice. Yet throughout every mani- 
festation of its quaint sexless beauty this art of Burne-Jones has 
throughout splendour and delicacy. If we leave on one side the 
syluect of the work and its inner motive— or motivdessness ; if we 
■will condone the absence of all natural visual fact, and content our- 
selves with a mosaic of beautiful lines and tints; if we will let his 
figures stand, as well they may, for fair-seeming shows to whom 
humanity has no kinship — we may then gain from this artist the most 
subtle, the most exquisite pleasure. Only, do not let us deceive 
ourselves : don’t let us attempt to call this a pure art or an ennobling 
one. It is neither: its scent hangs heavy on the moral air as the 
scent of tuberose in a heated room ; the involution of its fancies is 
morbid and artificial as the twisted robes and strained attitudes of 



the characters in the pictures. Above all, the outivard medievalism 
of form is a sham ; as is the semi-ascet.ctsm, and above ail the 
religion. A sham, 1 mean, in themselves, not because of the painters 
wilful pretence, but because his imagination, delicate, prodigal, and 
refined, is nevertheless distorted and unnatural Once, in all jesting 
friendliness, Rossetti made a rhyme about this artist, which, as was 
his wont, went to the root of the subject. It was written, we must 
remember, many years ago, when both rhymester and rhymed upon 
were young«- 

“ There is a young painter called Jones, 

A cheer here, and hisses, and groans ; 

The state of his mind 
Is a shame to mankind, 

But a matter of triumph to Jones.” 5 


A "matter of triumph," that is the gist of the question: for Jones does 
not feel, does not believe that any imperfection, any morbid bias exists 
in his painting. 1 remember his telling me some years ago that 
art was to him an enchanted world, to which Rossetti had given him 
the key, and in which he had lived ever since. And this is, I think, 
only a slightly exaggerated expression of his point of view. He does 
rather pride himself on living apart, in this enchanted country, and on 
refusing to consider himself as belonging to England and the nine- 
teenth century. A pity in some ways that he was not born in Germany, 
and did not have three years “with the colours" as a boy. Of his 
followers, I must here give little more than the names. There is 
Spencer Stanhope, who of late years has lived at Florence, and who 
in the earlier yeaTs of the Grosvenor Gallery, was a faithful, if (as 
Ruskin once unkindly said) a futile echo of his master. There is 
Eveleen Pickering, now Evelyn de Morgan, whose work is almost 
equally founded on that of Burne-Jones and Stanhope. There is 
Mr. Henry Holiday, who, unless I am mistaken, used to work as an 
assistant to Burne-Jones, and who has since made some reputation 
as a decorative artist. There is “ Tommy ” Rooke, as his friends all 
call him, and as even strangers are tempted to think of him ; surely 
the^ most faithful and admiring of followers, the most patient and 
delicate of assistants. There is Fairfax Murray, who knows silently 
more about the inner life and details of the P.R.B. and their adherents 
than any one living, and who keeps his information to himself, 
and whose own painting is a peculiar mixture of Rossetti and Burne- 
Jones. There is Mr. Strudwick, a most delicate workman, and full 
of quaint decorative fancies. There is Walter Crane, plainly owing his 
inspiration to the same source, and turning it to pleasanter, and more 
inventive, and more practical uses for delighting children and making 
our houses fanciful and pretty. AH of these have fallen under the 


1 This rhyme (and others to a similar effect) has 
twenty years, that I feel justified, in inserting it h — 

78 


been so widely 


repeated dr* 


,i3St 



spell .of this later pre- Raphael i tism, as have numberless amateurs, 
and many less well-known artists. At one time — almost twenty years 
since — the disease was so catching, so prevalent, that it was happily 
dubbed the pre-Raphaelite measles, and no student was supposed to 
be safe until he had taken, and — perhaps — till he had got rid of them. 
Who did not take them, from the President of the Royal Academy 
down to Sidney Colvin, who indeed took them very severely — - 
witness the Portfolio about 1870! Of course there were different 
kinds, suited to various constitutions. James Linton (not yet Sir 
James} had them cL la Rossetti, and used to produce wonderful long- 
leggea pages and high-bosomed maidens, with legs five or six feet 
long, slender waists, and gigantic flaxen plaits of hair. Brett (R.A. 
now) had them a la Holman Hunt, and won Ruskin’s earnest 
praise for painting every blade of grass in the Herne Hill fields, 
through which the Professor took his daily walk. Poynter “ had 
them badly ” : witness his illustrations to the Dalziel Bible (and first* 
rate they are too !) ; and all sorts of people one would never expect 
, fell victims ; as, for instance, George Pinwell, and for a short time 
Fred Walker and Houghton and Val Bromley, and of course 
Prinsep, whose contribution H la Rossetti hangs to-day on the 
walls of the Arts Club, and is far away the best picture I have 
ever seen from his hand. Queerest of all people to take them 
were George du Maurier and Linley Sambourne: the latter has 
them to this day. Du Maurier at the time was indeed profoundly 
influenced, and the fine drawings to Thackeray’s Esmond , for instance, 
show Rossetti in every line — not as imitations, but vvith that resem- 
blance in difference which is the way a great artist rightly influences 
a younger one. Look, for instance of this, at the drawing I repro- 
duce here, entitled “ Death the Friend.” We might almost fancy 
the lady was Rossetti’s favourite model, and the whole spirit of the 
composition is his own. 

And amongst the younger artists of the present time this P.R.B. 
influence is stiii strong/y marked. The work of Henry Ryland, 
C. H. Shannon, C. S. Ricketts, especially, clearly derives its inspira- 
tion from Rossetti and Jones, and all the clique who draw for that 
extraordinary periodical The Century Guild Hobby-Horse are lineal 
descendants of the P.R.B. Examples of some of these painters 
will be found in the later pages of this book, but space fails me to 
mention their work in detail. These brief notes on a subject of great 
artistic interest, and as it seems to me importance, must end here, as 
my final chapters are entirely devoted to the consideration of the 
special characteristics of Rossetti’s and Holman Hunt’s painting. 
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IX.— THE PAINTING AND THE POETRY 
OF DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI. 1 

II E RE are some men of whom it is the sad fortune 
that throughout their lives the praise and blame that 
they experience are given in an equally exaggerated, 
degree; they are never free from the dust and coil' 
fusion of the fierce battle which partisans raise around 
the ' F lr ,'™ r j ar ! d the . ir character. As to many such, 

the cirrf rn ,° ^ lends ‘ tlle . s pi™ °f the age in which they live, 
Sr Z , S amongstwhich their lot is cast, are responsible 
which , ^ T eS u th ? r iive5 > for the du « or blame 

others nnH th ds achlev ™Knts and their failures. But for 

stencT~a„d , h r S£ P a- haps are ‘, he nob,er s P" rlts — friendship, circum- 
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message that the worid P6 t0 ^ 1 u er ' t * leir voices may carry no 
Eliot fells us are ZZ t ,1" prol K b l C,ear messages/ as George 
is sufficiently genuine to afrS r th°- r t 1 0 .' day ' but , if their discontent 
sufficiently strong to affect the*?' <be1 / V lf thelr personality is 
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leaders of those who share their peculiarities without possessing their 
power. And the resistance of the world at large to the eccentricities 
of any such cult has the inevitable effect of intensifying the seal with 
which its eccentricities are manifested — of causing the statement of 
the creed to be made in cruder and cruder terms. It sometimes 
happens that the leader of the school, wearied by the desertion or 
disgusted by the shallowness of his followers, breaks with them and 
his old theories, and becomes like other men ; but more frequently 
he is bound by the acts of his client tie, and what was at first a mere 
youthful enthusiasm, and a passionate revolt against convention, 
becomes the very habit of his soul. 

It is too soon after Mr. Dante Gabriel Rossetti's death, whilst 
so many of his associates and relations are still alive, to discuss the 
question how far the peculiarities of his painting and poetry were 
due to inherent personal characteristics, and how far to the surround- 
ings and circumstances of his life; but it is almost equally difficult to 
.deal with the question of his art without making some mention of 
those circumstances, for, perhaps, in no painter of modern times was 
the personal and the artistic life so strangely intermingled. Those, 
for instance, who criticise so severely the strangeness ancf the mourn- 
ful tendency of Rossetti's pictures when taken as a whole, and who 
do not scruple to attribute to the painter deliberate affectation and 
assumed grief for the mere sake of eccentricity or effect, would do 
well to take into account the circumstances of his Italian descent, his 
father’s exile from his native land, and his own great sorrow in 
losing, in the first years of his wedded life, the wife to whom he was 
so passionately attached. An alien in race and an alien in spirit, 
suffering from keen private grief, and met without by an opposition 
to his art, which made up in personal invective what it lacked in 
reasonable judgment, it is perhaps little wonderful that young 
Rossetti, conscious as he must have been of great and original 
powers, isolated himself from the general public, and found a bitter 
consolation in giving up to dreams of the past, those powers which 
had no longer any object in the future. 

Every one knows by this time that well-worn story of the pre- 
Raphaelite Brethren, of the fury with which they were both attacked 
and defended, and I do not intend to dwell upon these things here ; 
but I must note that practically Rossetti was the chief artistic and 
imaginative leader of the movement. Mr. Holman Hunt was a man 
of supreme industry, undoubted keenness of observation, and 
technical skill ; but, though an enthusiastic disciple, he had no great 
original pictorial ability . 1 What he has done — and much of it is very 

1 I hope l nuy be pardoned this repetition of criticism in the early portion of the chapter 
on the history of pre-IUtphaclitism. 
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beautiful and very noble work — has been done with an infinity 
oflabour, often prolonged over years, upon each single picture. Mr. 
Millais was, as an artist, gifted with every faculty except that of 
caring what he painted or drew; he was as impartial as the sunlight 
that falls upon the just and the unjust. The quickening influence 
that fell upon both these men, and aroused their intelligence and 
stirred their feelings, was the passionately emotional genius of 
Rossetti, and looking back to early Millais pictures, one can see as 
plainly as if it were written upon the canvas — Here I was painting 
what Rossetti felt : 1 here his influence had passed away. 


If any of my readers happen to have the early quarto edition of 
Tennyson's poems with the illustrations, and will take the trouble to 
compare the drawings therein by Millais, Hunt and Rossetti; and 
then, with these designs in their mind, go and examine the Rossettis 
which are now being displayed at the Royal Academy, they will see 
beyond doubt whose was the guiding influence amongst the so-called 
pre-Raphaelites,^ and why traces of medkeval Italy kept cropping, 
out in realistic pictures of English orchards, or illustrations of sacred 
history. Look, for instance, at the drawing by Mr. Holman Hunt 
in illustration of the Lady of Shalott. Why, this is a Rossetti in 
all its main points! Face and figure, and arrangement of drapery 
and pose, are all due to the influence of the last-mentioned painter. 
And any number of similar illustrations might be given. If the history 
o this strange artistic movement — strange alike in its inception, its 
erce energy, and its brief, stormy life— ever comes to be told from 
e inside, as alone it can be adequately written, it will be found 
that m every sense of the word Rossetti was the head, the brain, of 
an< ^ t ^ t ^ 1S extraordinary* personal influence alone gave 
«pjn^ he ^ nce i 0 the , P ract ' ces of ,he vari6us members. We can all 
word-; 'tbit ° U ^ pe ,A a P T s ’ * ma y blamed for saying it in so many 
J °' ,n M, !L a ' S nor Holman Hunt is of the 
smnre character. They were once, when they were 

for the itim rou " cl holes ; and, to this day, their art is the better 
it But th • fl penod throu eh which Rossetti hurled 
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many eccentricities 'and deficiencies of treatment, and many limita- 
tions of thought and feeling, we have this fact — that it was powerful 
to trouble the artistic Bethesda to the very depths of its sluggish 
waters, and to set artists upon new tracks of execution and new 
impulses of thought. Surely no mean praise to a painter, that, 
under his awakening power, other painters did better and more 
vital work than they have done before or since; and that the 
forward impulse in art which he was mainly instrumental in creating, 
bids fair to widen out into issues of which no one can at present 
predict the end. 

But I am not concerned here to defend Rossetti as the leader of 
the pre-Raphaelites, nor to ask for fame for him on any secondary 
ground whatever. I am desirous to point out again what seem to 
me to be the actual achievements of this master in the two arts in 
which he laboured ; and I am the more anxious to do this (if my 
readers will pardon me a single* word of personal explanation), 
because I have been accused of late by several persons of a desire 
to depreciate the work of the pre-Raphaelites, and to attribute 
thereto demoralising influences which it does not possess. The 
sentence which so afflicted Ruskin that he left off writing criticisms 
of contemporary painters — Damn the fellow , why doesn't he back his 
friends ? — has been hurled at me directly or indirectly many times, 
and the attempt seems hopeless to make painters understand that 
we may admire great qualities without shutting the eyes to weak 
ones, or that one can honestly enjoy a picture, and yet be forced 
to consider its artist neither a Titian nor a Michelangelo. The 
result is that because a writer is not a partizan upon one side, it is 
straightway concluded that he must be a partizan on the other, and 
if he ventures to find fault with a single pre-Raphaelite failing, he is 
told that he is not entitled to admire a single pre-Raphaelite great- 
ness. Of course such reasoning is absurd, but even absurdity 
becomes worth demolishing when it gains universal acceptance ; and 
in the art-world of London at the present day, we can hardly gain a 
hearing for any view of the matter which is not, either professedly 
or actually, a partizan one. Are you for Belt or Verheyden ? That 
is the form of question nowadays in other artistic matters than the 
great libel case ; and the man who in reply murmurs gently "Arcades 
ambo," is looked upon with contempt, or more probably still as a 
spy in both camps. 

In the first place, then, as regards Rossettis work, I must say 
at once that I propose to consider it as a whole, not confining one 
portion of my remarks to the poetry, another to the painting, but 
treating both manifestations of his intellect together. And this for 
the simple reason that it does not appear to me to be possible to 
separate them without doing both the painter and the poet gross 
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Millais was, as an artist, gifted with every faculty except that of 
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many eccentricities 'and deficiencies of treatment, and many limita- 
tions of thought and feeling, we have this fact — that it was powerful 
to trouble the artistic Bethesda to the very depths of its sluggish 
waters, and to set. artists upon new tracks of execution and new 
, impulses of thought. Surely no mean praise to a painter, that, 
under his awakening power, other painters did better and more 
vital work than they have done before or since; and that the 
forward impulse in art which he was mainly instrumental in creating, 
bids fair to widen out into issues of which no one can at present 
predict the end. 

But I am not concerned here to defend Rossetti as the leader of 
the pre-Raphaelites, nor to ask for fame for him on any secondary 
ground whatever. I am desirous to point out again what seem to 
me to be the actual achievements of this master in the two arts in 
which he laboured ; and I am the more anxious to do this (if my 
readers will pardon me a single* word of personal explanation), 
because I have been accused of late by several persons of a desire 
* to depreciate the work of the pre - Raphaelitcs, and to attribute 
thereto demoralising influences which it does not possess. The 
sentence which so afflicted Ruskin that he left off writing criticisms 
of contemporary painters — Damn the feitevj, why doesn't he back his 
friends ? — has been hurled at me directly or indirectly many times, 
and the attempt seems hopeless to make painters understand that 
we may admire great qualities without shutting the eyes to weak 
ones, or that one can honestly enjoy a picture, and yet be forced 
to consider its artist neither a Titian nor a Michelangelo. The 
result is that because a writer is not a partisan upon one side, it is 
straightway concluded that he must be a partizan on the other, and 
if he ventures to find fault with a single pre-Raphaelite failing, he is 
told that he is not entitled to admire a single pre- Raphael ite great- 
ness. Of course such reasoning is absurd, but even absurdity 
becomes worth demolishing when it gains universal acceptance ; and 
in the art-world of London at the present day, we can hardly gain a 
hearing for any view of the matter which is not, either professedly 
or actually, a partizan one. Arc you for Belt or Verheyden P That 
is the form of question nowadays in other artistic matters than the 
great libel case ; and the man who in reply murmurs gently « Arcades 
atuoo, is looked upon with contempt, or more probably still as a 
spy m both camps. 1 } 


In the first place, then, as regards Rossetti’s work, I must sr 



injustice Of the technical perfection of workmanship in each, a 
few words may have to be said separately ; but for the discussion 
of the more emotional, imaginative, and purely intellectual qualities, 
the two divisions of art must here be considered as one. Now, 
throughout the whole of our subject’s painting, and throughout 
the whole of his poetry, there runs one dominant idea, and only 
one — Love baffled by Death. 1 1 is on this that he rings the changes 
—very beautiful changes they are, touching it deftly now on this 
side and now on that, dressing it up in all kinds of strange and 
fantastically beautiful garments, hinting at it subtly through images 
of pleasure and pain, shadowing it forth in various allegorical ways, 
proclaiming it fiercely as in the voice of one just bereaved. But 
always, if we look long enough at poem or picture, tve find the 
trace of this idea ; speaking broadly, this is the beginning and the 
end of his philosophy. We say the end, for with the victory of 
death the master seems to close bis story, though now and then he 
hints to us that he has heard of a heaven and a hell where all will 
be set right. Still, these arc not part of his saying or his painting; 
they may be true, but they are not the facts that impress him, they 
are too faint, too far off, for his pencil or his verse. Or if he tells us 
of them at all, lie docs so in such glowing sensuous images, with so 
resolute an adherence to natural facts, that we recognise only another 
earth in his Paradise or his Infirm. Mark, for instance, how the 
Blessed Damozel leans out from the gold bar of heaven. 

"And still slie bowed herself and stooped 
Out of the circling charm; 

Until her bosom must have made 
The bar she leaned on warm, 

And the lilies lay as if asleep 

Along her bended arm.” 

It was said once by a writer anxious to make out a case against 
the pre-Raphaelite school of modern poetry, that sensuality was 
one of the chief characteristics of Rossetti's verse, and certain 
quotations 3 were given to prove this. Time has effectually dis- 
posed of that charge, and the misrepresentations on which it was 
Vornded have been adequately confuted ; but the fact has hardly been 
sufficiently noticed, that the real ground of the accusation is due to 
the fact of the poet-painter being unable to dissever his pictorial 
from, his poetic faculty. He habitually thought (if such an expres- 
sion is allowable) in terms of painting. He could not dissever 
ms most purely intellectual ideas, from colour and form, and the 
intrusion of these physical facts into his poetry, in places where they 
are unexpected and .unnecessary, gives to hasty readers and 
superficial critics such a wrong impression. And in the same way 
as he charges a poem with more colour and form than it can .well 

1 The above \erse was one of the number. 



bear as poetry, so does he charge his pictures with a weight of idea, 
which their form and colour can scarcely realise, and in both he calls 
upon the spectator to be at once the witness and the interpreter 
of his work. From this there results in his poetry the following 
effect— that he is at his finest when he has to tell some plain story, 
or exemplify some comparatively simple thought, the insertion into 
which of physical facts will heighten, rather than jar upon the 
meaning ; or in verses which treat intellectual ideas from n purely 
sensuous basis, such, for instance, as in those sonnets which are 
concerned with the passion of love. When, however, he seeks to 
treat either a purely intellectual, or a purely spiritual subject, he 
fails almost inevitably, and that apparently in painting as well as 
in poetry. Like Animus, if he is held off the earth too Jong his 
strength fails him. This painter-like quality makes his verse puzzlingly 
contradictory, for in idea, the poetry is almost without exception of a 
singularly pure and intellectual character, and very often of high 
spiritual significance. 

Turning from his verse to his painting, the same curious con- 
tradiction is forced upon our attention. \Vc find continually in his 
pictures, that the reproduction of the sensuous part of his subject is 
interfered with by the strange half-refining, half-abstract, quality of 
his intellect. This is especially evident in his treatment of the form 
of the human body, in which he has two methods, both adapted to 
the same end, or rather, perhaps, both unconsciously tending to the 
same end. One is to leave out as much as possible all detailed 
drawing, to suffuse the whole body in a mist of colour, in which no 
modelling of flesh or structure of bone is clearly visible. 'I he other 
method is to accentuate those portions of the body, or the features, 
which best help to express emotion, and so to use and arrange them 
as to produce a definite emotional idea. The long necks in which so 
many of his female figures rejoice, the slender hands with fingers 
turning round one another, the heavy curved lips, and the other 
physical peculiarities t<a be traced in lus works, ace all due to die 
passionately sensuous, but equally passionately intellectual, nature of 
Rossetti; they are the record of a man whose sense of Ixrauty nns 
always being disturbed by his sense of feeling. 

When all is said and done, this sense of beau tv is that upon 
which his great praise must be founded, and is also the ultimate test 
by which all painters must be judged. Artists and critics may tell us 
that this detail is impossible, and the other absurd ; the moralist may 
preach that there is here too morbid an insistence upon one idea ; the 
general public mav deplore the lack of their much-loved catchpenny 
subjects ; and the Philistine may laugh at the eccentric form in which 
Mr. Rossetti’s ideas are produced. Hut if the net result is beautiful, if 
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bear as poetry, so does he charge his pictures with a weight of idea, 
which their form and colour can scarcely realise, and in both he calls 
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turning round one another, the heavy curved lips, and the other 
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passionately sensuous, but equally passionately intellectual, nature of 
Rossetti ; they are the record of a man whose sense of beauty was 
always being disturbed by his sense of feeling. 

When all is said and done, this sense of beauty is that upon 
which his great praise must be founded, and is also the ultimate test 
by which all painters must be judged. Artists and critics may tell us 
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the one idea is truly and finely expressed, the chief aim of the painter 
has been achieved ; and the world, which is only unjust for a brief 
space — too often, alas! the space of a lifetime— will not let the work 
die. This is the rock upon which so many artists, especially so many 
modern English and French artists, split ; their pictures are frequently 
possessed of every merit save that one which alone would justify 
their existence. In this respect the subject of my article is entitled 
to be considered as a supreme artist. In some of his works, 
especially in his later ones, when the fatal influence of chloral was 
beginning to wither his powers, there arc distortions and even ugli- 
nesses such as can scarcely be condoned, and we cannot help 
regretting that, throughout a great part of his life, the influence of 
one type of woman should have been so great as to appear in all his 
pictures — now as Proserpine, now as the Virgin Mar)’, and so 
throughout the range of his poetical fancies, and the old legends with 
which he occupied his pencil. But when all these deficiencies are 
subtracted, or allowed for, there remain a series of pictures which 
have such marvellous glory of colouring, such intensely vivid feeling. < 
and such beauty of detail, that I at least know not where to find their 
parallel. They are living, breathing poems, at once delicate and 
strong, passionate and pure, and appear to say the last word possible 
upon their various subjects. 

Take as an example of this, the celebrated picture of the painter’s 
wife, done after her death, and entitled 41 Beata Beatrix.” The subject 
is simple enough — a three-quarter-length figure of a woman, whose 
head has fallen slightly backward upon her shoulders in sleep, which 
we feel will soon be that of death. Fluttering in front of her is a 
crimson bird, bearing a poppy in its mouth ; behind her a sun-dial ; 
while in the distance of the Florentine streets stand Dante and the 
Angel of Love watching. Descriptions of pictures, as some one says, 
are stupid things at the best ; but here they seem to me even more 
than usually inadequate. No amount of description could convey 
any hint of the intense and beautiful peace which marks this painting. 
It is like that of summer woods at early dawn, before the first 
bird has begun to sing, and the last star faded. Nor only are the 
face and expression perfect ; the whole picture tells a story with 
an emphasis only the more clear because of the intense quietude. Like 

11 V, per a £F ca * actress, we hear, and feel the weight of every 
syllable. And this is^ fine technically, as well as emotionally, for 
curiously enough in this, probably his finest picture, Rossetti shows 
mu j° r n ? ne that wilfulness so frequently present in his works. 

. drawing, if not very markedly good, is unobtrusive and unobjec- 
tionable ; the disposition of the drapery (always a strong point with 
this artist) is simplicity and dignity itself, the position full both of 
grace and suggestion, is at the same time markedly original, and 
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represented with the utmost ease; while of the colouring no one 
can speak in terms of too high praise. The picture is suffused 
with a misty sunshine, and all the hues therein arc somewhat low in 
lone ; but into their transparent depths ihc eye looks down and down, 
as through the still waters of a lake ; and the effect of the whole is 
that of some vcryMnnrvcflous piece of quiet music, played at a great 
distance. This picture, loo, gives ns a good opportunity of noticing 
die strange combination of realism and idealism in Rossetti's painting, 
a combination which is of course due to, and Is, indeed, scarcely more 
dian one manifestation of, that habit of mind of which we have sjwken 
above. What may be called the furniture of his pictures, the caskets 
which his women nold in their hands, the censers and candlesticks 
and musical instruments which they use, or the flowers or foliage with 
which they arc adorned or surrounded, is almost invariably drawn 
and {Minted with the greatest delicacy and skill from the objects them- 
selves. And those who went to the sale, which took place after his 
death, of the {winter’s effects must have seen many of the strangely- 
shaped instruments and brazen vessels which appear in these pictures. 

Hut with all this attention to natural or artificial fact, Rossetti is far 
from !>eing a realistic painter ; indeed it is only in these subsidiary 
facts that his realism shows. Ills manner of painting flesh and 
drapery' is utterly opjioscd to that which obtains so greatly in the 
present day, which takes account of every variation of texture, which 
in fact arms at producing tile actual impression on the eye which is 
produced by the real thing. In the sense that Alma-1 .ulema is a 
flesh painter, or M. I.efcbvre. Rossetti is none — and would not be if 
he could. It seems strange that this man, who has been accused so 
strongly of sensualism, would have undoubtedly said that the modern 
practice of representing the nude model, was degraded in feeling and 
inartistic in practice. 

What he attempts to do in his painting of flesh, is to combine its 
trnnslucencies of colour w ith as much of the form as lie can show 
without making the details prominent, but never to suggest the 
actual texture of the flesh itself— never to put a nude model on to 
his canvas. 1 When he paints a woman who shows breast or arm, 
he does so ns frankly as a Greek would have done, and with as 
absolute a reliance upon its being the right and natural thing. The 
coarseness which strikes so vividly one who enters the French Salon 
for the first time, and sees hanging on every' side life-size studies of 
nude models, is entirely absent from his work, nor can any hint of 
such feeling be found therein. One reason for this lies probably in 

1 Pethap* 1 should add here that Rossetti, to the best of my belief neser painted a wholly 
node f.gurc. I possess a rather curious pen-drawing of his of a nude woman netting out of 
bed, and holding out her arms for softie clothes sihkh a maid servant M reaching down 
from a peg ; hat what « as the date of this, or the meaning’ of the ju!>;cct, I do no! know. 
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the fact, which is difficult to account for, but which the history of 
art proves to be certain, that really great colour can hardly give an 
impression of coarseness. It seems somehow as if colour were a 
furnace whose fierce heat burned up all mean and unworthy things. 
But a still stronger reason is probably that of the painter’s own 
personality,— one which, as I have been trying to show, sought 
not to clothe physical fact with emotional and intellectual ideas, but 
to express these ideas in terms of fact. The difference may very 
likely appear to my readers to be slight and unimportant; to me, 1 
confess, it is the reverse. The man was a poet by nature, he became 
an artist by education, and owing to an intense desire to express 
himself in painting as well as in song. . The first medium afforded 
his passionate, Southern spirit the glory which he needed ; the last 
gave an outlet to the melody with which his nature was endowed. 
The action and reaction were very subtle, and one can see now that 
while the painting certainly prevented his poetry from being as fine 
as it might have been ; the poetry invariably upheld and dignified 
his painting even in its wildest moments. Across both, the reflec- 
tion of the man’s own vivid Italian disposition often fell with startling 
effect, obtruding itself and its feelings into every variety of subject, 
and in all kinds of diverse manners ; and one of the strangest qualities 
in this painter’s strange art, is the continual conflict, both in his 
paintings and his poems, of the passionate egoism which was the 
natural bent of his mind, intensified by the circumstances of his life, 
and the sense of dramatic fitness which is, perhaps, his strongest 
intellectual characteristic. 


J hardly know whether this conflict shows most clearly in poetry 
or tn painting; it is perfectly evident in both, and his finest 
work in either art is to be found, as we should naturally expect, in 
such subjects as those in which the dramatic presentment of the 
poem or painting is little more than an echo of some personal 
m j 01 ^/ ^' s gives their intense power to sucli poems as Jenny 
a /*d The Last Confession , and in a minor degree to the ballad and 
the paintings of The Blessed Damoecl. This gives point and 
meaning to the pictures of Beatrice and Dante ; and again, this inter- 
ieres continually with his dramatic realisation of many poetical 
ideas with which he deals, but from which he cannot expel his own 
personality, and which appear, in his presentment of them, so tinged 
with subjective influences as to be dramatically feeble. 


. \ no . t0 dwell on this point ; only we must remember 
Wm Jir r ma0 was,— out of suits with fortune, and 

mmseir, from the beginning of his life, having suffered the great loss 

3 m ° St ? 3 * S . S00 , n as he had been united to her, being sub- 

sequently possessed by the strange beauty of the face which he has 
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made so familiar to us, having his health ruined by indulgence in 
chloral, and his spirit broken by 'one of the most painful diseases 
which a man can bear ; having become as suspicious of his friends 
as his enemies, and living in almost complete isolation, it is not 
wonderful that, towards the close of his life, his painting grew to have 
little more than a desponding echo of the earlier Beauty: an oft- 
repeated cry of grief or weariness. 

If, however, we take his work in the best period, between the 
dates, that is to say, of 1850 and 1876, and look with especial care 
at the earlier drawings, we find that if the painter repeated himself 
in later years, he did so from no lack of invention or imagina- 
tion, and that his youth, indeed, shows an inventiveness and a fancy 
which arc only too exuberant and are apt to waste their power by 
being too lavishly displayed. In the Fine Arts Club at Savile Row 
there is at the present time* a collection of Rossettis which is especi- 
ally rich in his early water-colour works, and in these alone is to be 
found sufficient artistic material to supply an ordinary painter for 
his lifetime. We cannot stay to mention these separately, but must 
just call attention to the very lovely one which represents the first 
meeting of Dante and Beatrice, a drawing which, for bright beauty 
of colour, originality of treatment, and vivid grasp of its subject, is 
perhaps the finest Rossetti ever conceived. In this, as in many 
others of the same period, not a trace is to be found of the heavy 
despairing state of mind which shows in his later work. They are 
bright, almost blithe, in conception, and are painted with a simple 
purity of colour which is akin only to that used by the very early 
Italian painters. Looking at these, we understand the early work 
of Millais and Hunt, and see whence it derived its inspiration. 
And it is curious to notice that these works are infinitely more 
English in the style of face and personality than those of later years. 

A word must be said of the one scene of English modern life 
which the painter attempted — the picture known by the name of 
" Found,” nnd drawn in illustration of a ballad by Mr, W, B, Scott, 
one of Rossetti's oldest friends. This represents a woman found in 
London by her quondam lover, after many a year of shameful life. 
He is holding her hands and looking down towards her ; she has 
shrunk away from his touch and gaze, and is crouching against a 
low wall. In the background is a bridge over the river ; by the side 
of the man stands, not without its added touch of terrible meaning, 
a cart with a netted calf bleating piteously. The time is early 
morning, and the bridge and distance are blue and misty ; the whole 
picture is pale and cold in its effect of colour. This the Academy 
catalogue informs us, not quite correctly, was painted in rSSa ; as a 
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matter of fact it was, I believe, painted in i S68, or thereabouts, and 
was only slightly altered, and, my informant assures me, considerably 
spoilt, in 1882. However this may be, there is some intrinsic 
evidence for it to be found in the small pen-and-ink drawing for the 
same subject, which is now being exhibited at the Fine Arts Club, 
wherein the face of the countryman is different and far finer in 
expression than in the finished picture. The chief interest centres in 
the face of the woman, and it is the extraordinary power which Mr. 
Rossetti has shown in this portion of the picture which renders the 
whole so supremely interesting. Few artists have cared to grapple with 
an idyll of London life such as this, painting the naked truth with no 
extenuating circumstances, and many of those who see this picture 
are no doubt excessively shocked at being brought face to face with 
such a scene. But it is a fitting corollary to the painter's poem of 
Jenny — the last word which was needed to render that story com- 
plete. In very truth Mr. Rossetti has been able to imprint on a 
woman's (ace, seen in one supreme moment, traces of all the gay, 
reckless, shameful, shameless, horrible life she has led since first . 
she lay amongst the blown grass in the meadows — 

“ And wondered v\ here the city was.” 

It is all here — past innocence and present guilt, and almost-forgotten 
love and honour, struggling to drown memory that will not die, and 
shanie, and terror, and despair. Not a pleasant picture, but one 
which- goes to the root of the matter, with which it deals j one which 
is, as Ruskin once said of a somewhat similar painting by Mr. 
Holman Hunt, “powerful to meet full in the front the social evil 
of the age in which it is painted; to, waken into mercy the cruel 
thoughtlessness of youth, and subdue the severities of judgment 
into the sanctity of compassion." Looking at' this picture, at the 
poem of Jenny and The Last Confession , and at the ballads of* 
Rose Mary and ’ Txuixt Hohnscotc and Murstcote , we touch, I think, 
upon the real strength of Rossetti, a strength which underlay all his 
eccentricities and weaknesses. He never paltered with the facts of 
the case, no matter how terrible ; but in the life of others, as well as 
in his own, cut down to the truth. No wonder he gave offence to the 
decorous, and was a stumbling-block to the shallow. What do either 
want with unpleasant fact, told in the barest and least conventional 
terms ? And Rossetti’s frankness reached almost to the verge of 
cynicism ; he spared others no more than he did himself. 

Throughout all, however, and despite the curious garb in which 
he disguised his meaning, truth was always his aim ; the nature 
of the man was sincere throughout. In an age when painters 
have few beliefs, and hold those very lightly, this man scarcely 
stirred a step m art except in obedience to his own inspiration, 
and was strong enough, despite all his failings, to modify the 
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practices, if he did not actually change the creeds, of half the artists 
of his time. To him, as we have said, Millais owed his poetical 
inspiration, and his most beautiful pictures were painted under that 
influence; ’to him Holman' Hunt was even more indebted; from 
him, though soon able to strike out a line for himself, sprang Mr. 
Burne-Jones, fully equipped for the fight, like a second Minerva, 
from the brain of a second Jove ; to his early friendship with William 
Morris at Oxford, when he went there to paint the frescoes in the 
Union, we probably owe the determining impulse which set the 
author of the Earthly Paradise on the road to that decoration which 
has changed the look of half the houses in London, and substituted 
art for ugliness all over the kingdom ; and to him probably, if we 
could trace it back, we owe, almost equally with Ruskin, the growth 
of the feeling that art was more than a mere trade, and that an 
artist has duties' to himself and his art, as well as to his pocket and 
his public. 

For his fame it is probably unfortunate that he did not confine 
himself to poetry, or that he did not begin painting earlier, study 
it more rigorously, and confine himself to it more entirely ; but 
for the world at large I doubt whether he could have done, being 
what he was, better work. He was to all young artists and young 
writers a tower of strength, a light to encourage them to despise 
conventions, and to give up their lives to their art. He was, in 
fact, a standing protest against the idols of the market— an influ- 
ence that made, as Arnold would say, for artistic righteousness. In 
the minds of hundreds of young men, who never even saw him, there 
lurked a satisfaction that down at Chelsea a man was living, painting, 
and writing, without caring a brass farthing for anybody’s opinion, 
for that is the one temper that produces good artistic work. The 
difficulties under which a young artist, be he painter or poet, 
labours, are so enormous, the "circumstances of the age are so much 
against his profession, and the confusion of counsellors is so great, 
that unless he can close his ears, and possess his soul in patience, 
it is a thousand to one against his producing first-rate work. The 
comparative isolation of Rossetti’s life did not produce his short- 
comings, though no doubt it narrowed his range of sympathies ; it 
was his persistent dwelling upon one idea, and the unfortunate 
coincidence which gave him models of a physical type which 
exactly fitted the artistic peculiarities of his temperament. The 
conjunction of these circumstances forced him into one groove of 
thought, and held him there like a vice ; and there are few things more 
pathetically evident about any modem painter, than the way in which 
he struggled, and struggled in vain, to free himself from the chain 
of feeling and thought which his own hands had bound round him. 

But his influence was scarcely the less for his personal short. 
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comings— they proved him. human even to his simple 'enthusiastic 
disciples, and they were of the kind that bring; pity rather than 
contempt, for they were as much the result of idiosyncrasy and 
misfortune, as of misconduct— from the first the man, with all his 
genius, could scarcely have been successful or happy in the ordinary 


What place in the history of art and literature his achieve- 
ments will eventually hold is difficult even to surmise, but one or 
two points may be confidently asserted. In the future, Rossetti will 
stand less as the painter- poet than as the leader of the great 
artistic movement of England in the nineteenth century ; his 
work will be regarded and prized even more for what it effected, 
than for its intrinsic merit. As we get a little farther removed 
in time from the controversies which have raged round the 
modern schools of poetry and painting, it will be seen that his was 
the central figure of the combat, his hand raised the standard round 
which the foemen rallied. Two or three only of the poems are 
likely to survive the taste of the present day, and of these Jenny is . 
far the most important, and will always stand as a statement, in 
singularly strong and beautiful words, of that problem of woman- 
hood, for which, as yet, no one has found a solution. The Last 
Confession is, perhaps, the most complete of all the poems, but it 
touches on no such universal chord as that with which Jenny is con- 
cerned, and is interesting chiefly as a study of morbid love and 
jealousy ; and all the other poems, beautiful as they are, will, we fear, 
be neglected in future years, if only because of their dependence 
upon a special phase of feeling which is not one with which most 
readers have any sympathy. They are not too egoistic to last, but 
they are egoistic in too unusual, too subtle a way, and the strange- 
ness of their form, natural as it was to the man who wrote them, will 
probably in after years make them appear half affected, and hall 
incomprehensible. Perhaps the crowning misfortune for a poet, when 
his chances of immortality are being considered, is that men should 
read him less for what he says than for what may be called the atmo- 
sphere of his verse— when he pleases our senses without stirring our 
sympathies. This is to a certain extent the case with Rossetti, 
lhe young, the healthy, and the brave may delight in his writing 
J? r rousic, and even find a half-pleasure in its iteration of grief. 
.kV* ^ * m P oss *kle that they should sympathise with the work as a 
whole; the cry of pain is too continuous, too long sustained, followed 
out into too many various directions. The thought comes across us 
as we read, that though the poet was sincere, his poetry is not; that 
.' v * 1!C * l » wherever they begin, end only in the grave, are 
a I f r ^hties of life and action, and have no true bearing thereon, 
c . .°ubt is apt to rise as to the reality of the sorrow we find 
o exquisitely expressed. The roughness, the impatience of great 
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grief are wholly lacking ; ire might even suspect occasionally that in 
his own way the poet is enjoying his tragedies, i? cherishing his 
tears. And the consequence is that one grows into a habit of listen- 
ing to him much ns one does to the prattle of a child — glad when lie 
says anything wise, tender, or beautiful, but attaching little or no 
importance to the thread of his discourse. 

The place of his painting is even harder to determine. Many 
artists would tell us that it is not painting at all, and from one point of 
view they would be right. Hut is this really the question ? Another 
age may deny that the modem French school are painters, or that 
there is any painting save that of Germany and the Low Countries : 
or may erect some new standard, or return to some old one which 
is now' forgotten. Who shall decide what is and what is not paint- 
ing, If wc once leave the broad track of beautiful colour applied to a 
plane surface so as to produce a beautiful result ? And if the deci- 
sion can be made so as to exclude the work of which we are talking, 
wc should have to consider whether, if this be not painting, it is not 
something else than painting which we require. This is at all events 
— Art. There is no doubt of that; and the best examples possess 
three qualities, which it is excessively rare to find in combination. 
They arc at once passionate, poetical, and refined, and tidy the 
spectator to associate them with ideas of manufacture. Such as it 
is, the work has evidently grown from its author's character, like a 
dower from the earth, and bears scarcely a trace of another’s influ- 
ence. The hope of immortality lies in this fact. Copies die. but 
for originals, however imperfect, there is always a chance. It is. 1 
imagine, as unlikely that future generations will understand the 
meaning of their author, as that they will care to follow out Ins cunous 
life ami character ; but the qualities of imagination and passion and 
tile technical perfection of the colouring, will probably secure these 
works a place in the history of art. For as poems in colour, the 
world has seen nothing finer since the days of 'i iti-w. 

I would apologise to my readers for the desultory character of 
these notes, did I not fed, and fed most strongly, that the tim*» Ins 
not vet come in which it is possible to estimate in any compl-t** 
degree the scope and character of Dante Rossettis work. Any 
ctulcavour to do so would inevitably trench upon i"*r-oml matters, 
and give pain to many people. 1 have tried, pruhablv with 
unsuccess, to steer a middle course, and to suggest the truth *-o far 
as this could be done without offence. And summing up tbit 
truth in a sentence, it comes to this — that Room's was a trs*' 
artistic genius, wedded to a nature which was dmm: c-tptdh 
passionate and intellectual, an Italian rather than an Kr.Jsdi 
character, and that though tfc- circumstance* of l.i» I.*- thwart'd 
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his powers to an unusual extent, they did not alter in any essential 
respect the character of his work. Under no conceivable circum- 
stances, I think, would the man’s genius have driven him straight 
and fast along any given road, and to a predetermined end : the 
seeds of contradiction were in himself as well as in his surroundings. 
His intellect and his senses were like two millstones, and would 
have ground each other to pieces had there been no interposing 
medium. In judging him we must not forget that he was an alien 
in race and more than an alien in character ; neither his virtues nor 
his vices were such as we display. We can at least thank him for 
this, that he broke with one fierce wrench the bonds of artistic con- 
vention, and taught English artists that they might dare to paint 
and write their thoughts and feelings without regard to prohibition, 
or convention. 
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X.— THE PAINTING OF 
HOLMAN HUNT. 


HAT is the prevailing characteristic, the leading 
“ note," to use the art slang of to-day, in this painter’s 
work ? ‘Well, Hunt has been painting for nearly 
fifty years, and the main results of his life's work 
could be got into one small room. Given that the 
artist has been, as is notoriously the case, an in- 
defatigable worker during all this period, we can see by this how 
J ‘ thorough.” has been his execution of each picture ; and thorough- 
ness is, indeed, the most vital quality of his painting. Artists of 
more spontaneous impulse we have amongst us, but for men who 
have carried out that impulse to a degree equal to Hunt, we may 
look in vain. Never, perhaps, in the history of art were there great 
pictures with which it was so easy to find fault, and which it was so 
impossible to disregard — pictures whose peculiarities irritated so 
many and yet’ interested all. It is the old story, if a man has any- 
thing to say he is always worth listening to, and this artist has much 
that he wants to tell us. Briefly, then, the key to Hunt’s art is this 
thoroughness, this desire, and more than desire, this determination to 
get to the very heart of his subject — to its very heart of hearts, And 
this, too, is the reason why no one can pass his work by, and, perhaps, 
partially the reason why so many find, it unsatisfactory. For the 
majority of people live in grooves of habit in their visual impressions, 
just as they do in their daily occupations. Accustomed to look but 
little at nature, and that little with languid, and for the most part, 
preoccupied interest, they accept unhesitatingly whatever rendering 
a painter giVcs them, so long as it is of the ordinarj* conventional 
kind ; but directly the groove Is -forsaken, they are forced cither to 
gC ackno\vledge or defend their ignorance ; and w hat defence is so easy 
as to say oneself is right, and the painter is wrong. It is a hard 
saying, but the truth is always offensive, save to the true. People 
w iH pm up, cither in pictures or life, with almost anything that does 
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not come too closely home to them— does not force them to reconsider 
their conventionalities, either of sight or action. Does any thinking 
man in England— l ask. this question in all seriousness— does any 
thinking man in England who knows Holman Hunt's work, doubt 
that he might have been a Royal Academician a dozen times over if 
he had only conformed ever so little to the conventional creed? 
Had he painted babies in white satin smocks, or old gentlemen in 
ruffs, or Venetian vagabonds, or Highland cattle, how gladly he 
would have been welcomed to the Academic ranks ; with what ease 
and security he might have gained a fortune and a baronetcy, .and 
lived in a Kensington palace to the end of his days I But fancy an 
Academy rewarding or honouring a man who has simply done his 
best for art, who has given every hour of his life to producing great 
pictures, and neglected to fill his pockets. 

Take, lest any one should think these only vague generalities, a little 
detail. A few years ago half artistic London was raving about^ke 
painting of the draperies of a picture by Mabuse, which was being 
exhibited at the “Old Masters.” Now, in “The Shadow of the 
Cross,” the blue robe of the Virgin is painted with a perfection which 
has all the character of clear, brilliant colour, reality, and complete- 
ness, of Mabuse’s work on twenty times the scale, and possesses, 
moreover, what Mabuse's art did not possess, the qualities of denoting 
texture, while lending itself to the lines of the form beneath. Since 
these Flemish painters, no one has ever painted drapery at all till Mr. 
Hunt and Rossetti. Take another point — expression. Now, of all 
the merits of the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood, this merit of expression 
was perhaps the chief. Rossetti, Millais, and Hunt, all sought it, 
and all in different ways gained their end. But as Millais is un- 
doubtedly peculiarly celebrated in this respect, it is worthwhile to 
note the difference between the emotions (and their expression) of his 
men and women, and those of our present subject. The difference 
is, in the main, one of sentiment — sentiment as opposed to passion. 
A trick (I use the word in no contemptuous sense) of the eyes and 
mouth — a pleading expression — which throws the character, as it were, 
upon one s special protection., and which, gives, a. penjilbuc softened, 
beauty to the face which he depicts; this is, briefly speaking, Millais’ 
habitual way of exciting our interest. If we think of his most noted 
subject-pictures, from “The Huguenot” to the present day, we find this 
gentle, beautiful pathos always the main point. Sometimes we have 
it tinged with the sentiment of self-sacrifice, as in “The Huguenot”; 
sometimes with that of duty, as in “The Black Brunswicker J * ; some- 
times with that of love and terror, as in “The Proscribed Royalist" ; 
sometimes with that of reflection, or appeal, or sadness, as the girl 
considering what her answer should be to her lover’s letter, “ Yes 
or No ?” the young wife asking her husband to “Trust Her” - or 



in the many girl-pictures in which, under various fanciful titles, this 
artist has given us more of the dreaminess, the bearable sadness, and 
the unconscious pathos of childhood, than has been set down else- 
where. A question, an appeal, a regret — is it not true that every 
.Millais picture is expressive of one of these ? Speaking quite clearly, 
is it not true that it is emotion of the circulating-library kind which 
we have^ here, in which sentimentalism is chosen in place of passion, 
and in which love bears an undue relation to the other affairs of life ? 
Turn to Hunt’s work and we see the difference at once ; the painter’s 
mind is set in another key; the emotion does not interest him. so 
long as it is unconnected with thought. The faces of his characters 
are rarely — we might almost, say never — simply loving, trusting, or 
mournful ; they are instinct with complicated feelings — are in process 
of change from one emotion to another, even as the bodies of his 
characters are almost invariably in change from one action to another. 
For — and this, be it noted, is one of the vital differences between these 
great painters — Hunt is always successful in painting action, Millais 
..in painting rest. 

Broadly speaking, we may say that the sentimental finds no place 
in Hunt's art; love, with him, is too strong a passion, of too vital 
issues, to be treated lightly. Compare for the extremes of differ- 
ence such pictures as the famous “ Light of the World " and the 
" Awakened Conscience.’’ The first showing us a face, beautiful 
indeed, but even more powerful, beneficent and calm, in which kind- 
ness and irresistible authority are most wonderfully blended ; the 
second, filled with jarring chords of emotion and perverted feeling, 
of shattered peace and ruined life. It is no exaggeration and no 
imaginative reading to say that from the man’s face in the one picture 
and the other, there look out at us a god and a devil ; for, as I read 
it, the tragedy of the " Awakened Conscience " is hardly to be found 
so much in the woman’s face, instinct though it be with sudden, awful 
remembrance of what she was and is, but in her companion's ghastly 
indifference to her feeling. It is absurd to attempt a precise descrip- 
tion of this picture when it has been once so finely given as by 
Ruskin, but 1 may, perhaps, be pardoned for pointing out one detail 
of real, if possibly unintentional significance, which our great writer 
has left unmentioned. In the large looking-glass, which forms a 
portion of the background to this composition, is reflected the window 
of the opposite side of the room, and through it a garden bright 
with sunshine and spring foliage. Against this, the reflection of the 
woman shows as it would actually do under such conditions of light 
— dark and almost shapeless, just as a blot upon the brightness. . The 
moral is too evident to need pointing out. But, indeed, in this picture 
there are not one but a score of details which show the intense Intel- 
. lectual effort of the painter, as well as his emotional perception and 
power. 

H 
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Let us turn to the 41 Light of the World," a picture which is, 
in some respects, a work apart from the rest. This is, if I may use 
the expression, one painted from within rather than from without. 1 
find in every Hue the trace of an intense imaginative conception 
which is somewhat at variance with the usual effect given, by the 
majority of Holman Hunt’s works. Perhaps I shall make my 
meaning clear if 1 say that the keynote of this picture is unity, 
and of the others, diversity. We can imagine a spectator of the 
most opposed artistic creed saying, “If this be pre-Raphaelitism, I 
will become a convert to-morrow," for in this composition, varied 
and minute as is the detail, the central thought and figure entirely 
dominate the work. 1 doubt whether, out of every ten people who 
look at this picture, there are more than two or three who see any- 
thing clearly but the central figure; nay, even to one who knows 
the composition well, it is difficult to recall the details , the barred 
and ivy-bound door, the grass and brambles ; even the double 
crown and the white robe are lost, or rather, arc only dimly felt, in 
comparison with the face of Christ. I have dwelt upon this subject,, 
for it leads to the consideration of why this work is so much more 
popular than any other painting by this artist, and why so many 
people are intolerant of Mr. Holman Hunt's paintings. The reasons 
for the popularity and the power of this picture are (though it is 
rarely that the same cause accounts for both) the same. The “ Light 
of the World” was painted under the stress of an intense religious 
conviction, the subject being, to use the artist’s own significant word, 
‘'vouchsafed" to him. He believes firmly that subject, detail, and 
treatment' were revealed to him for a distinct purpose, and in elaborate 
detail. Evidently a picture painted in such a manner will inevitably 
touch the heart more nearly than any purely intellectual work. 

y *, S - j - effcct 6'ven to the work more powerful, but of 
a iHerent kind ; it mounts into the region of feeling, and is inspired 
y a similar emotion to that of the subject ; and in a religious 
picture this is three-parts of the battle. 


a f ter the Light; of the World,” the ■' Scapegoat " is the 
■ I e i" known of all Mr. Hunt's scriptural subjects, and practi- 
ce work k u d c Clp , e P lcture - The goat, which gives the title to 
the intend n gh c ° nce 'ved and painted, and truly striking 

he snM l ed r 0f s . uffi i rm S and isolation, is, after the first look at 
whh tv '■ r ° rgo r tten 111 , l ' ,e consideration of the gaunt, desolate land, 
narrow s,r o ? r 0f c T tall ' 3ed ™d bleaching skeletons, of the 
. .. se J drearily dark under the shadow of the surround- 
r"£ flushed »hh rh 0VC ,° f lhe P^k 3 °f the mountains, as they 
wonderful s'-v wh' wt scar . el and crimson of sunset, into that 

gold and purple The*''' ' '™ h ‘ hc ? CtUa ’ 

r t- diure nerseil.^ I here is a good opportunity to 



notice, with regard to this work, how infinitely the dreariness of the 
scene is increased by the two matters which ought, from a conven- 
tional point of view, to take some of it away— the presence of a living 
animal, and the presentation of the landscape under a flush of beauti- 
.ful light. Under no grey sky, with no hint of human occupation to 
connect it with ourselves, could this end of the Dead Sea look so 
dreary as here. 

“Strayed Sheep” takes us to another side of the painter's art. 
The picture represents a kind of little glade of rocks, brambles, 
ferns, wild-flowers, etc., with the sheep in the immediate foreground ; 
in the distance we see the slopes of the downs and a bit of sea, The 
whole is in the most brilliant light, and every item of grass and 
flower, of the sheep’s fleece, etc., is given with great elaboration and 
distinction. The remark which I should like to make first about 
this work is that the picture is peculiarly a happy one. Albeit 
in every respect pre-Raphaelite, the work is one of those which the 
people most opposed— as they think and say — to pre-Raphaelitism, 
.nevertheless like. This, moreover, is a picture in which the artist 
seems for once not to have had any ulterior motive, but just to have 
gone down to a lonely place in lovely weather, and worked away 
happily, without too much thought. And, without dwelling further 
on the technical character, this brings us to the consideration of 
what is at the bottom of both Mr. Hunts excellences and faults 
as an artist. Of his excellences, since it spurs him on to over- 
come difficulties which have seldom been grappled with, and to 
realise his subjects in utmost minutiae; of his defects, since it 
prevents him from seeing the boundary between the possible and 
the impossible, the desirable and the undesirable. He wants paint- 
ing to clo more than lies within its power, — to perform the office not 
only of Art, but of religion and literature. He is so anxious to have 
his meaning made clear to the utmost degree that he frequently 
forgets that the most subtle meanings are sometimes, and not seldom, 
those which vanish when they are too clearly brought forward. The 
consequence is .that he is always treading a narrow boundary-line 
between tbe sublime and \be ridwadmis, for Art cannot be contorted 
of so many beautiful, and so many emblematical objects. A picture 
may be thought out till it is in description on paper a perfect demon- 
stration of its subject, and may nevertheless fail to convey its 
meaning as essentially as a rough sketch which has been drawn, so 
to speak, in molten thought from the crucible of the imagination. 
The rock upon which Mr. Hunt splits is, I venture to say, this — 
that he does not sufficiently remember that true pre-Raphaelitism 
does not insist equally upon every detail, but insists upon each 
detail in relative proportion to the importance. When I say the 
importance, I mean, of course, importance with regard to the chosen 
subject. The gain to significance of the perfect rendering of all the 
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subordinate facts of a composition is right so long, and only so long, 
as no fraction of significance of the main subject is lost thereby ; 
directly the detail begins to encumber the meaning, directly it does 
not fulfil a definite function in the realisation of the scene, _ the detail 
is wrong. For a picture is not a treatise upon a subject, but a 
rendering of a scene, a thought, or a feeling, and wc cannot follow 
out in it many complicated lines of thought ; what it really teaches, 
must be taught through one comparatively simple idea. 

* I shall not describe here "The Finding of our Saviour in the 
Temple;” the picture has been exhibited so widely throughout 
England, and is well known by both engraving and description. 
Suffice it to say that this is the most elaborate of H urn’s religious 
works, the most brilliant in colour and most painstaking in work. 
Nor shall I speak of the dark maiden standing against a gorgeous 
Egyptian sunset, entitled " The After-Glow,” which was exhibited at 
the Grosvenor Gallery. A few words, however, must be given to 
the most quiet and perhaps the most poetic of all Hunt's scenes > 
of modern life, "The Ship,” which bears a motto from the poem 
In Manorial/!, commencing — 

'* Tair ship, that from the Italian shore, 

With my lost Arthur's loved remains, 

Sailcst the placid ocean plains, 

Spread thy Tull wings, and waft him o*cr." 

This shows us the deck of a P. and O. steamer at night, with a 
sailor at the wheel, a Lascar bending down to the saloon skylight 
to talk to some one within, an old Anglo-Indian soldier with a white 
puggaree round his wide-awake, a woman leaning her arm upon the 
bulwarks and looking out into the night, — these arc all the actors in 
the scene; and it is worthy of notice how entirely Hunt has sue- 
ceeded in presenting them to .us quite dearly and plainly, and yet 
carefully avoided concentrating our attention upon any or ail of them. 
The passage of the ship through the night is the subject of this 
picture, and the clearness with which the artist has realised this 
scene, and given us its very essence is hardly to be overpraised. It 
was the fashion when this work was first exhibited at the Grosvenor 
Gallery to run it down, and call it ordinary and conventional ; but 
time will remedy that, and people are beginning to see, though 
slowly, that there is more true imagination in realising the essence 
of a contemporary subject, than in reproducing the outside form of 
an antique life ; that we had better have true pictures of what is 
nearest to us in feeling, thought, and action, than false ones of what 
lies far behind, and is made beautiful, as are the shadows of the hills, 
by remoteness only. 

One other picture only shall be quoted here, and of this I will give 
my impression written when the work was first exhibited in - Auuust, 
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iSS5- _ It may be that I have exaggerated in recording the pleasure 
I received from this work ; but I have not since seen the picture and 
prefer therefore to leave the estimate untouched. 


“Mr. Holman Hunt’s great picture of ‘ The Triumph of the In- 
nocents ’ is at last finished, and is now being exhibited in Bond 
Street, at the Fine Art Society’s .Rooms. A work which has 
taken more than seven years to conceive and execute, has at 
least one title to consideration which is wanting to most of the 
hurried art of modern days, and seems almost to belong to 
those earlier times when pictures were painted in honour of the 
Deity or praise of the King, and intended to be lasting monuments 
of all that one man’s skill could produce to glorify his religion 
or exalt his patron. We live so fast nowadays, that to hear that 
a painter in the midst of us has spent so long over a single 
picture gives vs something of a shock ; it appears to be an 
anachronism, like Gordon’s refusal of money - rewards for 
* simply doing his duty.’ Nevertheless, in the centre of Bond 
Street, with Mr. Gullick’s ‘great mirror picture’ on one 
hand, and Mr. Van Beers’ cocottes on the other, here hangs 
‘The Triumph of the Innocents,’ attracting what notice it may 
from the English public. Descriptions of pictures are futile 
things at best, for no words that were ever coined can describe 
the simplest piece of fine colour or fine form so as to realise it 
for their reader ; and all that can be rightly conveyed is what 
may be called the literary quality of the painting — the emotional 
effect which its tints and shapes^ produce upon the mind. The 
time is towards dawn : the scene, a long plain, bounded in the 
distance with low mountains, amongst which watch-fires are 
burning; near the foreground some great trees break the 
monotony of the fields, and stretch a net-work of foliage and 
branches across the sky. In the foreground of the picture, 
Joseph is leading the mule bearing the Virgin and Saviour, 
and surrounding, following, and preceding him are a band of 
spirit-children strewing the way with flowers, and accompany- 
ing and protecting the pilgrims to Egypt. The scene is 
painted under a double light — that of the natural scene and 
that proceeding from the children. These, who represent the 
spirits of the martyred innocents, are surrounded by haloes oi 
vivid colour, and tread upon prismatic bubbles. Sue are e 
bald facts of the design. The idea, it will be aHowed, is^a 
- singularly fine and significant one ; if ever art ni>s «c , . 
excuse, it is in the treatment of such a subject as , 

would hardly have been possible to introduce s”P?™ tu j 
element into a picture with a more ^ ut,fu ii" te _ c 'o mpan y 
should be noticed, in passing, that the children 



1885. t It may be that 1 have exaggerated in recording the pleasure 
I received from this work ; but I have not since seen the picture and 
prefef therefore to leave the estimate untouched. 


" Mr. Holman Hunt’s great picture of 1 The Triumph of the In- 
nocents ' is at last finished, and is now being exhibited in Bond 
Street, at the Fine Art Society's .Rooms. A work which has 
taken more than seven years to conceive and execute, has at 
least one title to consideration which is wanting to most of the 
hurried art of modem days, and seems almost to belong to 
those earlier times when pictures were painted in honour of the 
Deity or praise of the King, and intended to be lasting monuments 
of all that one man’s skill could produce to glorify his religion 
or exalt his patron. We live so fast nowadays, that to hear that 
a painter in the midst of us has spent so long over a single 
picture gives us something of a shock ; it appears to be an 
anachronism, like Gordon’s refusal of money - rewards for 
* simply doing his duty.’ Nevertheless, in the centre of Bond 
Street, with Mr. Gullick’s 'great mirror picture' on one 
hand, and Mr. Van Beers’ cocottes on the other, here hangs 
‘The Triumph of the Innocents,’ attracting what notice it may 
from the English public. Descriptions of pictures are futile 
things at best, for no words that were ever coined can describe 
the simplest piece of fine colour or fine form so as to realise it 
for their reader ; and all that can be rightly conveyed is what 
may be called the literary quality of the painting — theemotional 
effect which its tints and shapes produce upon the mind. _ The 
time is towards dawn : the scene, a long plain, bounded in the 
distance with low mountains, amongst which watch-fires are 
burning; near the foreground some great trees break the 
monotony of the fields, and stretch a net-work of foliage and 
branches across the sky. In the foreground^ of the picture, 
Joseph is leading the mule bearing the Virgin and Saviour, 
and surrounding, following, and preceding him are a band of 
spirit-children strewing the way with flowers, and accompany- 
ing and protecting the pilgrims to Egypt. The scene is 
painted under a double light — that of the natural scene and 
that proceeding from the children. These, who represent the 
spirits of the martyred innocents, are surrounded by haloes ot 
vivid colour, and tread upon prismatic bubbles. Such are t e 
bald facts of the design. The idea, it will be allowed, is a 
singularly fine and significant one; if ever art mystic has a 
excuse, it is in the treatment of such a subject as this , an 
would hardly have been possible to introduce supernatural 
element into a picture with a more beautiful mten to ' 
should be noticed, in passing, that the children "ho acc p } 
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iSSs. # It may be that I have exaggerated in recording the pleasure 
I received from this work ; but I have not since seen the picture and 
prefer therefore to leave the estimate untouched. 

“ Mr. Holman Hunt’s great picture of ‘ The Triumph of the In- 
nocents ’ is at last finished, and is now being exhibited in Bond 
Street, at the Fine Art Society’s Rooms. A work which has 
taken more than seven years to conceive and execute, has at 
least one title to consideration which is wanting to most of the 
hurried art of modern days, and seems almost to belong to 
those earlier times when pictures were painted in honour of the 
Deity or praise of the King, and intended to be lasting monuments 
of all that one man’s skill could produce to glorify his religion 
or exalt his patron. We live so fast nowadays, that to hear that 
a painter in the midst of us has spent so long over a single 
picture gives us something of a shock ; it appears to be an 
anachronism, like Gordon’s refusal of money - rewards for 
‘ simply doing his duty.' Nevertheless, in the centre of Bond 
Street, with Mr. Gullick’s ‘great mirror picture’ on one 
hand, and Mr. Van Beers' cocoltcs on the other, here hangs 
‘The Triumph of the Innocents,’ attracting what notice it may 
from the English public. Descriptions of pictures are futile 
things at best, for no words that were ever coined can describe 
the simplest piece of fine colour or fine form so as to realise it 
for their reader ; and all that can be rightly conveyed is what 
may be called the literary quality of the painting — the emotional 
effect which its tints and shapes^ produce upon the mind. _ The 
time is towards dawn : the scene, a long plain, bounded in the 
distance with low mountains, amongst which watch-fires are 
burning; near the foreground some great trees break the 
monotony of the fields, and stretch a net-work of foliage and 
branches across the sky. In the foreground of the picture, 
Joseph. is leading the mule bearing the Virgin and Saviour, 
and surrounding, following, and preceding him are a band of 
spirit-children strewing the way with flowers, and accompany- 
ing and protecting the pilgrims to Egypt. The scene is 
painted under a double light — that of the natural scene and 
that proceeding from the children. These, who represent the 
spirits of the martyred innocents, are surrounded by haloes of 
vivid colour, and tread upon prismatic bubbles. Such are the 
bald facts of the design. The idea, it will be allowed, is a 
singularly fine and significant one; if ever art mystic has an 
excuse, it is in the treatment of such a subject as this ; and it 
would hardly have been possible to introduce supernatural 
element into a picture with a more beautiful intention. t 
should be noticed, in passing, that the children who accompany 
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the flight of Joseph and Mary, are supposed, in Mr. Hunts 
pictured to be invisible to them, and only seen by the infant 
Saviour, who is leaning down towards one of them, laughing. 

It seems to the present writer that a work of this kind presents 
several distinct problems to the critic and the picture-lover, 
each of which deserves to be dealt with separately before the v 
work can be estimated as a whole. First comes the question . 
of whether the picture is technically so fine as to be worthy of 
serious consideration ; then whether the painter has so told his 
story as to justify his interpretation of the subject and his , 
departure from traditional renderings ; and, lastly, one has -to 
decide whether, with regard to both technical and emotional 
characteristics, the painting is of such quality as to take rank as 
a great religious picture — a picture, that is, which treats worthily 
the greatest tradition of our race. 

1 First, with regard to its technical qualities. I am not going to tell 
here the history, now well known, of the original picture, its 
vicissitudes from the time when it was begun in Jerusalem, upon 
a piece of Syrian linen bought in the bazaar, to its final abandon- 
ment a year or two ago. Suffice it to say that the present work 
is not the one that was first commenced, and which the present 
writer saw two or three times in course of painting. It is, upon 
the whole, very much finer, though it has possibly lost a little of 
the freshness which an original conception possesses ; with regard 
to its technique , it possesses all Mr. Hunt’s peculiarities, both of 
excellence and defect, though, owing to the peculiarity of the 
subject, the deficiencies are, in my opinion, less noticeable than 
usual. The excessive brilliancy and variety of the tints which 
this artist habitually uses in his ilesh-painting, and the absence 
therefrom of any harmonising influence of atmosphere, is less 
felt when all the bright faces are, as they are here, seen tinder 
the influence of a supernatural light. Again, one of Mr. Hunt’s 
chief technical peculiarities is a certain hard veracity of detail, 
which, as it were, forces truth down one's throat at the sword’s 
point. In the present picture, owing to the subdued light in 
which all the natural details and the principal figures are painted, 
this veracity is kept within tolerable limits. We do not feel, as 
many of us felt in the same painter's picture of ' The Shadow of 
the Cross,’ as if the whole conception was full of some minor 
detail, such as the shavings. There was a kind of realism about 
many of Mr. Hunt’s earlier pictures which sometimes drifted 
perilously near to burlesque, and was only saved by the painters 
evident sincerity and earnestness. With regard to the colour of 
the present picture, there will no doubt be very different opinions; 
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as we have said, the flesh-tints of the children have that extreme 
brilliant crudity, and show that tendency to see purples and 
greens and yellows and pinks in little patches such as all Mr. 
Hunt’s earlier work has shown— most noticeable of all, perhaps, 

- in his portraits of his son and daughter, exhibited some time ago 
at the Grosvenor Gallery ; 

1 The landscape portion, however, and the principal figures, arc very 

’fine in colour — deep, yet glowing, as the finest colour always 
must be, with no tendency to blackness, and yet with the most 
perfect harmony of the tints employed, giving a result of truth 
to nature, both in the mystery and the beauty of an Eastern 
night, such as the present writer at least has never seen sur- 
passed. The great difficulty in pictures on this subject has 
always been the face of the Virgin; and in the present case, 
it is doubtful how far Mr. Hunt has been successful. He has 
chosen to represent her as rather an older, more careworn woman 
than is customary; and perhaps in avoiding the ‘plum-box’ 
style of beauty he has run into the opposite extreme. The 
Joseph is a magnificent piece of drawing. Probably, from an 
artist’s point of view, the best thing in the picture is the move- 
ment of his body as he leads the mule forward, while his head 
turns for an instant to mark the watch-fires which are burning 
behind the fugitives. The painting of the picture, as opposed 
to its drawing .and colour, varies in no essential degree from 
the artists previous work. It is careful in the extreme, laboured, 
and, to use a studio word, ‘ tight.’ From the point of view of 
brush-work it has few merits, there is no hint of mystery in its 
procedure, it is unlike anything but itself. Perhaps some notion 
of its peculiarity may be gained by comparing it rather to a 
mosaic than a painting. It seems to be done painfully, bit by 
bit, and worked over till all trace of its process is removed. It 
would be true to say that it is the absolute negative of all the 
French theories of painting; indeed, this is true of more than 
the brush-work of the picture. A great deal more might be 
said upon this question, but probably our readers would scarcely 
care to follow out technical details further, and we shall confine 
ourselves to noting that, as a piece of composition, this is the 
finest of Mr. Hunt’s works ; and the figures, both real and super- 
natural, are combined in a very beautiful wavy line, which aids 
the desired sense of movement very' materially. 

“As to the question whether the painter has so told his story as to 
justify this interpretation, we should answer it in the attirma- 
tive, and for this reason. When an artist deals with a weii- 
worn theme, there are only two courses— successful courses 



open to him. One is, to treat it as all other men have done, 
and to rely upon his transcendent power to makefile ordinary, 
unusually fine; the other, to select some new interpretation 
which, by its ingenuity or beauty, will throw new light upon the 
subject, or invest it with fresh attraction. Mr. Hunt has 
chosen the latter, and has undoubtedly succeeded in rousing 
great interest, and instituting a fresh conception of his subject. 
His idea is a beautiful one in itself, and is thoroughly carried out 
to the very utmost of the painters ability. One sees this at once 
on looking at the picture. This is a true man’s work — beautiful, 
imperfect, struggling, failing, and succeeding in various ways and 
proportions ; but certainly there is in it that firm impress of a 
human soul, that tendency to struggle towards the light, which 
makes nearly all sincere effort beautiful, despite its partial failure. 
Just think of what a different state English art would have been 
in, if in the last hundred years or so we had had only ten pictures 
a year such as this instead of ten thousand such as we have 
had ! For every picture painted in this way, with the utmost ' 
of the artist's strength and the keenest of the artist’s emotions, 
results in a definite gain to the world. It is literally true that 
it is only art produced in this temper which is great for all time. 
To have within the frame of a canvas or on the marble of a 
statue all the power and all the feeling which one man had to 
give— this is what a great piece of an means, this is why many 
pictures and statues of early times touch us more keenly in their 
incompleteness than others in their perfection. In the best 
sense of the words, therefore, we think that, many defects not- 
withstanding, this is a great religious picture. It is great in its 
actual definite achievement, its fine colour, its mastery of natural 
fact, its successful presentation of its subject, its originality of 
conception, its vigorous drawing, and in the patient, unwearied 
skill and thought which are evident in every line and every hue. 
It is great, because it is the record of a man’s endurance in 
high aims, and his conquest over numberless difficulties ; it is 
great because it is not produced from devotion to the idols of 
the market, nor in deference to popular fashions. And it is 
religious, not only in the consecration of its subject, but because 
its artist has given ever}' 1 power of his mind and body to do it 
justice, and because every line of its canvas owes its loveliness, 
not only to the painter’s skill, but to his fidelity to Nature, man, 
and God.” 

ADDENDA TO THE 
PAINTINGS OF HOLMAN HUNT. 

The names and dates of both Millais* and Rossetti's principal 
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works are well known, and complete lists of them exist in varioir s 
Memoirs and Critical Essays, but so far as I know there is no sudi" 
record of Holman Hunt’s work. The following list does not profess 
to be exhaustive, but it, I believe, includes the more important 
examples of the painter : the dates (where given) are only approxi- 
mate, and chiefly refer to the year in which the picture was first 
exhibited — 


I. 

II. 

III. 

IIlA. 

IV. 

V. 

VI. 

VII. 

VIII. 

IX. 

X. 

XI. 

XII. 
, XIII. 

XIV. 

XV. 

XVI. 

XVII. 

XVI Ia. 
XVIII. 
XVI I Ia. 
XIX. 


Dr. Rochecliffe at Woodstock (about) 

• 1S47 

Flight of Madeline and Porphyro . 

. 1848 

Rienzi ..... 

. 1S49 

Portrait of Dante G. Rossetti 

. 1S50 

Claudio and Isabella 

. 1850 

The Christian Missionary . 

■ >85° 

Valentine and Sylvia 

. 1851 

The Hireling Shepherd 

. 1852 

Strayed Sheep .... 

. is 5 2 

The Light of the World 

• 1S54 

The Awakened Conscience 

■ 1S54 

The Scapegoat . 

. 1856 

The Finding of our Saviour in the Temple 

. 1S60 

London Bridge on the Night of the Marriage of the 

. Prince of Wales .... 

. 1862 

The After-Glow in Egypt . 

. 1 868 

The Shadow of Death 

1S69-73 

Isabella and the Pot of Basil 


r An Italian Child 1 

«! Street Scene near Cairo )■ (exhibited) . 

■ 1877 

IThe Plains of Esdraelon J 

Holman Hunt’s Son 

. I88O 

The Triumph of the Innocents 

18/S-I885 

Portrait of Professor Owen . 

. ISS6 

May Day on Magdalen Tower 

. 1890 


The water-colours and drawings in pencil and ink are too numerous 
to mention here. Most of the former were exhibited at the Old 
Water-Colour Society between the years 1865 and 1885- Mr. 
Hunt rarely paints in water-colour now. Replicas or finished 
studies, mostly small, have been made by the artist of “ The Scape- 
goat," “The Light of the World,” “The Finding or our Saviour, 
and “ The Triumph of the Innocents," and, I think, of “The After- 
Glow." The “ Strayed Sheep " was begun as a replica of a portion 
of “The Hireling Shepherd.” A very beautiful drawing of ine 
Lady of Shalott " was contributed by Hunt to the illustrated Tenn) son 
published by Moxon, to which Rossetti and Millais also contribute . 
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C CELEBS AT HOME. 


1 lanmly.w call shoot atlhe moon » ith ineffectual arrows. ... 0 toiling hands of mortals! 
O unwearied feet, travelling >c know not whither 1 Soon, soon it appears to sou, you must 
come forth on some conspicuous lull -too, and but a little way farther, against the setting sun, 
descry the spires of El Dorado Little do >e know your own blessedness , for to travel 
hopefully is a better thing than to atmt, and the true success is to- labour 

rirgtntbus Pttentquc . 14. Lotus SievENSOX. 

Do i view this world as A vale of tears ? 

Nay, reverend sir, not I.- — ROBERT BROWNING. 

j O begin is to end ; ever)' fresh start is in one sense 
a and ere the new things can be experienced, 
l ^ e ncw countries seen, the new friends tried and 
approved, there must come a change in the ancient 
fashion ; a farewell to well-known scenes ; and to all 
■/(? — who helped, or hindered, as in the old days of joy 

and sorrow. We must say good-bye or ever we can start on the paths 
wherein we shall sec their faces and touch their hands no more. 
The adventure must needs be a perilous one ; we are for ever 
enacting the old story of Pizarro, and as we plunge forward into the 
heart of an unknown country, the sky behind is red with the flame of 
our burning ships, and of that cargo of memories, associations, 
friendships, and perhaps dearer things still, in which was once all our 
interest and all our joy. 

Few people realise till comparatively late in age how difficult to 
fashion is even the smallest niche for a human life ; a niche which shall 
provide some circle of sympathy and companionship beside the actual 
provision of physical necessities, of food, shelter, and clothing, in 
our hot youth especially, we know naught of this: we rush gladly to 
the most distant and alien lands ; we fling our loves and our friends 
this way and that with a fine flourish of generosity, and cry Omne 
so! mu fori i fatria, whilst fond hearts arc trembling for our fortunes, 
and fond eyes arc. hidden in tears lest they should see us go, I 
often think that it is not wisdom which is so lacking to the young, 
but feeling ; they are, for the most part, wise enough to enjoy ; and 
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what better wisdom does age bring to them ? But how rarely are 
they wise enough to feel ! and in the after-days, when we look up as 
from our lesson-books, and see around us the relics of the passion 
and the enterprise of youth, trying to realise what the years have 
brought and what taken away, and the balance of joy or suffering 
which remains to make life worth the living, our sharpest grief is apt 
to be experienced not at those unavoidable, unspeakable losses, which 
the death of a loved, or the dishonour of a trusted one has brought, 
but at the memory of the hours when our hearts failed to estimate 
the due worth of the affection given, or the trust reposed in us, and 
we swaggered carelessly along the highway of life, laughing alike at 
friend and foe. 

Probably the bachelors have more of these old memories than 
perplex our Benedictine brethren. We at least have not that com- 
fortable, consoling consciousness of civic virtue which seems to 
invest as with a halo of sanctity even the sorriest specimen of a 
lawfully- wedded man. Unable to give hostages to fortune, we must 
pay in our own persons the required ransom, and memory probably 
exacts a fuller tribute from those whose habit of life does not draw 
its emotional sustenance from the tranquil joys, interests, and duties 
of the holy estate of matrimony. 

This much is at least certain, that if we may judge from physical 
surroundings, the bachelors have the longest memories, the most 
tenacious affections. Inanimate things play a greater part in their 
lives — at all events in their lives within doors ; and while you may 
enter a dozen well-to-do family houses, wherein from dining-room to 
the connubial chamber itself, all upon which the eye rests is barren 
of association alike to yourself and the happy couple, we rarely find 
ourselves in the uncared-for rooms of Ccelebs without meeting at 
every turn with evidence that the poor fellow's life, perhaps because 
deprived of more material joys and comforts, clings with persistent, 
if somewhat unreasoning, fondness to such waifs and strays as 
recall to him the past. 

Looking round his chambers thus is not alone the privilege of the 
happily-married friend, the anxious elder sister. Oftentimes Ccelebs 
takes the inspection into his own hands, and while the shadows darken 
over the old Inn gardens, and the firelight capriciously brightens 
first one and then another of his dusty, worthless household gods, u 
thoughts and fancies follow fondly the shifting flame, touching in o 
the prominence of feeling the incidents and memories of the pas* 
Such a retrospect is rarely, I think, even to the most unfortunat , 
wholly painful. Recollections of kindness and pity are lunte a * 
and there, traces of past joys, no matter how momentary in t ei 
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endurance, linger round each cheap picture, each old-fashioned 
ornament or shabby fcwttr* and some record of past achievement, 
were it only the achievement of sacrifice, aval!*; to soften the bitterness 
of long defeat. Nor for the objects with which no interests of vital 
nature have been bound up by that encyclopedist, Circumstance, is 
there wanting the quieter pleasure of memory : and as our faithful 
eyes turn from one to another oddly-juxta{>osed possession, we live 
once more the full life of earlier days. . We hear once more the line 
whistle above our heads, and the whir of the wheel in the fresh 
morning by the river when we caught our first salmon, and remember 
the almost incredulous delight of that successful shot, and the very 
thump with which our first oird struck the earth ! 

Here are our billiard cues, our racquets, the portrait of our first 
sweetheart— perhaps of our last; here the prizes we have won at 
school or college, the photograph of our first picture, the proofs of 
our first book. Here the memorials of old friends which sav nothing 
to any hearts but our own ; here the implements of our craft, what- 
ever it may be, ready to our hand— tlunks to the absence of the 
cleanly bur irritating housemaid. Here, in short, there are. for the 
eyes which can read them aright, the little records of Calebs’ life, 
where nil upon which his eye rests has to him a significance, and is 
entwined with a memory. 

One such bachelor dwelling-room rises before me as I write, 
wherein is nothing splendid, nothing specially valuable or curious, 
and yet which possesses in my eyes an interest beyond any that could 
be given by wealth or rarity. Some dark pictures, one or two with 
dusky golden backgrounds, by unknown painters of the early Italian 
school, hang upon the panelled walls ; a few* faded photographs stand 
amidst a chaos of books and papers upon a great writing-table near 
the window; a score of cit nos, from as many different lands, lie 
about on bookcase or table, or are fastened untidily upon the 
panelling. The bookcase is full, nay, bursting with books, papers, 
and MSS. of the most heterogeneous kind ; the furniture is shabby 
and — comfortable ; a brown velveteen coat hangs by the door r an 
atmosphere qC ancient smoke, and very modern dust fills the chamber ; 
beneath the window is a green lawn, with ragged children playing 
big elm-trees whose leaves rustle against the casement. 
1 his little dwelling-place is high up, one of a score of such in an old 
Inn of Court, and is approached by a grimy staircase which, nobody 
having a special obligation to clean, never is cleaned, save when once 
or twice a year the Inn has a fit of housekeeping, and appears in the 
person of a contracting builder with a broom, a pail of whitewash, 
and a pot of peculiarly offensive brown paint, the only colour supposed 
to be known to the Benchers. Below, is a most respectable firm of 
solicitors ; above, I suspect, a somewhat less respectable married 
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couple, the female member of which is at present steadfastly 
endeavouring to play “ God save the Queen ” with one finger on a 
worn-out piano. How the notes come lumbering painfully along ! 
“ God— save — our — gra — shus Queen I " That means that the time is 
past office hours, and the respectable firm of solicitors has closed 
business for the night. Ah! I thought so. The children are 
trooping away noisily to their teas, the old lame porter, who also acts 
as janitor of the gardens, hurrying up the last of them with his stick. 
Closing-time has come, and the warm summer night is stealing 
downwards through that reddish-orange mist which is the best we 
Londoners know of sunset The country must be fair this evening, 
the flowers scentful in the warm still air ! The sailors are lounging on 
the quays ; the maids hurrying up the steep paths of the down, or 
along the lanes till they meet with their sweethearts ; there is tennis 
in pleasant gardens ; but as the dusk grows apace the racquets are 
cast down, and the antagonists saunter away beneath the trees (where 
the game stands at love-all), while the old people, mindful of the dew, 
and not wholly unmindful of the days when the dew was forgotten, 
turn with a half-sigh towards the house. Down the river comes a 
boat, the sculler scarcely breaking the still surface of the stream, so 
lazily he pulls. In the stern sits, let us say, his sister, her hand 
falling idly in the water, which ripples therefrom in long lines to right 
and left. There is a broken-down old barge left amongst the reeds 
by the bank. What are they saying, this brother and sister ? _ That 
it would be well to sit there and watch the moon rise ? Quick, let 
us come away lest we spoil the effect. After all, they may have 
other matters than the moon to talk of. 

Yes, these summer evenings are sweet to the lads and lasses in 
the country now as they once were to us, and as sweet in town, in 
the City streets, and squares, and courts where, forgetful of the rattle 
of the traffic, the calling of the newsboys, the lovers meet, and 
meeting tell, in words or silence, their old-new story. Despite 
all his philosophy, an old bachelor is apt to feel a little lonely as he 
sits in his rooms alone, and looks back upon that far countrie, far 
and fair, in which he once travelled so hopefully. Especially in 
summer-holiday time, when all the world goes cin-Augusting, , if not 
a-Maying, will the aspect of his loneliness become vivid, and he will 
turn for consolation, as I turn to-day, to those waifs and strays 
which he has gathered through the past years from the wreck of 
many a passion, ambition, faith, and enterprise. For as the years go 
on all of us who are not spiritually bankrupt, turn more frequently 
from the contemplation of the present, and the future, to the memory 
of the past. As the road before us shortens, the fair perspectives oi 
the dead years lengthen, and shine with a gentler radiance, for, towat s 
sundown, we all wend eastwards and see but a reflected light, 
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Even for those exceptionally happy persons, the very-muchmarried 
men, whose interests for the future are multiplied by the presence of 

renreTT 5 ! ?'t' d - “g™ 1 of [ sp ? n ^ ‘here must come moments, not of 
2, , forbld “> Hymen!— but or tolerant remembrance of some 
>outhful moments which would hardly be strictly in unison with their 
present irreproachable domestic felicity, and which they would 
scarcely care to discuss with Cornelia, mother of the Gracchi. For 
mjself, I ant free to confess that, speaking as an erring and errant 
man, as yet unbound in the sheavesof wedlock, I find my memory- 
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I saw Sdriinw beln m, ‘ A ' onl « C «rl°- and that beastly day when 
experiences in China .,n,| a T Skort !i ead at Newmarket; and quaint 
and certainly ought to ho/ ap i"'’ Es)pt aatl IntIl 'a. which I hoped, 
memories of which the guard ia^? *»E« ««. : these are the 

smoke the nine” r „l??_^ ar ? ,ans stand beside my chair whilst I 


smoke the pipe of contenS,ta.-' anS ?, f? eside nl >' chair whilst I 
ful save to their owner tl, !°r ' j f'-^ tcr all they were not very hurt- 
hours, and occasional frantic !* ” j ? r vc , 5 ' aind , e£ , s wanderings, wasted 


hours, and occasional frailries and if'T' “‘"l!*? Wanclcn ' 0 S s ' ' vasted 
them with great satisfaction t , 1 recall the least estimable of 
aoty e t»|. e d£™SS , “ r “T is becau re 1 have 

entirely lost their attractiveness At in Uch cakes and a,e have 
and brother-sinners, let us look back altlmeienriuTtSyi ! ^ 


less dear to me' thin" my ^vrn 5 and h J, ] vhose ’“ve-affairs were only 
more or Jess ineffectiveness J™ d - now are soldiering, with 
old college chum, the best ’and '2?! |1 ' 2 ‘ ,a ' , . cd Chinamen, and you, 


day teach so'tnethingof^the mfsterk-s ? pambe of friends, who' To- 

manly husband and ineffective ^ atc , t lan ^ ie dull, but gentle* 
y°j* Come, one or all of von ".^ om providence assigned 

and bear me company. LJt « s to these *ondy rooms, 
as Wf» qK-» 11 S <* .~ et us Chat tOfrethor • ■ ^ 


■ v-uitjijan' 

as we shall never do 'in life” in rl l ? ge f n ^ r 0nce more in spirit, 

of-age, over those resdess “a fo !.‘!\ fr ° m *= safe harbour 


muse restless , n cne sate harbour 

whose surf is still sounding in om- ears? " ,thdn ™ n - the thunder of 

no 



You too, fellow-bachelors, bound only to me by the tie of a common 
misfortune — you, too, shall be welcome here to-night, and shall hear 
your own stories told, with but little difference, in listening to ours. 
For your experience or mine, or Jones’s round the corner, what 
matters it ? Are not the essentials of all experience and life much 
the same, though the accidents vary eternally ? 

What is it our most picturesque historian said in that book of 
which he is now so needlessly ashamed ? A full-bounding exultant 
youth, a strong vigorous manhood \ a decline which refuses to believe it 
is a decline, and a deathbed made beautiful by the abiding love of a 
few true-hearted friends , l such is the eternal course of nature through 
the history of men, of nations, of creeds. Or, to strike a somewhat 
different note, hear the view upon this question of the most genial 
philosopher of to-day, “ Childhood must pass away, and then youth, 
as surely as age approaches. The true wisdom is to be always 
seasonable, and to change with a good grace in changing circum- 
stances. To love playthings well as a child, to lead an adventurous 
and honourable youth, and to settle when the time arrives into a 
green and’ smiling age, is to be a good artist in life and deserve well 
of yourself and your neighbour." It is even so, you have reasoned 
well, 0 pleasantest of special pleaders, who, true to your own idling 
and adventurous theories, are now loitering on your yacht's careless 
wings amidst the islands of the Southern Sea. We must be young 
before we can be old, and the younger \vc have been, all the preachers 
notwithstanding, the more fruitful will be our age. The follies and 
even the peccadilloes of youth are but as the little green buds which 
drop from the apple-trees in such profusion in an abundant year 
signs of the rich growth within, and their fall does but leave the way- 
clear for the future, and finer, fruit. Hundreds if. not thousands of 
these immature frailties the new brooms of experience must sweep 
away into memory’s dust-bin ; w-e forget alike the joy and sorrow ol 
the years. Yet, they' have had their use in making us what. we are. 
Here and there still, however, certain events stand out capriciously, 
and of these our first love is apt to be the chief. 


How well 1 remember her! She was good-natured, tall, and 
fair, with a rosy colour and the promise of a nutcracker dun and 
she spoke with a sharp snapping accent, which reduce a 
words as it were to the lowest common denominator, ant ■ g* 
quarter to redundant syllables. And it is horrible to t ,n " 
conventional it sounds — she was five- and- twenty*, an • 

She— even at this distance of time I have not the hear 

1 Tor this, and all other possibly incorrect quotations, 1 ^f^st approach to 

tunc come to me staying In a vilhgehy the western sea, where the nearest a PP 
the A ’emesis of Life is the local paper . — Calebs. 



by a false name— was one of a large family of girls who lived with 
their father in a dull old-fashioned house with a large garden, in a 
western suburb of London. The mother had even then been dead 
for some years, and the father, who was a man of peculiar ideas, 
used to train his dogs and his children with the same severity. 
Perhaps he was making fun of me, but I believe it was in all 
seriousness that he showed me a bundle of canes in a corner of the 
dining-room, and explained that it was with those that he but no, 
the recollection is too painful! I looked at the little dried-up 
chip of a man, with his eyes twinkling maliciously, and thought of 
an overruling providence. Anyhow, the girls were in deadly awe 
of the little old gentleman, and used to scurry out of his presence 
into the garden as soon as possible after dinner. There in that 
garden I told my love, under an elm-tree. I had induced her to 
sit down — she was much taller than I — and there, borrowing her 
parasol, I wrote in the dust : I love you ! I remember thinking with 
some pride that evening, at my private tutor's, of the ingenuity 
of this declaration. For previous attempts had been made to get 
this important confession Qttt % and it wouldn't come. The parasol, 
dens ex mac hi nd, settled it ; she only laughed and blushed, but I 
thought she was profoundly moved, and soon after, hugely content 
with myself, 1 went back to my tutor’s. Thence on every possible 
occasion I would make my way to my sweetheart’s house — it was 
early autumn, I remember, and the train and a fourpenny ’bus were 
the humble conveyances which my financial condition rendered 

advisable — and then I would ask if Miss was at home, and be 

ushered into the drawing-room solemnly— a horrible room, though 
I did not think so then, with heavy early Georgian furniture, large 
and execrable oil-pictures, and plenty of tapestry -woolwork, Dresden 
china and skeleton leaves, and white and green ivory chessmen 
under glass shades, etc. And then she would float in, smiling 
divinely— she always floated and smiled, and had generally an 
appearance as if some strong unseen wind, Zephyr, of course, was 
blowing her curls and ribbons about ; a jealous friend I remember 
alluded to her once in my bearing as seven-stringed Jack, a low and 
opprobrious title which was washed out in blood— from his nose. 
But this by the way. In she would come, and 1 would sit on the 
edge of my chair, and make desperate efforts to inveigle her into 
the garden, feeling there always much more at my ease, partly 
because of my elm-tree triumph. After some delay, she would 
generally come, and there, behind one of the forcing-pits, I on a 
halcyon afternoon kissed her solemnly, and felt that she was mine. 
Oh, the bliss of that first kiss ! I wonder now what she thought of 
it all. I was tremendously in earnest, and used to quote poetry, 
ana write letters a yard long, and generally must have made a 
gorgeous and amusing ass of myself. About this period I bought 
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her a ring, and having once kissed her, made a point of keeping up 
die practice — I recollect thinking with surprise how* easy a thing is 
when you’ve clone it once. Nothing, however, in this world is 
perfect, and this memory is darkened by two horrible incidents 
which occurred towards the dose of our engagement. After one of 
those innocent debauches amongst the forcing-pits above mentioned, 
I was asked to stay dinner — I always made a point of staying if I 
could — but this time I was invited formally, and regretted it. For 
old Mr. — Jones, let me call him — whether by thoughtlessness or 
wishing to be well rid of me, made me as gloriously tipsy as a boy 
of fifteen could very well be. I drank whatever was put before me, 
and trying to remember afterwards what it had been, recollected 
sherry and champagne and beer, and a peculiarly old and fruity 
port, upon which Jones especially prided himself, and which he 
always insisted on having decanted by his eldest daughter. Fired 
by these generous liquids 1 overstayed my time, and the 'bus which 
left at to .45 had started when I reached the inn. Of course 1 had 
no money, and — worse— far worse — the air had revealed to me that 
I was remarkably unsteady upon my legs. Taking both sides of the 
road at once, somehow 1 got back to the house, and mysteriously 
borrowed five shillings of the butler, who 1 thought regarded me 
with criticism not unniinglcd with approval — with which I took a 
cab, and just caught the last train. 1 was not well— not at all well 
— in the cab, and the cabman was — not polite— hut I was much too 
far gone to care for that. Being, however, a few minutes too soon 
for the last train, I walked up and down, up and down the platform, 
trying after the straight line. At last 1 reached my destination— 
my tutor’s house was black, the gate locked, and I rang <le'-p.»tr- 
ingly. After some minutes a noise— the door was first Iuipt>|*/Y^ 
on the chain, then emirelv, and my tutor's wile, in all the simplicity 
G f }...- ..... lw.p iilu.iis awful (Kiweruv; m lull 
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her demeanour a little constrained, but did not suspect the awful 
truth for some days. Then— one evening by the fire when my 
sister left the room— she told me. Of course the old story, I think 
I could have borne it if he had not had whiskers 1 (People loved 
whiskers in those days, and men were openly proud of them!) 
Those whiskers sat heavy on my heart, they were bushy and strong : 
he was — no matter. I wrote her a letter— of burning sarcasm : I 
trusted— the usual thing : I promised in the when other lips and 
other henrts-style that 1 would shield and defend her ever, and so 
we parted; and the little ring — oh, bathos!— was sent back to my 
sister, who put it in a drawer and lost it I fancy one of the 
chambermaids had a hand in that loss! And the worst of it was 
that S/ie never wanted shielding or defending at all. He didn’t 
turn out to be a brute, or anything but a very good fellow. They 
live still placidly and happily enough, with plenty of olive-branches 
and money ; he is bald and grey, and she — stout. And she still 
snaps her syllables as of old, but the \ enus air has somehow 
departed. 1 wonder if she ever thinks of the boy-lover she treated 
so— was it badly ? No, 1 think it was kindly. She was good to 
me, and let me dream. I believe in her heart she liked me well 
enough ; but this is a practical age, and, as an old servant said to me 
about this time, "A woman of five-and-twenty and a boy of fifteen, 
why, it’s ridiklus — that’s what it is ! ” 


Let us leave such old-world memories, remembering that this js 
holiday time, when all the world is rushing forwards, Cook juvatite, 
to sea or mountain, casino or bath, or where the foreign papa plays 
tambourine and shuttle-ball 1 on the Digue with shrill cries of 
pleasure. We, too, have travelled in our time, witness those 
Australian boomerangs which we never learned to throw, and those 
lumps of coral from the Fijis, which we spent many a long morning 
at sea trying to polish. Here, too, is a relic of the vagabond days, 
an anomalous beast, half elephant, half camel, carved tn a greenish- 
white stone. He is worth looking at, though his tail docs end in a 
great flowery scroll, and though lesser scrolls come from his mouth 
instead of tusks, and meander aimlessly around his body. I remem- 
ber well the day he was bought. I had come up the Canton river 
— the name always escapes me — and settled down disgustedly in a 

horrible little hotel, for Archdeacon G y, universal Amphitryon, 

was away, and I knew no one else in the city. And at the hotel two 
jade merchants, on the look-out for the “ foreign devil,” beset me, 
and sold me — at an exorbitant price, as I afterwards discovered- 
several of their wares, and told me all sorts of cheerful intelligence. 


\ 1 ne ^r could remember the name of this pastime, but it has a refresh in ply innocent 
I 5 ' charact « 15 ? la W<i by t*o or tixwt stout Btigom papas and mammas, who toss 
the ball from one to another with gambols anti shrill w hoops of delight.— Ccrltis* 
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A woman (she had killed her husband after betraying him) was 
to be cut in pieces (a regular and peculiarly horrible judicial punish- 
ment in China) that morning, and my commercial friends were very 
anxious I should not miss the opportunity, and exhausted themselves 
in description of the details of the execution. I went for a walk 
instead, up that extraordinary Canton High Street, which still 
seems to me the most wonderful business alley of the world, with 
the swarming population, the deafening music- rooms, the long 
narrow crimson and scarlet banners covered with '“quaint vertical 
inscriptions in golden hieroglyphics, the strange wares, animate and 
inanimate ; and, what impressed me most of alj, the butchers' 
shops, where the little fat white dogs hung head downwards, looking 
like idealised sucking-pigs. 

That bit of jade has seen some queer things since then, and 
lived in five different houses ere finally returning. There are 
things of which no man can get rid, try as he will, and this is 
one of them. One halcyon day I thought my elephant -camel 
and I were indeed two, for I persuaded a relation, who must 
have been temporarily deranged, to give me ten pounds for him ; 
but his possession was only for a short time. I never knew whether 
it was his wife who refused to have the ugly thing in the house ; 
but in any case he brought the green brute back ; and from that 
day to this I have made no attempt to get rid of him. Nay, 
even a spurious attachment has sprung up between us, and I 
have discovered that he possesses negative merits of remarkable 
extent. He is phenomenally unsteady, for instance, and far too top- 
heavy for his minute ebony stand, and he is unbreakable ! More- 
over, if he falls upon anything he destroys that object utterly. I 
view him now, mainly as a curious example of the height to which 
the love of buying useless things can be pushed, and I remember 
penitently that from that first trip of mine in the East I sent home 
large cases from every available port, filled with such idiotic pur- 
chases. .Most of these, however, 1 sold at Christie’s many years 
ago, where they realised to my surprise about half what I had paid 
for them in the East. A relation, however, who advised me not to 
attend the sale, bought a large number, and was, I believe, satisfied. 
Jade has this special attraction to an ignorant purchaser, that it is 
almost impossible to tell the good from the bad, the real from the 
imitation, without a great deal of experience. 

Yes, that is a pretty frame, I bought it at Delhi in ’74 ; there 
was a miniature in it then of the Taj, and an old Parsee sold it to 
me in the verandah of the hotel. Carved ebony and silver as you 
see. Look at the delicate convolutions of the pattern, copied from 
the Italian ornament on the Tdj itself! 
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her demeanour a little constrained, but did not suspect the awful 
truth for some days. Then — one evening by the fire when my 
sister left the room — she told me. Of course the old story. I think 
I could have borne it if he had not had whiskers I (People loved 
whiskers in those days, and men were openly proud of them !) 
Those whiskers sat heavy on my heart, they were bushy and strong; 
he was — no matter. I wrote her a letter — of burning sarcasm : 1 
trusted — the usual thing : I promised in the when other lips and 
other hearts 'Style that 1 would shield and defend her ever, and so 
we parted ; and the little ring — oh, bathos ! — was sent back to my 
sister, who put it in a drawer and lost it I fancy one of the 
chambermaids had a hand in that loss ! And the worst of it was 
that She never wanted shielding or defending at all. He didn't 
turn out to be a brute, or anything but a very good fellow. They 
live still placidly and happily enough, with plenty of olive-branches 
and money ; he is bald and grey, and she — stout. And she still 
snaps her syllables as of old, but the Venus air has somehow 
departed. I wonder if she ever thinks of the boy-lover she treated 
so was it badly ? No, 1 think it was kindly. She was good to 
rae ’ a[ j d [ et roe dream. I believe in her heart she liked me well 
enough ; but this is a practical age, and, as an old servant said to me 
about this time, “A woman of five-and-twenty and a boy of fifteen, 
why, its ridiklus — that's what it is! ” 
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A woman (she had killed her husband after betraying him) was 
to be cut in pieces (a regular and peculiarly horrible judicial punish- 
ment in China) that morning, and my commercial friends were very 
anxious I should not miss the opportunity, and exhausted themselves 
in description of the details of the execution. I went for a walk 
instead, up that extraordinary Canton High Street, which still 
seems to me the most wonderful business alley of the world, with 
the swarming population, the deafening music -rooms, the long 
narrow crimson and scarlet banners covered with 'quaint vertical 
inscriptions in golden hieroglyphics, the strange wares, animate and 
inanimate; and, what impressed me most of al), the butchers’ 
shops, where the little fat white dogs hung head downwards, looking 
like idealised sucking-pigs. 

That bit of jade has seen some queer things since then, and 
lived in five different houses ere finally returning. There are 
things of which no man can get rid, try as he will, and this is 
one of them.. One halcyon day I thought my elephant -camel 

and I were indeed, two, for I persuaded a relation, who must 

have been temporarily deranged, to give me ten pounds for him ; 
but his possession was only for a short time. I never knew whether 
it was his wife who refused to have the ugly thing in the house ; 
but in any case he brought the green brute back ; and from that 
day to this I have made no attempt to get rid of him. Nay, 

even a spurious attachment has sprung up between us, and I 

have discovered that he possesses negative merits of remarkable 
extent. He is phenomenally unsteady, for instance, and far too top- 
heavy for his minute ebony stand, and he is unbreakable ! More- 
over, if he falls upon anything he destroys that object utterly. I 
view him now, mainly as a curious example of the height to which 
the love of buying useless things can be pushed, and I remember 
penitently that from that first trip of mine in the East I sent home 
large cases from every available port, filled with such idiotic pur- 
chases. .Most of these, however, I sold at Christie’s many years 
ago, where they realised to my surprise about half what I had paid 
for them in the East. A relation, however, who advised me not to 
attend the sale, bought a large number, and was, I believe, satisfied. 

J ade has this special attraction to an ignorant purchaser, that it is 
almost impossible to tell the good from the bad, the real from the 
imitation, without a great deal of experience. 

Yes, that is a pretty frame. I bought it at Delhi in ’74 ; there 
was a miniature in it then, of the Taj, and an old Parsee sold it to 
me in the verandah of the hotel. Carved ebony and silver as you 
see. Look at the delicate convolutions of the pattern, copied from 
the Italian ornament on the Tdj itself! 
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And the portrait I You think it pretty ? You think you’ve seen 
the face before— in the photograph-shops ? Possibly, my Achates, 
Yet few portraits so expensive as this, are purchased and paid for. 
What visions, what regrets, do not rise before me .as I look through 
the thin clouds of my cigar smoke at this, the one ornament of my 
writing-table 1 A girl's profile exquisitely delicate in every line, 
heavy masses of hair brought low down upon the forehead, the head 
set finely upon a slender rounded neck, some stage pearls and a 
morsel of a white dress ! 

Yes, she was beautiful, and very brave, and would, I used to think, 
have made a typical Queen of Beauty in old days. She would 
have smiled upon the victor, who, as Lawrence once put it, “ came 
a-wooing with the blood of last night's favourite still red upon his 
sword." For there was something of pitilessness in her, potent and 
ineradicable. Always in her nature were fighting the elements of truth 
and falsehood, and the long struggle between feeling and pretence 
took, perhaps, lasting shape from the theatrical surroundings of her 
life. Hers was one of those natures in which vanity, when once 
permitted to take root, quickly overshadows all the other qualities ; 
from the first moment that the world recognised her as a beauty the 
result was inevitable. That most damnable fashion of the day, which 
sets the photographs of beautiful girls in every shop-window, has 
much to answer for, and the effect of the society paper paragraphs is 
perhaps more injurious still to the modesty and true dignity of 
maidenhood. Poor Amy, she might have been a happy woman had 
it not been for her one besetting foible of vanity. Under its influence 
I lived to sec her face gradually growing harder and harder, till at last 
all the photographer’s cunning could not conceal the cold brilliant 
stare of the eyes, or the hardening of the delicate curves of the lips. 
All that is long ago ; the photograph, you will see, is faded, but the 

beautiful Miss is the beautiful Miss still. We were good 

friends, nothing more, but I once met the man she loved (or at least 
the man who thought that she loved him), who was engaged to her, 
and whom she threw over three weeks before her marriage was to 
take place, without hesitation or excuse. He seemed a queer fellow, 
but there was something to be said for his point of view. “ I did not 
mind her throwing me over," he said, “ so much, though it’s always 
- — -unpleasant, you know, that sort of thing ; but I did mind her 
having sent me with the other Johnnie's stick.” This was sufficiently 
ambiguous ; but I discovered on interrogation that the man for whom 
my acquaintance had been jilted had shortly before left his stick at 
the beauty s house, and with a refinement of ingenuity she had sent 
it back to the club by the hands of her jianct, just before breaking off 
the engagement ! I sympathised with my "Johnnie” after that, and 
when he had further been comforted by a whisky and Apollinaris he 
116 



departed, grumbling. What would have happened had they married, 
I wonder? Perhaps the “other Johnnie’s stick.” would have ap- 
peared all the same ; perhaps, with that wonderful change which turns 
reckless girls and men oftentimes into good husbands and wives, 
they might even now be jogging along happily together. My friend 
was, I fancy, capable, of something more than the Club and whisky 
and Apollinaris; and she — well, it is a poor reward for courage, 
purity, and beauty if they can gain no joy or reward for their 
possessor beyond a flush of gratified vanity from the paragraphs in 
‘ the Fashionable Intelligence ! 

One of those two oil sketches has a little history. The scene is, 
as you may see, a shipwreck ; the fisher-people have rushed out to 
see the vessel drift past. This was an actual experience. A howling 
gale was blowing one Sunday morning, and, driven indoors by stress 
of weather and the impossibility of keeping an easel up in face of 
such a gale, 1 was making a study of the waves from the inn window, 
when suddenly the wr/sck drifted in sight, the fishermen and their 
wives rushed out, and the picture made itself without any thought or 
care on the part of the artist. How well the evening of that day 
comes back I It was late autumn, and there were four of us ; two of 
either sex. The women were staying at the inn, my friend and myself 
in lodgings at the little village. We were, at all events for that time, 
in a happy state of respectable Bohemianism. In the daytime we 
painted ; in the evening there was good music from one of the 
women, and the rest of us talked, and designed, and wrote villainous 
sonnets, and were generally, but cheerfully, esthetic. 

How Mrs. Grundy would have stared and lifted her hands in 
horror, for relationship, even of the most distant cousinly kind, there 
was none between us, and we were not even in love with one another; 
simply four good comrades , of whom two happened to be women. 

Another' memorial of that day hangs upon that wall in the shape of 
a brace of queer designs very beautifully embroidered in coloured silk 
on white cloth. On one of them a peacock, at least a couple of 
inches high, gorgeous with outspread tail, and surrounded with a 
trelliswork of vines heavy with clusters of purple grapes, stands above 
the legend Quand memo, the significance of which is not immediately 
apparent. And on the other is wrought in profusion of delicate 
detail a flower-grown field by the sea, beyond which one delicate thread 
of white silk marks the boundary of the chalk cliff, and over a line of 
blue water hangs, in a morsel of filoselle , the crescent moon. For we 
had been chaffing about women and men, and their respective work, 
and some had scoffed specially at needlework, and its incapacity with 
regard to drawing, whereupon one said, “ I don’t think you could 
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And the portrait! You think it pretty? You think you’ve seen 
the face before— in the photograph-shops ? Possibly, my Achates. 
Yet few portraits so expensive as this, are purchased and paid for. 
What visions, what regrets, do not rise before me as I look through 
the thin clouds of my cigar smoke at this, the one ornament of my 
writing-table* A girl’s profile exquisitely delicate in every line, 
heavymasses of hair brought low down upon the forehead, the head 
set finely upon a slender rounded neck, some stage pearls and a 
morsel of a white dress! 


Yes, she was beautiful, and very brave, and would, I used to think, 
have made a typical Queen of Beauty in old days. She would 
have smiled upon the victor, who, as Lawrence once put it, “ came 
a-wooing with the blood of last night’s favourite still red upon his 
sword.” For there was something of pitilessness in her, potent and 
ineradicable. Always in her nature were fighting the elements of truth 
and falsehood, and the long struggle between feeling and pretence 
took, perhaps, lasting shape from the theatrical surroundings of her 
life. Hers was one of those natures in which vanity, when once 
permitted to take root, quickly overshadows all the other qualities; 
from the first moment that the world recognised her as a beauty the 
result was inevitable. That most damnable fashion of the day, which 
sets the photographs of beautiful girls in every shop-window, has 
much to answer for, and the effect of the society paper paragraphs is 
perhaps more injurious still to the modesty and true dignity of 
niaidenhood. Poor Amy, she might have been a happy woman had 
it not been for her one besetting foible of vanity. U nder its influence 
1 lived to see her face gradually growing harder and harder, till at last 
all the photographer’s cunning could not conceal the cold brilliant 
stare of the eyes, or the hardening of the delicate curves of the lips. 
All that is long ago ; the photograph, you will see, is faded, but the 

beautiful Miss is the beautiful Miss still. We were good 

friends, nothing more, but I once met the man she loved (or at least 
the man who thought that she loved him), who was engaged to her, 
and whom she threw over three weeks before her marriage was to 
take place, without hesitation or excuse. He seemed a queer fellow, 
but there w as something to be said for his point of view. •' I did not 
mind her throwing me over,’ he said, "so much, though it’s always 
-—unpleasant, you know, that sort of thing ; but I did mind her 
having sent me with the other Johnnie’s stick.” This was sufficiently 
ambiguous ; but I discovered on interrogation that the man for whom 
my acquaintance had been jilted had 'shortly before left his stick at 
the beauty s house, and with a refinement of ingenuity she had sent 

■t back to the club by the hands of heryfW, just before breaking off 
the engagement! 1 sympathy with my “Johnnie" after that, ami 
when he had further been comforted by a whisky and Apollinaris he 



departed, grumbling. What would have happened had they married, 
I wonder? Perhaps the “other Johnnie’s stick" would have ap- 
peared all the same ; perhaps, with that wonderful change which turns 
reckless girls and men oftentimes into good husbands and wives, 
they might even now be jogging along happily together. My friend 
was, I fancy, capable, of something more than the Club and whisky 
and Apollinaris; and she — well, it is a poor reward for courage, 
purity, and beauty if they can gain no joy or reward for their 
possessor beyond a flush of gratified vanity from the paragraphs in 
’ the Fashionable Intelligence ! 

One of those two oil sketches has a little history. The scene is, 
as you may see, a shipwreck ; the fisher-people have rushed out to 
see the vessel drift past. This was an actual experience. A howling 
gale was blowing one Sunday morning, and, driven indoors by stress 
of weather and the impossibility of keeping an easel up in face of 
such a gale, I was making a study of the waves from the inn window, 
when suddenly the wr/sck drifted in sight, the fishermen and their 
wives rushed out, and the picture made itself without any thought or 
care on the part of the artist. How well the evening of that day 
comes back! It was late autumn, and there were four of us ; two of 
either sex. The women were staying at the inn, my friend and myself 
in lodgings at the little village. We were, at all events for that time, 
in a happy state of respectable Bohemianism. In the daytime we 
painted ; in the evening there was good music from one of the 
women, and the rest of us talked, and designed, and wrote villainous 
sonnets, and were generally, but cheerfully, esthetic. 

How Mrs. Grundy would have stared and lifted her hands in 
horror, for relationship, even of the most distant cousinly kind, there 
was none between us, and we were not even in love with one another, 
simply four good comrades, of whom two happened to be women. 

Another memorial of that day hangs upon that wall in the shape of 
a brace of queer designs very beautifully embroidered in coloured silk 
on white cloth. On one of them a peacock, at least a couple of 
inches high, gorgeous with outspread tail, and surrounded with a 
trelliswork of vines heavy with clusters of purple grapes, stands above 
the legend Quand me me, the significance of which is not immediately 
apparent. And on the other is wrought in profusion of delicate 
detail a flower-grown field by the sea, beyond which one delicate thread 
of white silk marks the boundary of the chalk cliff, and over a line of 
blue water hangs, in a morsel of filoselle , the crescent moon. For we 
had been chaffing about women and men, and their respective work, 
and some had scoffed specially at needlework, aud its incapacity with 
regard to drawing, whereupon one said, “ I don’t think you could 
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draw anything which we could not work,” and so I scribbled three 
designs as a challenge, lying on the sofa the while, while my friend 
made a study of the needlewoman's head,, and her May, who had a 
genius for playing Chopin, drifted on from one nocturne to another, 
quietly, tenderly. How long ago it all seems ! How utterly impossible 
that quartette should ever sit, and work, and play together again 1 To 
quote Owen Meredith, “ Since then, what is it we have won” but the 
knowledge that such repetition is impossible ? Is not all repetition 
impossible? On life’s road as on the track to the lion’s cave— 
Vestigia nnlla retrorsum- To attempt to re-enact such an experience 
is to destroy even its memory ; to reduce to everyday prose, an 
incident which, through some subtle touch of sympathy or circum- 
stance, was in its way perfect — perfect in unreserve, in given and 
merited trust, in frank enjoyment of one another’s society, in the 
practice of what artistic faculty we could boast, for the simple pleasure 
of doing the work. The shabby low-ceilinged inn parlour rises again 
before me, with May turning round from the piano* " Does it sound 
— very awful ?" and the ruddy gold of the lamplight in Ethel’s hair, 
and the uncleared-away remains of the composite meal, in which beer 
and tea, salad and prawns, cold beef and cherries, had all borne a 
pan. Ah. well ! one of us is married since then, and one is — not ; 
and with the others Time has dealt after his usual fashion, diapering 
the light and shadow from year to year. 


And here, too, is one of my chief treasures; an old altar-piece 
perhaps by Guido of Sienna; at all events, by some good painter of 
his time and school ; a picture on whose genuineness even the experts 
throw no doubt. No one who has not lived with them can know the 
charm of these pre-Raphaelite pictures, and no one who has lived 
with them, I think, can tell you exactly wherein the charm consists. 
One is tempted to say that the sincerity of feeling is in such work the 
chief source of attractiveness. I cannot see why other styles of 
painting are less sincere — styles from which the charm of which we 
are speaking is undeniably absent. Strangely as it may sound to the 
ears of modern esthetic raiders, it is after all probable that much of 
the secret of these pictures lies in their subject, in 


“The old series, Virgin, babe, and saint,” 

and that they appeal to us in our deeper moods mainly because they 
touch, even in their faultiest representation, those deeper springs of 
feeling which have been the long-enduring possession of mankind. 
V* r ™. ol iS h rel, g‘°ns change, though they rise, flourish, and decay, 
the religious sentiment itself is permanent ; and feeling it as we 
all do, m some shape or another, in 0 ur most thoughtful hours, 
I* f t0 ve » a "? m accordance with our own feeling, 
the silent evidence which these pictures give us, that earlier genera- 
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tions felt the same. Such pictures— where the religion has been, 
above all, the motive of the painting, where it has dominated the 
expression of the artist’s thought, and restrained the exercise of his 
genius within certain lines — are no doubt frequently imperfect in their 
expression of the painter’s genius ; but, on the other hand, much 
errant, uncertain, and imperfect art was by this sentiment refined and 
sobered, was educated, so to speak, out of its eccentricities and, 
intellectually speaking, its aberration. I fancy this is why almost all 
the pictures of a certain period are good to Jive with, not of course 
good in the same degree, but good in the sense of not growing 
stale, not jarring upon us when we have exhausted their superficial 
attractions. There is nothing easier than to laugh at the almond- 
shaped eyes, the long boneless hands, the wooden limbs and 
bodies, the dislocated necks and conventional surroundings which we 
find in paintings of the Siennese, and other early Italian schools, 
but such laughter is not an explanation of the fact that such 
pictures do possess in a special degree the quality of harmony with 
their surroundings, so long as those surroundings are unmcretricious, 
and untheatrical. 

Here is another face which the world would call fair, if only for its 
colouring, and the depth and softness of the eyes, which recalls to me 
another aspect of the river. Every Londoner will know one day, 
•and a few of us know now, how rarely beautiful at night is that long 
curve of the Embankment which stretches from Westminster to 
Waterloo Bridge ; and here a man whom I ‘knew used to meet his 
sweetheart “after the show.” She was only a chorus-girl, he told 
me, rather prettier than the rest, and did actually, what so many do 
in theory, keep her relations on her slender salary, and disliking the 
crowd and loungers of the Strand, would, whenever the night uas 
fine, walk down to Westminster. There one night I saw them, 
walking swiftly hand in hand, she all in black, with a thick veil, 
talking eagerly. The electric lights of the Embankment and 
Waterloo Bridge cast long lines of brightness on the water ; the 
lights of the cabs and omnibuses could just be seen above the parapet 
of the bridge, and beneath the great arches looked dark and heavy ; 
and on all the long pavement were only those two figures ! They 
passed without heeding me, where l stood in the shadow of the great 
bronze sphinxes which guard Cleopatra’s Needle, and so away to the 
lighted tower of Westminster. The clock struck midnight, and I 
listened while the reverberations of the last stroke seemed to sink 
into the ripple of the river, and float away seaward — when 1 turned 
— the street was empty. Not long afterwards they were parted : 
he gave me that photograph. Why, you may guess ; for ever)* now 
and then he will come and chat here, and smoke, and . talk of all 
subjects but one, again and again his eyes will turn, as it were, un- 
consciously, to where it stands. How it happened, and whose was 
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the fault, whose (perhaps) the sin, I never asked. Men, you know, 
do not ask these things of one another, but I never see him sitting 
there, bright, prosaic, and apparently commonplace, without thinking 
of that windy autumn evening, of her eager voice, his bent-down 
head, of the band firmly clasped in hand. I do not fancy he was bad 
to her, 1 hardly think she was false to him. I fancy rather “ domestic 
necessity in the shape of relations,” as George Eliot puts it, came 
between them, and made this, too, an unfinished love story. 

What shall be said of my one extravagance in potter)’, this 
Majolica plate whose shifting lustre brightens the dark corner of the 
room ? The colour of the groundwork is blue, shaded with white, 
and the whole design is painted thereon in a deep rich yellow, on 
which the red, blue, and purple reflections of the lustre shine 
splendidly ; indeed, in. some lights the glaze of the dish seems to hold 
an imprisoned rainbow, and whatever quarrel the beautiful Sebastiana, 
whose portrait occupies the middle of the dish, may have had with 
the artist who gave her so much forehead and so little chin, she 
certainly cannot reproach him with the rest of the design, for a more 
beautiful piece of simple decoration is rarely seen. And it is especi- 
ally worth noting to those who are believers in what may be called 
the South Kensington style of decoration, that the design here 
pleases as much by its freedom as by its ingenuity and repetition. 
There are no two parts of this plate which exactly echo one another, 
but everywhere we cantrace that likeness in unlikeness, that frequent 
and, so to speak, irresponsible variation of the pattern, which shows 
that the artist who executed the work was in all human probability 
the artist who invented the design, and that he allowed his hand and 
mind perfect freedom to make what variation he pleased as the plate 
proceeded. 

And lastly, will you look with me at this shabby little black frame 
enclosing a pencil sketch, done in a half-hearted, p re-Raphael ite 
manner, of some reeds, and a broad stretch of river bounded by an 
elm-shaded towing-path ? Midway there stands an old inn, with 
landing-stage for the ferry, and beyond, the long wall of a park. 
Half a score such scenes may be found between Putney and Oxford 
on the river. \ as rowing-men are apt to call the hundred miles or so 
of stream so dear to them, for the love of the Thames is almost 
personal in its intensity and character ; no other stream is ever quite 
the same to our “watermen;’' no other is ever called simply tkc 
river. Mark, that for real Thames lovers there is not even an 
emphasis on the the — other streams are forgotten, non-existent. 
Many a year before this drawing was done I had sculled past 
the spot, little thinking I should ever stay there, for nothing invited 
even the . most irresponsible reviewer. One summer, however, 
found me in a cottage almost within a stone’s-throw of the old inn, 
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and nearer to our watery highway, a girl I cared for, lived with her 
people. It was a perfect summer — perfect in weather, with bright 
sunshine and warm showers, and fresh cool breezes blowing over the 
flower-laden, sweet-scented fields. I had paddled up a decent boat 
from “ Messenger’s ” — is that deaf waterman, with the rolling eyes and 
humorous thirsty mouth, still there, I wonder ? — and all day, till late 
afternoon, we paddled about, or rested in the friendly back waters, 
or drifted down stream idly. How the scenes rise! The lingering 
mist in the grey early morning, and the icy coolness of the water by 
the island from which I used to bathe, the quiet pull back to break- 
fast — not at my cottage — the cool dresses of the women — she gener- 
ally wore her straw hat with a spotted blue ribbon in it at breakfast so 
as to be ready for the boat — the long-legged brother who came down 
to see us off, but who was allowed to come no farther ; the mother’s 
gentle insinuations that it would be as well to turn up at the midday 
meal ; our impatience to be off ; the rest which came when the first 
dip of the sculls took us fairly out into the stream 1 Summer can be 
very pleasant, and it was very pleasant then. 

Was it all a dream ? Did these things ever happen ? Did this 
woman love me then ? Did I love her? Is it nothing but a vision 
of the Inn ? Who shall say ? Yet do I not hear her voice now, at 
the time I thought there was an ominous foreboding in its accent, 
“ Have you had a pleasant time ? ” and I said Pleasant ! That was 
the day before the summer ended, and in the evening we sculled a 

friend who had been down for Sunday to to catch the 10.30 

express. 1 remember he nearly drowned us, by the way, first by in- 
sisting on sculling, then by steering us into every object, stationary or 
locomotive, he could see, or couldn't see, for the night was dark then, 
and he was shortsighted. At last, in terror lest he should miss his 
train and have to be taken back, we persuaded him to be quiet in 
the bows. We lost some time changing, a ticklish operation in our 
skiff, and the train-time was not far off when I, to use an old boating 
phrase, "laid down to my work." In those days I could still scull a 
bit, and was, at all events, in hard training. The swish of the boat 
through the dark water ; the dim silhouette of the girl before me ; 
the freshening coolness of the night spreading its dark wings round 
us ; the sulky silence of my friend in the bows ; the excitement of 
the race against time and darkness ; the thought of the paddle back 
when the moon would be up and the river quiet ; the camp-fires on 
the bank ; the black silence of the open locks — all sights, and sounds, 
and thoughts were good that night. So we raced down the stream, 
silent by mutual if unspoken consent, till, at last — the indistinct 
outlines of a bridge and church tower, and, farther off, the signal 
lights of the railway, grew out of the shadows. 

We landed him — a good fellow anywhere but in a boat. I hope 


he will forgive me if he ever secs these lines. We turned ^the skiff’s 
nose homeward ; my companion would pull, “ to rest me, she said, 
putting her hand on my shoulder as she stepped lightly into the 
boat, and so we started. It was growing late, the enmpers-out had 
finished supper, and as we passed the first lock (where I took the 
sculls) the moon rose. The stream glowed blue silver between the 
shadows of the bank. There were scattered lights in the tents, and 
as we passed up the stream Helen began to sing, and from the 
shore the men’s voices took up the burden, and as we swept gently 
beyond each camp, good-night and answering good-night went to and 
fro between the singer and the chorus. What hour was it when 1 
drove the boat into the thick bank of reed from which my sketch 
was afterwards taken? How long did the quiet summer night look 
down upon us there? Who knows? It was so long ago! We 
were very foolish, but very happy, and if we thought that the reeds, 
and the river, and the little wandering breezes whispered of a 
future, fairer even than that present, well, others have had similar 
fruitless fancies. Exquisite moments are, Mr. Pater tells us, the 
only things worth living for, and even in that very hour I told 
myself that no fruition of love could be more exquisite than this 
promise— never to be fulfilled. 

So, as the shadows deepen, the memories come and go — the 
memories of the long past days, and in vain we strive to stay their 
fleeting presence, and vainly think — If we could but have those 
days again 1 IF the clock would but for once run backward, then 
should we not be blest indeed ? But, it may be otherwise. Perhaps 
only loss gives the true sweetness to possession, perhaps only 
change makes so dear that which wo have left. Could wo look 
forward, as we look" back, and with equal knowledge, might we 
not envy our present secure seat in life, our thronged conscious- 
ness, nay even those regrets in which so much of the past fondly 
lingers, which, let -us hope, make our actions kindlier, our hearts 
less rudely selfish than in the old blossoming time ? For, rightly or 
wrongly, we have now gathered the fruit of life; we have lived, >ve 
And If the experience has brought us sorrow, has it not 
also brought us^ some touch of that happiness which is akin to 
sorrow, nay, which is only possible to those -who have suffered, 
perchance even to those who have sinned? For while the world 
spins round in its accustomed way, and men and women are born 
wingless and imperfect, so long will the best wisdom be bought 
with pain, and the best happiness be that which has so well been 
said to be only distinguishable from grief “ because it is that which 
our souls would choose, because we see that it is good.*' 

Nor would I have even the most hurried reader imagine that the 
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present writer would preach in any sense the superiority of the 
single life, or exalt the delights of irresponsibility and change, at 
the expense of the less exciting duties and affections of the wedded 
state. When all is said and done there must always lie in wait for 
the bachelor that worst of punishments, isolation. Sooner or later 
his friends die, change to him, marry, or pass away into other 
lands and are occupied with other interests. One by one his 
intimates are gone from club or college, on 'Change or racecourse, 
amongst the stubbles or on the moor; his young relations grow 
up, and he becomes to them a fogey, and whilst the married man 
lives again, more secure in the happiness of his children than he 
ever was in that of his own youth, the bachelor grows older at the 
sight, and loses touch with citizenship. He becomes an anachron- 
ism, and has either to make a poor, imitation, cuckoo-like home 
for himself in a friend's household, or harden into the confirmed 
club or society man, a living protest against society. Better perhaps 
any shipwreck than this abandonment of enterprise, any action 
than this selfish quiet, any worries, exertion, and disappointments 
of real life, than this fruitless dwelling amidst the memories of the 
vanished years. 
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IN MEMORIAM: FRANK HOLL. 1 * 


ITH1N the last twenty years the best of the younger 
generation of our artists have died before their 
prime, and by the death of Mr. Frank Hoil another 
name has been added to the already long list. Let 
us think for a moment of those who have thus been 
taken from, us, ere speaking of the latest loss. 

First there comes to mind the name of George Mason, the lover 
of English landscape ancl English children, the exquisite colourist, 
the keen disciple of simple beauty, the painter of "The Evening 
Hymn” and "The Harvest Moon.” His was a strange life, artistic- 
ally, for during some years he showed little trace of his characteristic 
genius, and painted in Italy the most ordinary pictures of Campagna 
peasant life. He was nearly starving, I have been told, when 
Signor Costa 3 * 5 found him and took him into his Roman studio, and 
there and thence, strange as it may sound, Mason learnt — poetry 1 
— learnt from this grave, fastidious, thoughtful Italian, the beauty of 
sentiment, the delicacy of hand, the pure classical grace of line 
which he was subsequently to develop beyond his master’s capacity, 
and under our northern skies. 



1 like to think that the one thing wanting to Costa’s minute, 
graceful and elaborate art, the sentiment of humanity, the con- 
nection of the artistic beauty represented with the every-day feelings 
and^ actions, of men, is just what Mason gained when he left that 
Italian studio and turned for his subjects to the children whom he 
found playing in English meadows, to the lovers whom he watched 


1 This article was written m haste within a few days of Frank Hull’s death. I hate 

thought it better to let it appear here without alteration, as unless I re- wrote the paper 

altogether 1 could wot iemo\ e its mark of a special occasion. r 

5 He exhibits in England still, and is not yet an old man. 
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whispering in English Janes, to the reapers faring homewards under 
the harvest moon, or the village girls singing in the twilight. For a 
very few brief years Mason painted such pictures, and then, in the 
prime of his art, died suddenly — an unparalleled loss to English art.- 
He left alive, however, in early manhood, two men who might to 
some extent have'carried on his art, or rather his character of subject 
and the spirit in which he had treated it, and these were Fred Walker 
and George Pinwell ; two names that should never be disassociated. 
Friends in life and companions in death, there was also in their art 
strange like-and-unlikeness ; they worked towards the same end from 
different points of view. 

George Pinwell was ‘a painter whose work was never fully appre- 
ciated during his lifetime, and is even now almost unknown to the 
general pubnc. But he was an artist of the rarest quality, with a 
mind full of strange fancies, and a technical power of expressing these 
in delicate and vivid colour which has rarely been rivalled. He either 
learnt from Walker, or learnt with Walker, that curious water-colour 
method, “half wash, quarter fresco,” as Ruskin once described it, 
which the latter painter carried to such perfection ; but he never quite 
mastered the mechanical difficulties of his art, and he was but just 
feeling his way towards painting in oils when he died. Yet with all 
his technical deficiencies the sentiment of beauty was even stronger in 
Pinwell than in the painter of the “Ploughing” and the “Old Gate.” 
At least, it was stronger for all imaginative work, and the character 
of his pictures owed less to the artists of former times, for the grace 
of Fred Walker’s ploughman and labourers was adopted, it is impos- 
sible to deny, from classic art. The very horses in the “ Ploughing," 
for instance, might have stepped down from the frieze of the Parthenon. 
But in Pinwell’s best work, such for instance as “The Elixir of Love,” 

“ The Earl O’Quarterdeck," “ The Saracen Maiden entering London," 
etc., it is most difficult to trace the source from which the artist 
derived his inspiration. And there is, moreover, in these works a 
curious strain of morbid feeling from which Walker was entirely free ; 
but on these points I musp not here dwell. It is only necessary to 
say, whatever may have been the contrast betw een the imaginative 
beauty of Pinwell's work and the realistic beauty of Walker, that both 
were artists of the rarest capacity, who dealt in the main with English 
contemporary subjects, and succeeded in manifesting the poetry’ and 
the artistic opportunities of every-day modern life. When these men 
died (Walker was thirty-three, Pinwell thirty-four) they left a blank 
which our art has as yet been unable to fill. No English painter of 
to-day carries on worthily their idyllic tradition. Moreover, it is 
worthy of notice that the direction which painting has taken since 
their death— the direction, namely, of imitation of the French school 
— is manifestly opposite in tendency to the whole spirit of Walker 
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and Pin well’s painting* which was in its essentials of Italian (and 
pre-Raphaelite Italian too) descent, and which above all things was 
founded upon colour instead of being founded upon “ value.” 

About the same time that Pin well and Walker died, there died, too, 
another man whose art might possibly have rivalled theirs had its 
possessor lived. Boyd Houghton was one of those designers of whom 
the world knows but little, but who are greatly esteemed by their 
artistic contemporaries. His work, chiefly consisting of designs for 
woodcuts, has very rare imaginative qualities, his originality, and 
occasionally his power, are extraordinary ; but there was a lack of 
sanity in the mans life, and to some extent this was reflected in his 
art. With him, too, one thinks of Valentine Bromley, also an original 
worker who never lived “to beat his music out." All of these were 
figure-painters, at least chiefly ; but the list would not be complete 
without the mention of the only great landscape-artist who belonged 
to the same generation — Cecil Lawson, He, too, was scarcely recog- 
nised before he died ; and it only seems yesterday that the world was 
talking about his first great landscape at the Grosvenor Gallery, and 
discussing why the Royal Academy had always rejected him. He, 
too, was in sympathy with the idyllic school : his landscapes were in 
some sense “ short stories.” An intention ran through the work: a 
hint of meaning as well as of beauty. A bit of nature, yes, but a bit 
of man too — that was the subject-matter of hts pictures as it has been 
the subject-matter of all really great landscape-art. 

And now, but slightly older than these men 1 have mentioned, but 
with a fuller record and infinitely better known to the public, Mr, 
Frank Holl has “joined the majority,’’ and left a gap in the ranks of 
our portrait-painters which will be difficult to fill. 

Holl was when be died beyond all comparison the most popular of 
our living portrait-painters : this may be confidently stated, without 
even making the exception in favour of Sir John Millais, whose work 
in this department of art, though possessed at its best of finer quali- 
ties of painting and colour than are to be found in any of Frank 
HclVs pictures, has been oflate years so unequal, and frequently so 
perfunctory in its execution, that it is little more than an even chance 
whether any given example will be a success or failure. This uncer- 
tainty is rarely felt with regard to a portrait by Frank Holl. No 
doubt some of his likenesses are^ more successful than others ; some 
of his sitters necessarily gave him fuller opportunities, or excited in 
him a greater sympathy. But in each case, almost (as far as I can 
remember) without exception, the portraits produced were sound 
sterling pieces of work, executed throughout with the painter's utmost 
skill and care. Indeed, few artists living or dead could be cited 
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denied, it was not portraiture for which Mr. Frank . Holl was 
supremely fitted. He had neither the coolness nor the intellectual 
breadth of mind which are necessary for the greatest achievements 
in this direction ; and the artistic gifts which lie did possess fitting 
him for this branch of art were of a superficial character, and, 
though sufficient to render his portraits striking and popular, were 
probably the very qualities which would have prevented their ever 
becoming really great. 

This leads me to the consideration of that side of Frank Holl’s 
art which was most genuine to him, and which, if more cultivated, 
would have rendered him a far greater artist than he ever would 
have been as a portrait-painter. The native quality of his art was 
pathos ; the true domain of his painting was tragedy. Friends’ 
advice, the blatant injustice of ignorant and prejudiced critics, and — 
alas ! that it must be said — the temptation to gain instant popularity 
and monetary success, turned this true tragedian, this man who was 
endowed by nature with the gift of pathos as genuine and simple as 
it was intense, into a fashionable portrait-painter. 

With the recollection of his earlier subjects vividly present to my 
mind, I can scarcely understand how it was that so many critics and 
picture-buyers hailed his departure from the imaginative art of his 
early manhood with so much enthusiasm. No doubt the subjects 
which in these early days found favour in Mr. Holl’s sight were too 
entirely gloomy; people naturally resented the grave being forced upon 
their attention, in and out of season, and even the beautiful burial- 
service is apt to grow monotonous when its chief phrases are taken 
year after year as the title of a pathetic subject-picture. Still thinking 
of such works as “ The Lord gave and the Lord hath taken away,” the 
"At Newgate,” and the “ I am the Resurrection and the Life," with 
their sure striking of the note of genuine pathos, their unbiassed 
strong delineation of the beauty and dignity of sorrow, I have always 
felt there was a loss rather than a gain when Mr. Holl, year by year, 
put twenty portraits on bis easel, and turned us out to order, with 
the same underlying hint of tragedy, deans and doctors, princes and 
painters, mayors and merchants. With the same underlying hint of 
tragedy in their faces! Look at any portrait you please by this 
artist, and say if this is not true ; if the nature of the artist did not 
prove to the last stronger than his environment, and whether any 
amount, of commonplace in the subject of his canvas availed entirely 
to conceal that tragic dramatic sentiment which sprang as it seemed 
unbidden from the painter’s hand ? 

We do strange things with our artists in England : we are 
desperately afraid lest they should not be respectable and successful ; 
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we judge their art by the dwelling-place of its master in a fashion- 
able locality, by the amount of material dollars he gains per annum. 
How can a painter be expected to stand against such temptation ? 
" Here is a palace for you and ten thousand a year, and a prince for 
your model ! ” So cries the world, and almost in a flash of light the 
words come true, and the easels on each of which stands the effigy of 
a celebrity throng the great studio, and between them paces rest- 
lessly, anxiously, hurriedly, the poor, rich, heaven-endowed genius, 
turning his back on those old sad, vivid dreams of tragedy and 
drama, death and beauty, sorrow and resignation, duty and hope, 
which had formed his ideal * long ago. And the commissions 
multiply, and the critics applaud delightedly, and the carriages of 
the nobility roll to the door faster and faster, and the income 
increases day by day, and the facility and strength of the painter's 
hand increase too : but further and further into the distance retreats 
the old youthful ideal of his art — On the great canvases the gentle 
English girl no longer bends her head in patient sorrow beside the 
empty- chair of her dead father; the mourners stand no longer by 
the grave, the old stories of the tragedy of life, of the felon, the 
deserter, the pauper, the besieged woman and her starving child, are 
hushed into silence. The great portrait-painter remains, but the 
great emotional artist of modern days has, in obedience to the 
bidding of society and success, stifled his soul within him, has 
forgotten the folk of his own rank and stifled that habit of mind 
which once called forth his truest sympathies. 

Perhaps at a time when so many friends, relations, and admirers 
are sorrowing for Mr. H oil’s untimely death such words may seem 
of undue emphasis, but that the death was so untimely is due in no 
small measure to the facts hinted at above. “ He worked himself to 
death"; so all his friends and intimates are saying. “He would 
take no rest ; he was strictly told that he must undertake less work." 

11 He went for a holiday, and returned quickly and set to work again 
harder than ever.” So, variously phrased, with more or less of truth 
or exaggeration, runs the account of Holl’s latest days ; and I hold it 
to be part of the duty of a public writer, even a C some risk of bemg 
called uncharitable and unkind, to force home upon those who will 
care to listen the truth that in all human probability it was simply 
the fierce race for success, wealth, and fame which brought* poor 
Frank Holl to the grave. Fashion and wealth and genius are 
a queer trio for one man to manage, and a painter who has to make 
ten thousand a year to support his style of life, must sooner or Inter 
cither Scamp his work, or increase it to such a degree that his health 
breaks down. While hundreds of painters can make but the barest 
livelihood, a cruel, thoughtless fashion dictates that some dozen or 
two men shall be employed on every occasion, fitting or unfitting, 
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which are, upon the whole, the best Illustrations ever done for 
English novels, and which are also excellent specimens of the older 
fashioned style of wood-engraving now fast dying out. 

In respect of the wood-cutting, these present plates are not to be 
compared to the earlier ones, but in artistic quality, the comparison is 
not tvholty in favour of Sir John Millais. Mr. HoII’s work appears to 
me to be far less beautiful in line, and less attractive in what may be 
perhaps called sentimental expression, but it is more intellectual and 
decidedly more dramatic. In light and shade also, the advantage is, 

I think, on his side. In Millais’ earlier drawings there was always 
a certain heaviness — a blackness about the shadowed portions — 
towing, I think, to the minuteness of the manner in which they were 
worked and the artist’s attempt to express more of the form and 
texture of the shadowed object than there was light enough to make 
clearly comprehensible. This is shown clearly in such a drawing as 
that of “Lady Mason after her Confession," 1 and, for a still better 
example, in the '* Cleopatra” of the illustrated Tennyson. Mr. Holl 
does not err in this respect, and indeed in the drawing here repro- 
duced, the chiaroscuro is most admirable, alike unforced, picturesque, 
and brilliant. 

Strong and good in drawing and composition from the technical 
point of view ; most excellent in its arrangement of light and shade, 
it is nevertheless chiefly delightful for the simplicity and truth to 
nature of its sentiment, for the easy naturalness with which the 
scene is shown. I have forgotten what incident in Phincas Rcdux 
this drawing illustrates — nor does it much matter, the picture tells 
its own story; but it is worth consideration whether art of this 
sympathetic, unaffected kind is not the very best of which we 
Englishmen are capable; whether our real strength is not to be 
found, neither in imitating the liveliness and artistic originality, nor 
the Gallic grace of our French neighbours, but in preserving that 
somewhat stolid but sincere dignity and homeliness which are, to some 
extent, a part of our national character. A Frenchman will always 
beat us on his own ground (bent us artistically, I mean) ,■ but will he 
beat us on ours ? I don’t think any French artist with whose work 
I am acquainted could have produced such a picture as that here 
reproduced, in which strong artistic faculty is blended with a frank 
homeliness and simplicity. Such a design is equally an honour to 
the artist who conceived it, and to the writer whose book is illus- 
trated, and is even an honour to the national life one phase of 
nhich is faithfully shown. 

This is not the place to carry these notes further. They were 
undertaken by one who, personally unknown to the artist, has been 

1 In Orlty Farm, 
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an admirer of his art from the beginning-, and who feels most keenly 
the loss that his death will cause. If I have seemed to dwell less 
upon the brilliant qualities of his portraiture than upon what I think 
to have been his error (very unwillingly made and in obedience to 
great temptation) in leaving that field of ideal and emotional art in 
which he would have been so great, I have done so only because there 
has been so much said, and justly, in praise of his portraits, and so 
little remembered of his subject-work. Only last .week I read in a 
well-known Review that Holl had no imagination, and that he always 
failed when he painted women portraits. As a matter of fact he never 
failed in painting women portraits, because he never attempted 
to paint one ; and if the artist of " The Lord gave and the Lord hath 
taken away” had no imagination it would be interesting to know in 
what manner of work the reviewer considers that quality to exist. 
The truth is quite in the other direction, and the pleasantest thing 
about his portraiture is, not its insight, but the imaginative element 
with which the artist contrived to endow his pictures. A sense of 
stress, of drama, if not of tragedy, is to be found in all of them, and 
had he continued to paint subjects, that power, which was native to 
him, would have made him the first English artist who had been 
thoroughly capable of depicting the pathos and the tragedy of modern 
life. 



AMY LEVY : 1 A REMINISCENCE 
AND A CRITICISM. 


HERE lies hidden deeply in the heart of the West 
Country a secluded valley whose surrounding hills 
are fledged with fern and slim, small small-leaved 
elms ; while through the midst the tiniest of rivers 
winds its way to sea. The surrounding country 
is high and bare, with wind-swept fields and low 
stone fences, in whose turf-covered interstices Nature has sown a 
kindly crop of shrub-oak and wild flower. Here and there a poor 
village or quaint church-town with square grey tower lifts itself 
above the undulations of the moorland, and forms a centre alike 
for social gathering and religious devotion. Oftentimes indeed the 
tower served in the old days for sterner uses, and stood as a land- 
mark for weary, storm-tossed sailors, or for a last stronghold of 
defence against lawless robber or marauding lord. From the valley, 
however, of which I speak no one would guess at the character of 
the surrounding country, at the wild cliffs which are within rifle-shot 
of its peaceful tress and waters, at the great breakers which re)) 
ceaselessly in from the Atlantic upon the little sandy Porth to 'whpse 
shore the valley-river hurries through the pleasant marsh-lands. 
For, where the declivity begins — two miles from the sea — a tall wood 
fills the hollow of the down, and clothes the descent thickly with 
feathery pine and elm, so densely grown that even the noisy stream 
flows unseen beneath the branches of the trees. The path beneath 
the trees is verdant with fern and flower, and winds onward and 
downward ever, till almost upon the sea-level it reaches a white 
swing-gate, beyond which half-a-dozen cottage-roofs mark the 

1 Reuben Sachs (Macmillan and Co.); Miss Meredith (H odder and Stoughton) ; A Minor 
Poet (Fisher TJmvin); The Romance of a Shop (Fisher Unwin). 
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last descent of the hill. If we pass the gate, the village inn, cynosure 
of the locality, lies before us at the base of a field orchard, backed by 
a row of elms, above which in springtime the rooks and jackdaws 
wheel and chatter noisily. On the right, the river rushes from the 
woods under a rough bridge of stone and timber within a dozen 
yards of the stables and farm-buildings at the back of the hostelry ; 
on the left, a little brook borders the steep lane in haste to join the 
larger stream, and on the side of the hill beyond the brook, a wide 
path leads up to an old stone manor-house, which has now for many 
a year been used as a convent by the nuns of Lanherne. 

, Here it was that one day some years ago, weary but not sated 
with a long summer’s painting on the Cornish coast, I came 
almost by chance— having driven twenty miles across country from 
my last resting-place in quest of fresh material. How easy to 
recollect, how difficult, if not impossible, to convey the impression of 
that first entrance to what became to me in after-time almost a home. 
A dark doorway leading to two or three narrow rooms, equally 
compounded, as I soon grew to know, of bar, sitting-room, and 
kitchen ; a distant view of villagers over their beer in the furthest 
room, and a shy girl with the true west-country rose-flush on her 
cheek serving them. ; gleams of pewter, glass, and a silhouette of a 
stout, broad-shouldered man, who seemed to be silently master of the 
situation ; the usual plain chairs and tables, dark with use and age, 
in the front room, and, with a quiet, self-contained manner in which 
dignity and kindliness were subtly blended, a lady waiting, in the old 
phrase, to know my will. My will was to stop if I could — if I might 
—for evidently here it was a question not of money so much as of 
goodwill — so I proffered my request for accommodation somewhat 
hesitatingly. “ Would they put up a painter for a few days ? Could I 
have a bedroom and a room to put my litter in ?*' and so on. I was 
conscious, not altogether comfortably, of a quiet, judging glance — an 
estimation — a pause — before my interlocutress answered, having 
apparently decided in my favour, " Would I come upstairs and see ? ” 
[the faintest note of interrogation would express the question]. So 
she took me upstairs into a long low chamber, which certainly did 
not provide the usual accommodation I had been accustomed to find 
in country hostelries. The walls were covered with pictures, in one 
of which I recognised a photograph from a friend's work, chiefly 
sketches in oil and water-colour; the piano was heavy with music, 
most of which seemed to be Chopin and Beethoven ; and a volume 
of Schubert stood upright in front of the keys. The bookcase 
was literally crammed with books — Esmond standing by the side of 
Newman’s Apologia and Kingsley's Water Babies , and Hawker’s 
Cornish Ballads fraternising amicably with The Outcasts of Poker 
Plat and the Inland Voyage. The mantelpiece too was crowded 
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indoors was— a talk. So night after night we chatted for a long 
time in our respective positions, I sitting back in an arm-chair with 
my pipe and grog, and she standing by the table or door — for no 
entreaty would prevail upon her to sit down. 

She told me many things — of the wild flowers anti ferns that grew 
in Carnanton woods, of tne wrestling bouts in which her father had 
distinguished himself a generation since, of her relations and friends 
in London, of the awful weather “to the Porth" that winter, of the quiet 
holy life led by the nuns at the grey stone abbey which looked down 
upon the river and the inn, of the young couples who would come to 
them now and again to spend their honeymoon, of her fondness for 
the sea, the fields, and the wood, and yet how she could “seldom get out 
for a walk” during the summer time ; of her brief visits to London, 
of her intense love of music, of the books in the little bookcase I 
had noticed when I first arrived, and how most of them had been 
given her at various times by friends who had “ stayed with us at the 
Falcon.” Amongst the photographs on the mantelpiece, one was of a 
small, dark girl, of unmistakably Jewish type, with eyes that seemed 
too large for the delicate features, and far too sad for their youthful- 
ness of line and contour. In its way I had rarely seen a face which 
was at once so interesting, so intellectual, so beautiful, and, alas I so 
unhappy ; and somehow, after the first subjects of talk had been well 
exhausted, our speech would be apt frequently to turn in the direction 
of the original, and my hostess would tell me all about Amy Levy . 1 
She had come down there ill, it appeared, some two years before, and 

had been nursed — that was a matter of course (Miss nursed 

everybody, if ‘they would in the least give her permission — some- 
times, indeed, when they would not) — and she had been a dweller in 
Bloomsbury all her. life, and knew nothing about the country ; and 
my landlady had, in her capacity of nurse, taken her into the woods 
and fields, and down amongst the caves on the Porth, and taught her 
all those strange, hidden trifles of earth, sea, and air which only the 
dwellers in, and lovers of, the country know, and the girl — for she 
was quite a girl then — had taught her instructress — what? Had 
ywo asktd Wias — — sht '■wt/cAd bvt vcM ytm tViai \Vieie -reere few 
subjects upon which she had not talked with her patient, and gained 
from her some store of knowledge and thought. 


In the Club the other night by chance I took up a very small, 
quaintly -bound book, entitled Miss Meredith, and turning to the 
title-page, found it was by Amy Levy; and between the time at 
which I first heard her name in the manner above described, and this 
present time when I read her last work, there had come to her— or 


„ * Hi* J 1 ? be accurate ; for though my hostess told me much of Miss Lew’s charm, gentle- 
ness, and intelhg-snce, she seldom S poU of the details other life. 
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rather she had brought herself to that terribly strange, sad ending of 
which we all know. In life I never met her, but during the last six 
or seven years during which she has written, and at the close of 
which she has died, I have always had this pleasant picture of these 
two strangely-assorted women, the dweller in the country and the 
dweller in the town, the undoubting believer and the undoubting 
sceptic, the optimist and the pessimist, the old and the young, the 
Martha of the village inn, and the Mary of the latest developments 
of artistic thought, science, and unbelief, joining together on the 
'broad ground of a common humanity, and finding in the silence of 
Cornish woods, and the beauty of Cornish streams and seas, equal 
interest and equal delight — so that I read Miss Meredith as perhaps 
a critic should read every book if he would do entire justice to its 
author — that is to say, with personal sympathy, and a belief that I 
should find the story extremely interesting; and so reading, I did 
find it, not only interesting, but good, delicate, sincere, artistic work 
— marked with strong originality, and full of nascent knowledge, and 
perception which was rather hidden than displayed : a book, in fact, 
conceived from the point of view of art, and adequately carried out 
without weakness, affectation, or advertisement. It is hard that one 
can only say this when it can be productive of no pleasure to the 
author, and when praise or blame are equally futile. 

Indeed I should scarcely have thought of now writing concerning 
Miss Levy's work were it not that 1 feel that in some measure I 
owe amends to her art. For it so happened, that the opportunity 
came to me some years ago, Was offered me, indeed, by the authoress 
herself, of accepting one of her stories. 1 Rightly or wrongly — I 
would fain think wrongly now — I did not consider it up to the 
mark; and — while asking her to give me a chance upon another 
occasion — rejected it. Let me now therefore do whatever is possible 
to repair my mistake. Works of art are not very common nowadays, 
or indeed at any time, and we are not so glutted with writing of fine 
quality that we can afford to let even little masterpieces pass away 
quite unrecognised. Though it seems to be now agreed that it is 
impolitic and unnecessary personaiiy to honour any great writer who 
can no longer work for us, no one has yet asserted that it is equally 
blamable to endeavour to snatch good work from too early oblivion. 

Miss Meredith is the story of the engagement of an English gover- 
ness by an Italian family, of her sojourn with them at Pisa, and of her 
love affair with the younger son of the house. The materials are there- 
fore sufficiently simple. The story is, in fact — as Lawrence described 
Sword and Gown to be — a chaplet of cameos with sufficient interest 
to string them together. Nor are the characters, with the exception 

1 I was then editing the Universal Review. 
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of the heroine, specially interesting or remarkable. Throughout, the 
work is slight, but the slightness is that of intention, not of laziness 
nor incompetence. The especial flavour of the writing lies in the 
author's master)* over her material. This appears alike m the extent 
to which each character is delineated, and the detail which is suggested 
in relation to each part of the story. Nothing can in one sense be 
more realistic than the descriptions of the various scenes and incidents 
of the drama ; and yet the realism is so deftly introduced, so easily 
dropped and taken up again, so interwoven with the thoughts and 
characters of the principal personages, that this accuracy of detail only 
strikes us upon critical examination, and never for one moment arrests 
us in. our perusal. The realism is, in fact, that of the best modern 
French painting, in which detail is introduced plus the light it is seen 
In, plus its relative aspect to the scene of which it forms a part. If I 
did not fear to use a painter’s expression, I should say that the planes 
of this novel are especially well preserved, and with the single excep- 
tion of one exquisite story by Miss Thackeray, 1 1 am acquainted with 
no talc, professing to tell the love episode of a girl’s life, in which 
emotion and fact are kept so strictly in focus. Compare, for instance, 
the method of such narrative as that of Cometh up as a Flower, or its 
masculine prototype, As in a Looking-Glass, with that of Amy Levy 
in Miss Meredith, and it is impossible to avoid noticing the ill-balance 
(despite great literary ability) of the two first- mentioned books. The 
truth is, that love, and its surrounding passions, do not fill up the 
whole or even the major part of any human being’s life, even of the 
life of a young girl ; and all books which simply tell the story of the 
heroine's emotional experience, omitting the account of her intellectual 
and physical lives, must infallibly be caricatures of the passion they 
profess to represent. Miss Meredith— who at the crises of her love 
affairs gets tired, or hungry, or angry because she is snubbed, or feels 
the marble floor cold through the threadbare carpets — is a human 
being whom we can understand, and imagine to have possibly existed ; 
and so, too, when she, as it were, frescoes her more intense interest 
with her perceptions of the angularity and ridiculous eoifnrc of her 
pupil, with irritation at the fussiness of her pupil’s mother, and with 
many little sharp commentaries, not in the least emotional or senti- 
mental, and frequently rather ill-tempered, upon the life.vvhtch is going 
on around her. To write in such a manner as the above, and yet to 
preserve the more ideal portion of the story, and render it in no way 
trivial or commonplace, denotes very high art, and is equivalent in 
fiction to such work as that of Israels in painting — work which is 
apparently homely in subject, and simple in execution, but yet con- 
taining many elements of beauty and pathos, and really the result, 
frorn a technical point of view, of a complete master)* over its material 
and its method. 

1 i.e. The Story of Ehsahitk. 

I40 



1 have selected the following passage to exemplify this, not so 
much on account of its being a specially excellent one, as because it 
appears to me to give a fair example of the mingled poetry and 
realism which form the chief charm of Amy Levy’s work, and also 
because there is to be found therein something of that intense, 
passionate, almost despairing, personal note which characterised the 
author's habit of mind, and which — in a greater or less degree — is to 
be traced throughout her writing. 


CHAPTER VII, — “THE HOME COMING 
OF THE REBEL.” 

T HE covered gallery which ran along the back of the house 
was flooded in the afternoon with sunshine. Here, as the 
day declined, I loved to pace, basking in the warmth and 
rejoicing in the brightness, for, mild and clear as the day 
might be out of doors, within the thick- walled palace it was 
always mirk and chill. 

“The long, high wall of the gallery was covered with pictures — 
chiefly paintings of dead and gone Brogi — most of them worth- 
less taken singly, taken collectively interesting as a study of the 
varieties of family types. 

“ Here was Bianca, to the life, painted two centuries ago ; the old 
Marchese looked out from a dingy canvas three hundred years 
old at least, and a curious mixture of Romeo and his sister 
disported itself in powder amid a florid eighteenth-century family 
group. Conspicuous among so much indifferent workmanship 
hung a genuine Bronzino of considerable beauty, representing a 
young man, whose charming aspect was scarcely marred by his 
stiff and elaborate fifteenth-century costume. The dark eyes of 
this picture had a way of following one up and down the gallery 
in a rather disconcerting manner ; already I had woven a series 
of little legends about him, and had decided that he left his 
frame at night like the creatures in Rnddygore to roam the 
house as a ghost where once he had lived as a man. 

“Opposite the pictures, on which they shed their light, was a row 
of windows, set close together deep in the thick wall, and rising 
almost to the ceiling. They were not made to open, but through 
their numerous and dingy panes I could see across the roofs of 
the town to the hills, or down below to where a neglected bit of 
territory, enclosed between high walls, did duty as a garden. 

“In one corner of this latter stood a great ilex tree, its massive grey 
trunk old and gnarled, its blue- green foliage casting a wide 
shadow. Two or three cypresses, with their broom-like stems, 
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sprang from the overgrown turf, -which, at this season of the 
year, was beginning to be yellow with daffodils, and a thick 
growth of laurel bushes ran along under,. the walls. An empty 
marble basin approached by broken pavement, marked the site 
of a forgotten fountain, the stonecrop running riot about its 
borders; the house-leek thrusting itself every now and then 
through the interstices of shattered stone. Forlorn, uncared 
for as was this square of ground, it had for me a mysterious 
attraction ; it seemed to me that there clung to it through all 
change of times and weathers something of the beauty in 
desolation which makes the charm of Italy. 

M It was about four o’clock on Thursday afternoon, and I was 
wandering up and down the gallery in the sunshine. 

" I was alone for the first time during the last three days, and was 
making the best of this brief respite from the gregarious life to 
which I saw myself doomed for some time to come. The 
ladies were out driving, paying calls, and making a few last 
purchases for the coming festivities. In the evening Andrea 
was expected, and an atmosphere of excitement pervaded the 
whole household. 

“ ‘They are really fond of him, it seems, 1 I mused — 'these people 
who, as far as I can make out, are so cold.’ Then I leaned 
my forehead disconsolately against the window, and had a 
little burst of sadness all by myself. 

" The constant strain of the last few days had tired me, T longed 
intensely for peace, for rest, for affection, for the sweet and 
simple kindliness of home. 

** I had even lost my interest in the coming event which seemed 
to accentuate my forlornness. 

“What were other people’s brothers to me ? Let mother or one 
of the girls come out to me, and I would not be behindhand in 
rejoicing. ‘ No one wants me, no one cares for me, and I don’t 
care for any one either,’ I said to myself gloomily, brushing 
away a stray tear with the back of my hand. Then I moved 
from the window and my contemplation of the ilex tree, and 
began slowly pacing down the gallery, which was getting fuller 
every minute of the thick golden sunlight. 

“ But suddenly my heart seemed to stop beating, my blood froze, 
loud pulses fell to throbbing in my ears, I remained rooted to 
the spot with horror, while my eyes fixed themselves on a 
figure, which, as yet on the further side of a shaft of moted 
sunlight, was slowly advancing towards me from the distant 
end of the gallery. 

" * Is it the Bronzino come to life ? ’ whispered a voice in the back 
recess of my consciousness. The next moment I was laughing 
at my own fears, and was contemplating with interest and 
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astonishment the very flesh-and-falood presentment of a modern 
gentleman, which stood bowing before me. 

“ * I fear I have startled you,’ said a decidedly human voice, 
speaking in English, with a peculiar accent, while the speaker 
looked straight at me, with a pair of dark eyes that were 
certainly like those of the Bronzino. 

“ * Oh, no ; it was my own fault for being so stupid, ' I answered 
breathlessly, shaken out of my self-possession, 

“* I am Andrea Brogi/ he said, with a little bow ; ‘and I believe 
I have the pleasure of addressing Miss Clarke ? ’ ” 

The situation in the above, it will be observed, is not specially 
original. We have all read something like this before, when the 
hero that is to be, corpes down the long gallery and startles the 
heroine with his likeness to one of his ancestors’ portraits. But it is 
redeemed from the commonplace by the brisk, slight manner in 
which the episode is touched, and the fulness of personal feeling with 
which what may be called the mechanism of the scene is informed. 
Few things could be better in their way than the little paragraph 
describing the neglected bit of territory, enclosed between high 
walls, which did duty as a garden. That paragraph seems to me 
to hit the exact mean between ordinary conventional description and 
the too elaborate word-painting which has been of late in fashion. 
There is just the suggestion of poetry, of romance, of feeling, but it 
does not elaborate the first, magnify the second, or exhaust the third. 
You have the bit of territory plainly before you, and as Miss 
Meredith saw it, and there the matter is happily, easily left to take 
its right place in the picture. Besides which, a writer may be 
pardoned for remarking that the mere mechanism of these few 
sentences is completely satisfactory. There clung to it through all 
change of times and weathers — no one who was not a good work- 
man would have written that phrase, no one who had not an ear for 
the beauty of words and their fitting collocation. 

Here again is another little piece of word-music : 

“ ‘ They are really fond of him it seems,’ I mused — ‘ these people 
who, as far as I can make out, are so cold.’ ” 

Nothing can be less pretentious. The phrasing is almost bald in 
its intense simplicity and the naturalness of its expression, but as 
the words fall slowly one by one they have a strange, deliberate 
music of their own. The end of the little sentence completes the 
sound. We listen for it as for the final splash with which a pebble 
reaches the water, after springing from rock to rock down the face of 
a precipitous cliff. Here again, within four lines of the last quotation, 
is another instance of the same merit : I longed intensely for peace, 
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for rest , for affection , for i/d sweet and simple kindliness of home . 
And here we get. not only the incisive, completed music of the 
previous sentence, but the fuller, gentler tone wholly in accord with 
the sentiment expressed. The old test after all is the best, and try 
these sentences by it — namely, by the endeavour to substitute a 
synonym for any of the words used, or by altering the arrangement 
of those which the author has selected. 

To pass to another matter, and to one of more interest to the 
general reader than this of mere craftsmanship, let us ask what is 
the one essential, vital characteristic of our author’s writing ? What 
is it that separates that writing from the work of her contemporaries 
and her predecessors ? And here I find myself, not for the first 
time, on very delicate ground. The English habit of mind is so 
little accustomed to discriminate between art and personality, so 
little accustomed to excuse any research into a writer's or a painter's 
personal motives or feelings, that criticism which seeks to penetrate 
the secret of these, is but too frequently esteemed impertinent, even 
if it be not mistaken. Especially in the present instance am I, from 
the circumstances of the case, extremely anxious to avoid causing 
the slightest vexation to any living friend or relative of the author ol 
Miss Meredith. And yet, when so much has been said in praise, it 
would be neither just, nor, in the Iong*run, kind, to hesitate to mark 
the note which appears to the present writer to be out of tune in the 
general harmony. That such a note does exist is beyond question, 
and it is traceable alike in Miss Levy's poetry and her prose. 
Perhaps the most easy definition of what is lacking would be to 
characterise the author’s habit of mind as a pessimistic one, 
pessimist not only with regard to the expectations to be formed from 
the circumstances of life, and from the actions, and with regard to 
the motives of others, but the far deeper pessimism which not only 
doubts, but scarcely regrets the absence of, any deep-seated happi- 
ness, or possible sufficient good. The conjecture, the observation, 
the thought, the pathos, and the* humour, which are found so subtly 
and skilfully blended in Miss Levy’s work, are perhaps all, if care- 
fully examined, a little thin, and more than a little hard. One can 
hardly imagine that this writer would have been an easier person to 
live with, than she found the world an easy place to live in ; and 
finding it very difficult, having perception and knowledge and 
intuitive feeling sufficient to perceive its incongruities, to estimate 
its difficulties, and to gauge its sorrow, she does not seem to 
have arrived at that further stage which renders such an experience 
possible despite its sadness — the stage in which the recognition of 
sorrow and pain turns freely, if not gladly, to action, which seeks to 
lighten the one and decrease the other. Indeed, if we are not very 
much mistaken, Miss Levy's habitual intellectual aspect towards men, 
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women, and things in general, was not unlike that other celebrated 
one which characterised Mr, Gcdge , the landlord of the Royal Oak, 
who found all his customers in the country village in which he lived 
a poor lot, sir, big and little, and who, when he removed to a large 
manufacturing town, was still followed by the same bitter experience, 
and the most notable point in Reuben Sachs, at all events the point 
which struck the present writer most clearly, was the detachment of 
mind which allowed its young Jewish author to write, not exactly so 
bitterly, but with such absolute indifference, about the national and 
social characteristics and peculiarities of her own people. There 
was something positively inhuman in such work proceeding from 
the lips of one who was scarcely more than a girl, and it seemed to 
show not so much the result of bitter experience and thwarted effort, 
as a preconceived determination to see the seamy side — a deliberate 
attempt to banish from her work every gentle prejudice and kindly 
affection which might have pleaded for a softer judgment. As is not 
infrequently the case, the result of this determined, self-conscious 
impartiality, was to produce the very bias against which such strict 
precaution had been taken. 

For fortunately it is just as easy to err on the pessimist as on the 
optimist side of things, and if we set out very determinedly to make 
no allowance for. sympathy or sentiment, to suspect our own 
emotions as well as those of others, and analyse to the utmost 
possible degree our perceptions and our prejudices, we are very apt 
to end by failing to see the use and attractiveness of sympathy, 
feeling, or sentiment at all, and very apt to doubt whether one per- 
ception or prejudice is not much the same as another, equally true 
for the people, useful for the magistrate, and false for the philo- 
sopher ; and so feeling, or at least so arguing — for some imperfection 
of kindliness in thought and action is apt to linger with the most 
cynical — there is apt to grow upon us that detachment of mind 
which is, beyond all other qualities, the most fatal possession for the 
story-teller. In the long run, readers will pardon all else but 
superiority, and, strange us it may seem, on author is uot at liberty, 
quh the general reader, to treat his characters, or rather the emotions 
and experiences of his characters, with utter indifference ; all else he 
may do to and with them — plunge them into the most utter misery', 
or reward them with a happiness such as few of us have the luck to 
experience outside the covers of a book. ^ But it is^ quite initiative, 
if the author is to retain any hold upon his readers’ sympathies, that 
lie should feel with the people he has created. So truly is this the 
case, that if wc read the lives of the great story-tellers, we find 
that almost in proportion to their greatness, was the sense of 
responsibility towards their dramatis persona :, and their concern for 
what was to happen to them in the pages as yet unwritten. It is an 
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interesting chapter in the history of literature, this which tells us 
how one by one, in many ages and many lands, the romancers fell 
under the spell of their own creations ; and while the world stood 
waiting to know how Becky Sharp would deceive her husband, 
whether Paul Dombey would die, or what was to be the final 
incident in Jean Valjcan's pitiful history, Thackeray, Dickens, and 
Hugo were sitting in their working-rooms in London and at -Parts, 
more interested than their youngest reader in the final catastrophe . 
of trencher)*, death, and suffering, of which they were slowly working 
out the incidents. Much of the change which has come over fiction * 
of late years seems to me to be connected with this loss of interest^ 
this lack of responsibility .and credence in the author, towards his 
story and his characters. One belief has been substituted for. 
another. The writer of to-day believes in himself where lie once 
believed in his people ; and for such a faith he has the appropriate 
reward, for if readers concern themselves with him at all, it is with 
him personally, and not the folk whom he creates. Many of us 
in the old days sorrowed with Sidney Carton or Colonel Newconre, 
with that kindly, personal sorrow that we feel when those who are 
really near to us suffer; but who would dream of being pitiful to the 
dissected personalities w*ho walk about without any of their seven 
skins in Mr. Howells' stories, or to those of glorified country squires 
who drag their elephant rifles and dress waistcoats through trails of 
blood, and hordes of howling savages, in quest of buried treasure 
or forgotten cities? We feel that to sympathise with such heroes 
as these would be certainly futile and probably impertinent. We 
can imagine them saying, Don't know you! to any proffer of 
sympathy or comprehension. And, in a lesser degree but still 
markedly, this change is manifest even in stories such as Miss 
Meredith , which may be said to be in a measure built on the 
old model, and in w’hich analysis is still restrained within reasonable 
limits, .and the vagaries of filibustering romance are not substituted 
for more accustomed and genuine sources of interest. Miss 
Meredith's story, cleverly, suggestively, prettily, as it is told, is 
nevertheless^ told with the author's sense of its slight importance 
leaking out in nearly every line. There is a flavour of scorn in the 
telling of each incident. 

After all, however, it is by Reuben Sachs that Miss Levy’s work 
will be most fitly and finally judged. This is her most important 
book, and is moreover the story which contains her most elaborate 
studies of character and her most ambitious writing. And Reuben 
Sachs is, despite all its power and originality, a disappointing book. 
The divorce of sympathy between the author and the characters 
depicted, is complete and manifest, and is forced upon us at every 
turn in the narrative.- A few touches of kindliness there are indeed 
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here and there, in the delineation of the heroine, Judith Quixano. 
hut for scarcely another character throughout the lx>ok is there a 
good word said unaccompanied by a sneer or a criticism, and one 
especial trick of thought is continually' recurring, which to the 
present writer great!)* militates against the enjoyment of the story. 
This is Miss Levy's habit of setting down any unamiablc peculi- 
arity of one of her characters which she may have to notice as 
a tribal peculiarity or Jewish characteristic, or some similar phrase 
which drives home, as it were, against her own people, the general 
accusation, by means of the individual instance. Throughout the 
narrative is kept up this continual harping on the unami ible, vulgar, 
or sordid traits of the Jewish race, till at Inst one feels inclined to 
say pettishly, “Why can’t the woman leave her * people ’ alone, and if 
she sees nothing worthy of admiration in the Jewish community, go 
elsewhere for the subject-matter of her story ?" Not that the author's 
accusations, complaints, or criticisms strike us as much exaggerated 
or unjust, hut that so evidently she was not the right person to 
say them ; and their continual recurrence is an error in art, ns 
well as taste, for reasons which arc sufficiently obvious. The truth 
is that Miss Levy’s dissatisfaction had a far deeper root than dislike 
to Semitic usages and peculiarities. The whole note of Reuben 
Sne/is is one of depression, of disgust with, or rather of distaste 
for life; especially for ordinary middle-class uneventful life, with 
its timid proprieties, conventional pleasures, and unaspiring ideals. 
Despite these and other drawbacks of a similar kind. Reuben S<uAs 
must be counted as a remarkable tour de force for a young itithor. 
if only because of the breadth of character-drawing, of the numerous 
slight yet vivid sketches of various types introduced therein anil 
of the ease with which the teller of the story stage-manages her 
dramatis fenotiir, and conveys to the reader the sense of reality 
both in them and their surroundings. There are few deierer 
passages in latter-day fiction than that which describe* the dinner- 
party in Portland Place after the fasting of the Day of Atoneme nt 
Not only it good in humour and in varied penetration into th* 
varied idiosyncrasies of the numerous people who take put therein, 
but the author has contrived to preserve the drama. th«* current 
of her story, fn a most subtle, skilful manner. Uc feel the on coining 
tragedy gradually revealing itself through the commonplace utter- 
ances of Mr. Nettie 1a*v- Harrison. through tlm description-. of Aunt 
Rebecca and Uncle Samuel, through the squabbles ol thy children 
through even the sib-nee of the heroine Twice or thrkc in liter 
jiortinns of the book, the uneventful story rises to t!. 1 * !c\l! 

of tragedy The heroine Imis and is lovrt! by a man wNne 
ambition and common sen a- ant 'trenger than Ins p..< '% ami 
basing to choose between what is mn-.t prudent ft hr- f.t .r»* 
|-o!itical career, nr.t! what i r - mo.t pleasant and iiKd to in <**0 



perception, he chooses without hesitation, and almost without regret, 
the path of practicality and worldly wisdom, and the heroine scarcely 
blames him. She recognises as clearly as himself his right to do 
what is best from the world’s point of view, and scarcely allowing 
him time to decide, much less to repent of his decision, she allies 
herself to a small, estimable, polite, and well-connected gentleman, 
who can. give her a comfortable home, and who will not expect 
from her any especial devotion. So the hero Reuben Sachs gets 
elected to his constituency, and his sweetheart marries her slight 
Sir Robert with his watery smile and educated whisker , and the 
former duly succeeds in the House, and the latter lives comfortably 
enough we are led to suppose, or at all events quietly enough, in 
a flat at Albert Hall Mansions, till one day suddenly her husband 
tells her at dinner, just before the start for some evening reception, 
that Reuben Sachs is dead ; 

'* It was the first time for some weeks that they had dined alone 
together, and conversation did not flow freely, 

“ Bertie looked up again, fixing his eyes, not on her face, but on 
the row of pearls at her throat. 

“ 4 My dear, you will be very much shocked.’ 

“ ‘Yes?’ said Judith interrogatively, eating her soup. 

“ ' Reuben Sachs is dead.’ 

“ * It is not true,’ said Judith — and then she actually smiled, . . , 

“ ‘ . . . cardiac disease was the immediate cause of his death — 
cardiac disease,’ repeated Bertie, with mournful enjoyment of 
the phrase, and pulling a Jong face as he spoke. 

“Judith, sitting there like an automaton, eating something that 
tasted like sawdust, something that was difficult to swallow, 
was vividly conscious of only this — that Bertie must be silenced 
at any cost. Anything else could be borne, but not Bertie's 
fluent regrets. 

“Another woman would have fainted : there had never been any 
mercy for her : but at least she would not sit there while Bertie 
talked of it. 

"So she lifted up her face, her stony face, and turned the current 
of his talk. 


“He had gone at last, and she stood there motionless by the 
mantelpiece, staring at the card for Lady Kerfiys' ‘At home.* 

“ ' Infinite teons ’ seemed to divide the present moment from that 
other moment, half an hour ago, when she had told herself 
u carelessly, indifferently, that she would meet Reuben that night. 
“It struck her now that all the sorrow of her life, all the suffering 
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she had undergone would be wiped out, would be as nothing, 
if only she could indeed meet Reuben — could see his face, 
hear his voice, touch his hand. Everything else looked trivial, 
imaginary ; everything else could have been forgotten, forgiven; 
only this thing could never be forgiven him, this inconceivable 
thing — that he was dead. 


“ llefore the great mysteries of life her soul grew frozen and 
appalled. 

" It seemed to her, as she sat here in the fading light, that this 
is the bitter lesson of existence : that the sacred serves only 
to teach the full meaning of sacrilege ; the beautiful of the 
hideous ; modesty of outrage ; joy of sorrow ; life of death.’* 

So with a little paragraph hinting at hope for Judith in the future, 
through the germ of another life which was even then quickening 
within her, the book ends. — With all its faults of temper, of taste, 
of exaggerated requirement from, and too facile discontent with life 
— a strong book, full of genuine if mistaken thought, full of keen 
perception and minutely accurate observation. Full, too, of— bathed 
in as it were — that atmosphere of personal feeling by which works 
of art alone really exist; for though the author is superficially 
scornful enough of the puppets she has created, and the people 
whose shortcomings she secs so clearly, she is nevertheless at heart 
not scornful at all, but only simply, passionately, almost childishly 
angry with the deficiencies and inconsistencies of life. An idealist 
who has missed her way, she would fain be pessimistic, fain be 
matter-of-fact, but the effort is palpably insincere, and is but the 
reaction from the qualities which she professes to despise. 

In view of what occurred subsequently, these last words which 
we have quoted from Reuben Sachs seem to have been inspired 
by some sinister presentiment, and to point to the frame of mind 
which rendered it possible for a young and lovely girl in the first 
Hush of her genius and renown, to quit a life whose contrasts she 
found unbearable, and whose lesson too bitter for endurance. 
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THE UNFASHIONABLE ART OF ENGLAND. 



1\01V when it was too late I saw the folly of sitting 
down to build before counting the cost , said Robinson 
v l ^ rusoe on a cer tain memorable occasion, and the 
won * s come home to me to-day most painfully. For 
illszWswSwlKI t0 W rite truly, frankly, and usefully of the Art of 
England to-day, many unpleasant things must be 
said or hinted, many deficiencies and errors dwelt upon which are 
habitually glossed over with flattering phrase, or allowed to linger in 
that kindly obscurity where they may almost pass for merits. There is, 
indeed, at the present time much that is rotten in the state of our 
Art, and in the conduct of those who are most intimately connected 
therewith, though upon this latter point I do not in this article 
propose to enter ; and there is, to the best of my belief, no hope of 
reform whilst the present fashions of interested puffery, audacious 
advertisement, ignorant patronage, and ill-informed and partial 
criticism remain in force. For many years I have been to a con- 
siderable extent behind the scenes of the art world ; the dealer, the 
patron, the artist, the critic have all been known to me, and I have 
watched the influence which one has exerted upon the other, and the 
extent to which that influence has been to the public advantage, or 
to the benefit of tbe art itself. Above all 1 have noted, with an 
increasing conviction of the harm which is done thereby both to the 
man and his work, the method in which fashion has of recent years 
determined not only the reward, but the direction of painting ; and 
the result, easily to be predicted from the first, of the gradual dis- 
appearance of the older aims and qualities of English art in the 
endeavour of artists to satisfy this new, capricious, and exacting 
mistress, who, like a new Eve, has lately brought to many a poor 
painter, her golden forbidden fruit of luxury, notoriety, and self- 
indulgence. 

The essence of Art is to be eternal, and the essence of Fashion is 
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to change. How can there be true alliance between these two? 
What has Fashion to do with that secluded inner country of the 
heart and spirit ? — what even with that harvest of the quiet eye from 
and in which the power and the beauty of art proceed ? What is 
right to-day, was wrong yesterday, and will be wrong again to-morrow : 
so says the arbiter elegantiamm in all ages. What is right to-day, 
was right yesterday, and will be right for ever : so speaks, and must 
always speak, the artist. What hope, then, can we have of obtaining 
a good art if it is to change daily in obedience to the dictates of the 
hour? And yet this is what English painting has been doing since 
the so-called art revival, and what it is doing more than ever to-day. 
And, blinded as we all are by the attractiveness of things which are 
new and progressive, and exactly in accordance not only with the 
taste of the moment but with the spirit of change which modifies all 
the thoughts and actions of this restless day, it is scarcely to be 
wondered at that ordinary picture-seers and the public at large do 
not notice the gradual disappearance from our pictures of what may 
be called their distinctively English peculiarities. For the change, 
it must be well remembered, is gradual, and we live in the midst of 
the current with little opportuniiy for pause and quiet examination. 

We shall have in the later articles of this series occasion to consider 
at some length the various developments, methods, and manners 
which the influence of society and the increase of attention given to 
artistic concerns by the nation at large have brought into being ; but 
in order to do this to the best advantage, it seems to me necessary 
in this preliminary article to speak a little about some phases of 
painting, and thought and life as expressed in painting, which were 
well known to our fathers, and which, in fact, gave to them all the 
pleasure which they derived from pictures. There is always some 
probability that the art which has gradually grown up in any 
given country, which has shaped itself as it were out of the needs and 
aspirations, prejudices and beliefs of the people, will have some real 
affinity with the national characteristics, will supply, in however 
partial a manner, some want which is felt on that particular portion of 
the earth- and at that particular time. For national styles and 
methods of painting are merchandise which cannot be sent by Parcels 
Post, no matter how secure the package, which do not bear trans- 
portation, and to which, in a new sense, the old Latin proverb may 
be applied, cerium non animutn mutant qui traits marc air mint. For 
not only the physical world, but its mental counterpart is different in 
France and England, Italy and Germany. The attempt to make an 
Englishman see after the same fashion as a Gaul, is hopeless, unless 
you can first make him feel in the Gallic spirit. The death of Art 
in all ages has been eclecticism ; the attempt to combine all excellencies 
has always resulted in such works as were produced by the Bolognese 
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School, works essentially nugatory, and bearing the same relation to 
great art as the Entytlopccdia Briiauuica bears to great Literature. 

Whatever is true about fine art, there is no doubt but that it 
always results from the desire to express primarily some one thing, 
not from the desire to express all things equally. The great artist is 
a man whose imagination is exceptionally aroused by this or that 
beauty of natural fact or spiritual consciousness. He is not a man 
who sets to work with the precision of a mathematical instrument, to 
work out a problem in colour and form. This is not to say that the 
artist never acts in the above manner; on the contrary, he does so 
habitually— it is a part of his business, of his artistic education. But 
all such work pertains only to the mechanics of his profession, and 
though perfection of technique will greatly increase his native artistic 
faculty, it is by no means the essential circumstance by which that 
faculty takes its rank. Extreme sensitiveness, whether of the mind 
or eye, may easily be injured by the attempt to force the eye to see 
or the mind to sympathise with sights, methods, or ideas which have 
for that special individual no attraction, nay, which are perhaps in 
themselves inconsistent with the exertion to the utmost of his 
individual power ; and instances are by no means rare of artists who 
have, so to speak, educated themselves into sterility, and whose 
work, delightful despite its imperfection in youth, has become, with 
fuller accomplishment, uninteresting, colourless, and weak. And if 
this be the case with individuals, the theory is even, more true when 
it has to be applied to nations, for all national arts have a peculiar 
idiosyncratic flavour, are all partizan speeches which can only be 
justified from one point of view. 

The question may be asked why, even granting the above to be 
true, should it not be possible for the painters of one country to 
adopt without loss of power the discoveries, improvements, and even 
the habitual technical methods of another. The reason can only be 
briefly indicated here, for the inability depends not only on the 
education of the eye being different in every country of the world, 
but on the fact that, while the actual physical details seen by the 
eye are in themselves different in, say, England and France, all the 
mental prepossessions which' help to make up our conscious sight are 
also various according to training and nationality. Thus the grass 
is not only of a different colour in France from that which it is in 
England, the whole effect of atmosphere greyer and cooler, but even 
if these things were the same they would not look so to a French 
and English eye. To which chief reason may be added that life is 
very short, and the acquirement of even one method of painting.so 
supremely difficulty and the. carrying out of that method in the 
special direction which any given painter may choose is a matter of 
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Mich long duration, and needs such single and undivided effort, that 
if the artist’s time is taken up by the search for alien forms of 
practice and methods of interpretation, he is likely to find his whole 
attention absorbed in this formula-swallowing, and never to get any 
time to do his real business in the world, which is simply to express 
himself. 

The more one knows of the history of art, and the more one 
studies the works of great artists, the more clearly we sec that the 
latter are great, not because, but for the most part despite, of their 
methods. Of their methods, yes — and even of their materials. It 
hardly matters whether they work on paper or canvas, with chalk or 
brush, or pencil or pen and ink, whether they model in clay or carve 
their marble, or hammer iron into lace-work, as in the old days of 
Nuremberg and Verona; whether they put their fancies on tile or 
glass, or build them into mountains of stone, as in the days of 
Egypt, or carve them on the living rock amidst the jungles of India 
or Assyrian caves. Everywhere we find methods and materials 
varied and imperfect; everywhere, too, we find, save in work 
which has no interest, faults and deficiencies which the child of a 
furore age can point out. Bui every where, too, we discover the 
universal truth of this law, that the artistic spirit is greater than any 
imperfection of form, or any deficiency of knowledge, so that if your 
Michael Angelo knew so little about anatomy as to give his statues 
any imaginable disproportion, the work would still maintain its hold 
upon us so long as he communicated to it that strenuousness of 
spirit, that power, grandeur, and impressiveness which are insepar- 
ably linked with his name. This is no mere theory, but actual 
indisputable fact ; and can be proved ns such by a thousand in- 
stances, \Yc have all heard of Michael Angelo’s David, and how 
the lack of proportion therein (for the head and torso are far too 
large for the lower limbs), was caused by the sculptor’s haste. He 
is said to have set to work without measurement on an enormous 
block of marble, and in his haste to have made the upper portion 
of the body on so large a scale that the block was of insufficient 
size to complete the statue in due proportion. It is rather a 
pleasant story this of the big sculptor chipping away with all the 
eagerness of an art student, but the point of it in regard to our 
argument is that, despite the manifest error, the statue remains to 
this day of undisputed magnificence as a work of art. I n the same 
way a nation’s art may be more perfect in imperfection than in 
excellence, if it possesses the essential qualities of the nation’s life. 
And it is because our art is in some measure losing these qualities 
that I w'ant to say a word in favour of a few of those older painters 
who, whatever may be thought of the range of their knowledge and 
the value of their achievements, were indisputably English in 
feeling, in the character of their subjects, and whose methods grew 
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up slowly, tentatively, it may even be stupidly, bit by bit, in har- 
mony with the life of their countrymen, and in harmony with the 
traditions of English workmanship. They did not talk much about 
their work, these men : I seem to fancy they did not even think 
very much about it : and as to knowledge of the history of 
painting, a student at Girton nowadays might easily have puzzled 
the whole generation. But that they felt it there is now their work 
to witness; and that is, after all, as Paul Bedford used to say, 
“the apparatus which can’t lie.” 

We have at the present time a very beautiful National Gallery, 
where the works of these men may for the most part not be seen ; 
and in the cellars thereof, lit by what little light Sir Frederick 
Burton and the London fog allow, there exist some two or three 
hundred landscapes by a gentleman called Turner, who in a 
moment of misguided liberality thought that the nation might like 
to look at them, which are without question the finest collection of 
water-colour drawings by a single artist in the whole world, and 
which will one day be perhaps given their right place in the building 
above them. Meantime just consider how ludicrous a thing it is 
for us to go strutting and fretting about our art progress, to spend 
thousands upon thousands in the purchase of old Italian pictures 
which not one in a million Englishmen cares to look at, while 
we cannot even sec — not even those of us who are paid a thousand 
a year on the understanding that they have the capacity of seeing 
— that it is a national disgrace to let the masterpieces of the 
greatest English painter, living or dead, moulder away m a half- 
lighted cellar. Italian art, forsooth! Yes, it is a fine thing if you 
can understand the beauty thereof, and let those who can give 
their £70,000 for a Raphael, or .£10,000 for a Rubens; but what 
are those works doing in a National Gallery which is not large 
enough to hold our own people if we had but the sense to hang 
them there ? 

Just think what this means ; just think what real consideration for 
Art it shows; just think what likelihood there is of the painters of 
any country making real progress and receiving real encouragement 
to do their utmost in the highest forms of art, when they know that 
neither in life nor death will their country recognise their efforts, and 
that, however famous they may become, they will have but small, tf 
any, place upon those walls which should be chiefly their own. 

The one branch of painting which is exclusively English is that of 
water-colour. In this branch there have been executed works of 
such beauty and such breadth of achievement that they form, I do 
not hesitate to say, the greatest advance which has been made in 
pictorial art since the days of the Italian Renaissance. The land- 



and with the fall of water-colour it is falling. Where forty years avo 
tve had a dozen great landscape artists, for the most part painters m 
the last-mentioned medium, there is not now one great English land- 
scape painter either in water-colour or oil. Unpalatable truth, but 
truth all the same. Let us recognise it, for till we do so there is no 
hope of remedy. 


Most unfortunately I cannot put the actual works of which I am 
speaking into the pages of this review, for could I do so my words 
would need little confirmation. But 1 would ask those readers who 
think that I have exaggerated the excellence of the last generation 
o ngiish landscape painters, and unduly depreciated the merit of 
contemporary work, to go for themselves to the South Kensington 
useum, and to (the cellars of) the National Gallery, and look at 
the Coxes, De Wints, Barrets, and Palmers which they will find at 
the former place, and at the Turners in the latter. 

nc ??,*kat while water-colour landscape flourished, the oil- 
j* . j . eh . ran Slde by side with it not only flourished also, but 
m ltS °!™ med l um i though perhaps not to an equal 
,1 * *, very quahties which gave the peculiar charm to water- 

r i ‘ r es . e were . chiefly the qualities of transparency, delicacy, 
diffirnU ? a ‘ m P r u e ^' on - and one last crowning merit, extremely 
t0 define but which I may be perhaps allowed to call 

ininr^TJ^n™ r*!! ^ ua ! lt y • the quality, that is, which produces the 
If ^ 1 e P aint mg having been done with ease and certainty, 

scaraes nf * in & ™ or . c .than another peculiar to English land- 
had P no f chooI ‘ lt , Js th «. that their artists seem to have 

to paint ^Q nm n aS to , 1 ttie attractiveness of whatever they chose 

their head like- r° * en L c hose to paint classical landscapes out of 
they were viewfS^P Barret * and most extraordinary productions 
painted aw'avn?!^ stand P™t of reason ; but Barret 

faction • nn/he * h ‘ S lfe ’ a PP arend y with the calmest satis- 

insight into beautiful thiW at heart ’ and had such a keefl 

or two natural f-inr R s ' and had so real a devotion towards one 
atmosphere aid ^ S 8 * 8 ™*- the «cate gradations of 
managed to make even ] F- ervadm ? influence of sunlight— that he 
landscapes, in one senc P * I ?° 5t temples and imaginary 

others, and these a ZZ ^ ^ , in a11 seas ^ beautiful. Some 
or common— and many ; S,mp y went °ut to the nearest field 

land fifty years ao-o ? eat y belds and commons in Eng- 

grave 1 pVor ra^dXl t0 ° k ^ , first P iece of scrubby gorse, or 
that and a few sheen ^ e I’ ow .which they chanced to find, and with 
made their pictures i> w,de expanse of tumbled clouds they 
"« think or making them "muVh' lhe >' ” ^pictures-. they did 
much as we do nowadays, and their 
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scientific and historic knowledge was of course infinitely less ; nor 
do I altogether believe that, with two or three notable exceptions, 
they were naturally greater artists than those we have amongst us 
to-day, but they were artists working more sincerely than the majority 
of modern painters. They were less influenced by the desire of 
making large* incomes, they were less cramped by the necessity of 
meeting each vagary of the ever-shifting taste of the moment. Above' 
all, they were not men who had learnt to think very much of their 
own performances, and whose art had consequently suffered. 

Some years ago there were two water-colours by David Cox 
sold at Christie’s, which fetched between them — I forget the exact 
figures — but about four thousand two hundred guineas. And con- 
cerning one of these pictures there was a little history which happens 
to have come into my hands. It seems that when it was first pur- 
chased from Cox he had asked and obtained for the drawing (it was 
a very large water-colour) the enormous sum of ^80 ; and he had 
been so greatly distressed on thinking the matter over lest the 
purchaser should not have received good value for his money, that 
he wrote to him, and after thanking him .greatly for his generosity, 
added at the end of his letter that he took the liberty of sending him 
another small sketch to make up the value of the money he had 
received. We happen to have this letter, and I must confess that it 
seems to me to be one of those simple, honourable, kindly acts of 
which it would not be a bad thing if we still kept up the tradition. 
It points too a tremendous moral, for the frame of mind in which Cox 
wrote and sent that letter and sketch, has in the artistic world perished 
to-day as utterly as if it had never existed. The modern point of 
view is exactly the reverse : a painter nowadays never gets enough 
for his work (in his own opinion), and if he be a popular artist, he too 
frequently even approaches his purchaser in what may be called the 
auctioneer spirit, offering his work first of all for a price which he 
knows it is not worth, and which he scarcely even hopes to get, on 
the chance, as was once said to me, of finding a flat. And then if 
the picture be not sold, as it generally is not, at the first-named price, 
the sum asked is two-thirds, then half, then probably a quarter. 
And finally, if none of these values are sufficiently attractive to the 
purchaser, sooner or later the work finds its way to Christie's sale- 
room, and is then sold, roughly speaking, for its actual value. And 
as far as my experience goes, this value averages, except in the case 
of a few of the very best men, from a quarter to a sixth of the price 
at which the artist would first have estimated his work. 

There is little progress that we can perceive in such a state of 
things, and it is very questionable whether the artist is really any 
better off for fluking ^500 or ;£iooo now and again for a picture 
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which is worth /50, anti raising his expenditure, as he invariably 
docs, on the assumption that the fluke will be perpetual. In the old 
days if he only got .£30 or /40, he only lived at the rate of /too or 
^400 per annum, and he lived the life which was best suited to his 
nature, and best suited to make him capable of producing pictures. 

Again, the majority of people hardly understand the various ways 
in which this influence of fashion works to the deterioration of art. 
Consider for a moment the case of a landscape painter who is at the 
presenc time fashionable, and receiving large prices for his pictures. 
Me must not only have a large house in some expensive neighbour- 
hood, and entertain therein, hut he must also be "seen about" as the 
phrase is, in order to maintain his vogue. Where Society goes, he 
must go also, and at the same time ; and in order to sell for those 
targe sums ol money he must appeal to a very limited class, and a 
c ass w o arc accustomed to have all their conventions and prejudices 
fwn G * le V ln ’ 0,t P^iklc degree ; moreover, to a class who 
jm "! os P art artificial, unwholesome town lives, and whose 
£ °T| k - ref r' arc Iikel >' ,0 bc for unwholesome artificial 

of whlh 7 1 ' 0 sl ™P !lclt > - ? ub iect which marked the earlier painting 
r a .L: ti ‘? vc ^ ecn speaking, would have little attraction for the 
, * P ! 5 tu f° buyer, either then or now, and, since the painter 
Whir Hn ° c 0C !1 t! 'r t0 ^ ,a5bion: 'ble picture buyer lie must appeal. 
manv n1cr wL fi . n u d? Look r ° u . nd ** Royal Academy and say how 
his been rh a r° 7 n wkick a P bl 'n, simple English sentiment 

comnirewirhZr^'c 0 ardsts work ; and ‘then look round and 
represent-ulnnc e :i eW kava hoop able to discover, the multitudinous 
plays the cWefpart.^ "* art,fidalit >'. c!thcr ° r dress or sentiment, 

older, quieter' truer Tn 1^ kIr '. 9' L. Leslie for an example of that 
which used to mark the css . eil ! laI| y morc beautiful style and sentiment 

technically S ne™fn ‘ meTr J i ty of , our P ic,ures eTCa "' hea tke f «*■ 

teres ting. Life tr^'w! a ' vk ' v f rd » niost imperfect, and most tmm- 
enjoy tl?e sunshine arfd^h^iJ’T 3 ’ ■ wl, ° havc opened the window to 
may be full of rather nn 6 a,r ’ ma ^ not intensely exciting, 
possible to look-' and^nnr P ) easures and P ain »* but 1S Jt 

physically and s Dir it ml I ° C t ^ em as fresh and clean, 

not to envy a little thet/v” 0 ^ 0 l ^ at Have a quiet time, 

surroundings of their Hvp* 1 mnoc ence and the pleasant natural 
whether in this Mr T pci;- u Jt s ^ cras to me to matter here very little 
-e„ the more Wo “to Wm if h* T *3“^ his facts - ^rhans 
honour for a man to have haS don ? 50 ; J or h is no f 1 ™ 11 

hood, and a touch at oner, c 3 conce Pt<on of English maiden- 

little everyday incidents of En^Sh life fim1 ' a " d S ° iovin8 ap ° n tllC 
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;* Yes! struggle as hard as we may, each of us is bound to remain, 
dike Mr. Gilberts self-righteous hero, an " Englishman,” temptations 
.td belong to other nations notwithstanding. And so why should not 
our art he as essentially English as ourselves ? Indeed it must be. if 
wc hide it with as many fanciful foreign clothes as it takes to make 
Mr. Bccrbohm Tree into Sir John Falstaff. And as in that clever 
personation, the clothes will never seem to quite belong to the body, 
but be carried about by it more or less uneasily. 

Perhaps the great secret of Sir John Millais’ popularity lies in 
his recognition, possibly Ins unconscious recognition, of the above. 
11 is pictures have, beyond and above all other qualities, this English 
quality, and they appeal to all classes for that very reason. A sort 
of personal affection for this painter, as well as for his pictures, 
obtains with very many people who have never set eyes upon him ; 
he is in touch with them mentally and spiritually, and his little 
maidens with bird's-nests and brooms, spiders, violets, or cnller- 
herrin’, by whatever fanciful name they may be called, please from 
their purely human quality even more than by their skill. And at 
an early period of his career Sir John Millais, then little more than 
a boy, did a large number of drawings for the illustration of 
Anthony Trollope’s novels, which not only showed him at his very 
best, but remain to this day the most perfect presentment which has 
ever been given by art of the character and the appearance, and 
what may be called the local colour, of England and the English 
people. Doubtless some of this achievement was owing to the 
nature of the stories illustrated {Framlcy Parsonage, Orlcy Farm, 
and The Small House at Allinglon ), and the perfect reciprocity of 
feeling between the artist and the author, but when all this is 
allowed for, the perfect kindliness, grace, simplicity, and strength of 
these drawings arc most admirable. The extent to which they 
reflect that decency of ordered life, that modesty of demeanour, 
that fearless purity and absolute innocence which are, or at least 
y ere, the ideals of English girlhood, is almost beyond belief; and 
if we pass from the mental and moral aspect ol the drawings to 
their technical qualities, we find a most fitting correspondence 
between the means employed and the effect produced. The execu- 
tion is extremely simple and straightforward ; the whole attempt 
is to give the very kernel of the selected incident ; the representa- 
tion of the scene seems to have been the only idea in the artist's 
mind. And with this singleness of intention there has come-— how, 
who shall say? — such grace of gesture, such dignity of form, such 
appropriateness and delicacy of hinted or wrought -out detail, as 
would lie hard to parallel, impossible to surpass. Lily Dale am! 
Lucy Robarts arc no dearer and sweeter in Trollope's printed piges 
than as Millais has shown them us in the old garden at .Mlington 
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or in the -'Fratnley Parsonage"; and as for Johnnie Eames and 
Crosbie, without the painter's help their characters would be but 
half understood. 

Mr. Luke Fildes is another artist who, though in a far inferior 
° e S re ® t0 Sir John Millais, showed a similar capacity in illustration, 
?!?. “ le s P lnt °f whose painting has remained wholly national. 
His Venetian women, of whom he paints so many, are transparently 
oi British origin, and wear their coloured robes fresh from a laun- 
dress in the Euston Road, They are far too clean, too buxom, 
too fresh and unsophisticated for the Venetian flower-girls they 
represent, and suggest the character of such women even less than 
they reproduce their exterior. If we want a Venetian subject- 
picture which shall be veritable, we must get Van Haanen or some 
other foreigner to paint it for us, or be content with merest carica- 
ture of reality. 

It is strange, however, to notice how strongly our aesthetic ideas 
are settmg nowadays in the direction of the reproduction of foreign 
me ho s, subjects, and ideas. An awful horror of being thought 
I-!™ r ♦u e ?? ls t0 ^ ave seized u P°n our artists, and with the excep- 
ts j • ar £ e class who confine their efforts to the nursery, and 
■ ® “ t l iere °li I can hardly remember one popular Academi- 
ian w 10 does not seek either his subjects, or his method of treating 
, , * across the sea Look, for instance, at Mr. Marcus Stone, 

;ri;^c,r« ne " ou l d . should be national enough if he gave his 
ffirri?ne r ? S, ? S i/ ai j p a ¥‘ . P a,nts us English lovers in English 
\ I? , e doe £. lt ! n such a way, with such accessories of big 
b rir-A.h-rnr eatIlers> E j n P , *' e > dresses, painted furniture, and general 
Then t xr ren ouM * lS compositions akin to an opera bouffe. 

and h^Tn £ Mr ‘ Morris « ^ patriotic enough at heart, 
of ideal kpH done man y deliciously dreamy pictures 

ated ti the b u Ut L wh ° now has become^ so entirely fascin- 

that he almost fn. ,P e °pl e . and especially babies, wear, 

Mr Orchard snn IP S tbere ls an y ki° d of humanity beneath them. 
Frenchman hv ^ ftf f CXCUSe > for he is, if I mistake not, half a 
architecture s^aottA A ^ as g‘ ven up to furniture and 

only allow us row i , ea ! w h at was meant for mankind, and will 
depicting human feeling!^" l ° perceive how S reat Js h{s P over of 

by^the hte PauI 0 S^ t °« thi f a J? of the rich. look at the picture 
qualitL speak for ,r er *- A - * ?** Sisters,^ In it three 

but though all the fact^of ' ^~ simpl,c,t y* ? ra ce, and naturalness; 
clearly, yet the wn -t. t, o£ . * cene are here rendered truly and 
which quite justifies it -, beSld ? S ? ese merits a touch ° r st y Ie 

mentioned quality which * art: and i £ is just this l 351 ' 

q y Which IS gradually disappearing from English 

1 On the opposite page. 
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painting. Our artists are' getting into a habit of dull realism with 
regard to the outside of the matters with which their pictures are 
concerned, and seem to think that if only technical qualities are 
sufficiently thorough, all else can be dispensed with. Composition, 
too, is growing day by day more rare ; the pre- Raphael ites uncon- 
sciously struck it a hard blow in their search for certain essential 
qualities which they thought the attention given to composition 
had tended to obscure ; and the influence of the later French art, 
and its devotees of value and impressionism, has helped to complete 
the work. A few men like Sir Frederick Leighton and Mr. 
Orchnrdson still make a study of composition, but, for the most part, 
it has ceased to be cared for or greatly sought, and no small propor- 
tion of the decrease of dignity and interest which is notable in 
English painting at the present time is due to this fact. 

Yet it may be doubted whether great landscape painting is possible 
without the element of composition entering very largely into the 
scheme of the painter. Certainly no great landscape art in England 
has as yet existed which did not depend almost mainly upon this 
quality. And it would be interesting to show, though I have no 
space here for such a demonstration, how large a share is played by 
this characteristic in the most apparently simple works of Cox and 
De WinL Cox especially was a great master in the art of compos- 
ing landscape ; and there is a large and elaborate water-colour of 
his, of "riEncas approaching Carthage," which is as elaborate in this 
respect as Turner’s more famous picture in the National Gallery . 1 
Indeed, at one period there is no doubt that Cox studied most care- 
fully not only Turner hut Claude, and gained from his acquaintance 
with the latter much of his power in delineating those calm and 
sunny scenes and atmospheres, which at first sight come as a surprise 
to those who only know the rough winds and rainy skies of his usual 
work. A good example of the part rightly played by composition 
in a landscape is to be found in the sea-coast scenes by Richard 
Bonington, and still better ones in the classical landscapes of 
Richard Wilson and George Barret. This last is indeed the most 
conventional of all our older water-colour painters ; but be is also 
one of the most delightful : this sounds a paradox, but is neverthe- 
less true. 

On one last point there is a marked change in the oil-painting of 
the present day as compared with that of the earlier half of the 
century, and that is in the absence of finish, in the incompleteness ol 
the work offered to the public. Painting (the actual brusnwork) has 
become altogether more hurried, more slap-dash, more incomplete. 
It is no uncommon thing to find even in an Academy picture, portions 

i « Dido building Carthage." 
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of the composition left in entirely different states as regards the actual 
handling of the paint : you may even- notice portions which have not 
been painted at all. No doubt there are several reasons for this, 
which, to some extent, excuse the alteration : we live in an age of 
competition and hurry ; and we paint at the highest of high pressure ; 
and if painters fare more luxuriously than of old, they must do their 
work as quickly as may be ; and if it is sufficiently good to look well 
in the exhibition and to please the patron, there must be a great 
temptation to carry it no farther. But still, making all allowances 
for our different civilisation, we might fairly expect a greater propor- 
tion of completed work from our most popular painters than we get 
just now. And it surely should be some inducement to them to give 
us such work if they consider that not only have all the great 
masters of former times given it ungrudgingly, but that even in our 
own experience, the paintings on which such labour has been 
bestowed, have brought most enduring fame to their artists, and so 
from even the rough standpoint of pecuniary value the labour has 
been by no means wasted. Finish, rightly understood, is not only a 
grace, but a necessity in a picture. No incomplete thing is really a 
work of art, if its incompletion has arisen from the artist's choice. 1 


It is difficult to speak on this subject without being misunderstood, 
A just-begun sketch might perhaps be called incomplete, and yet 
be wholly free from the deficiency to which I am alluding. And an 
unfinished picture no doubt may be a work of art as far as it goes. 
But the point is this — that the master who deliberately refuses to 
give to one portion of his composition the work which is necessary 
*° b r ' n §T ^ into entire harmony and consistency with the rest, is 
deliberately falling short of that implied contract which he has madf» 
" I may use. the expression, with both nature and public. His 
acquired and instinctive knowledge say to him this scene, or this man, 
should be represented in such and such a way ; and if, knowing that, 
he only chooses to partially so represent him, he has committed an 
irredeemable sin, has forfeited his birthright as an artist, and has 
betrayed the trust of the public. And mind this : he has betrayed it 


the 


more, in proportion as he is a great and popular artist. 


For to 


, 1 I •• «* giLUL UI1U pujjuiai alUJi. 

such men we come day after day, our minds full of business, our eyes 
lull of ugliness, and our hearts full of worries, and we ask them 
si ent y but sincerely to make us forget the business, to substitute 
beauty for the ugliness, and to quiet the worries with whatsoever 
j Ve *° un d or thought to be of noble meaning or lovely 
* And ' ve trust them to do this to the utmost of their power, 
will -? a ^ ,„ em an<d honour them because we believe they can and 

tliev * ' 'X. e \ 50 t0 speak, are not on our guard with them ; but 
7 are on thei r Parole with us; and very many of them certainly 
Unless the mcotnpletion * part of the artist’s tneanins, txcrnjle in a sketch. 
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keep their implied contract most thoroughly and loyally. I am proud 
to say that 1 know several painters, men of extremely moderate 
income, almost if not entirely dependent upon the sale of their work, 
whose chief anxiety is that the picture should be as good as they can 
make it, and who think of that first, and that only, till it is finished. 

I know a great painter, perhaps the greatest now living in England, 
whom 1 found one day at work on a small canvas of a girl’s head. 
It seemed to me the picture (it was a portrait) was one of the most 
beautiful heads that I had ever seen, and I expressed this opinion with 
tolerable frankness; but the artist’s reply rather startled me. After 
thanking me for my courtesy, he said : "lam glad you like the head, 
but it's not right, and what’s more, I’m just going to take it out ; I can’t 
get the eyes right.” I asked him what he meant, and his answer was to 
the effect that he had had the head in and out five times, and couldn’t 
get the colour of the girl’s eyes to his satisfaction, and so was going 
to give up the portrait. Add consequently give it up he did, to the 
best of my belief. At all events the picture was never exhibited, 
and 1 am almost certain never sold.* 

To those who know what is implied in the above incident it will 
not seenj a little thing that a great painter should nowadays so 
frankly confess and struggle so hard to remedy his failure, and 
should finally accept defeat, rather than give to the world what he 
knew or believed to be wrong. And I shall not have written this 
chapter altogether in vain if I can persuade some of those folk who 
have much money to spend upon works of art, to spend it chiefly 
upon such as evidence this desire of perfection ; for, believe me in 
this, if you doubt all else in the present paper, that only in such 
a spirit is fine artistic work produced. You cannot inspire fine 
painting by money, you cannot produce it for money ; and you 
can only encourage it by love and sympathy, and it can only be 
produced by the man who puts his whole heart and mind and 
strength into each portion of his work. 

As some illustration of a painter who did this, look at the picture by 
Mr. Lewis which faces the preceding page, and think of how impossible 
it would be that such labour as has been spent thereon should ever be 
actually paid for in hard cash. The work has been done in such 
fashion because that. was the only way in which the artist found it 
possible to carry out all he saw; and he has been profoundly 
indifferent to the fact that he might have saved himself, in this or 
that detail, so much unremunerated labour. Why, the very patterning 
of the maid’s shawl in the picture from which this reproduction has 
been made, is a miracle of patient industry, needing the use of a lens 
1 Years afterwards I saw it in his studio. 
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to appreciate ; and a result which, to nine hundred and ninety-nine 
people out of every thousand, would have been equivalent, might 
have been obtained in that portion of the composition fora tithe of 
the labour. Of course there is no necessity for finish to be of this 
missal-painting kind ; I take it only as an extreme instance of con- 
scientiousness in work. For the lack of this conscientiousness is the 
besetting sin of modern English painting ; at least of that portion 
which is nowadays most popular. The elaborate, delicate, dignified 
work of our earlier landscapists, has been succeeded by roughly 
effective sketches, such as those of the Scotch school, or by con- 
ventionally-finished studio paintings, such as those of Mr. Leader, or 
by elaborate, but uninstructive realistic renderings of nature, which 
have no real pretensions to be called pictures ; and the solidity and 
finish of the handiwork itself have to a great extent disappeared. 

The remedy is difficult, and at the present time probably impos- 
sible : it is to be found for the artistic workman in a return to a 
healthier character of life, in the forgetting of the patron and the 
Queen Anne palace, for whom and in which, the painter has lived of 
late, and the return to the two natures from which all the beauty of 
art has ever sprung — the inner nature of the heart and mind, and the 
outer nature of the visible physical world. N ot in dress, not in drama, 
not in’imitation of this or that passing fashion ; not in seeking to please 
any special class, or in seeking to delineate any special kind of subject, 
is his salvation to be found ; but in opening the mind and eye to the 
truths which he alone can discover, the beauties which he alone can 
feel, and the real pathos and interest of that drama of life which has 
gone on since the world began. 
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Pant llttde, notes tritons vaults aussi ct prindpalemcnt h'Oqutr t/ne Ville, la Ville 
com me unpersonnoge essentiel , associi aux itats tTdme. gut eonsnlle, dissuade, determine 
a agtr. 

Ainsi dans la riaUii, cette Bruges, qttil nous a flu d'/lire, apparatt presque huntame. . . . 
Un ascendant ditablit d'elle sttr ccux qui y sSjoument. 

Elle tes/a{onne stlon ses sites eises cloches . . . . 

{J'esplre) qttt ccux qui nous lit out subissent aussi la presence et Finflttencc de la Ville, 
iprouvent la contagion des caux mieux voisiues , sentent 4 Itur tour Combrt des hautes 
tours allong/e surte fexte. 


LIFE, ART, AND- NATURE IN AN 
OLD-WORLD CITY. 


HILE I was revising the article which follows a few 
days ago, I came across a little book recently pub- 
lished, called Bruges la Mortcl and in the preface 
were the above words. They phrase so exactly 
the feeling which I attempted to embody long since 
in the following article: the feeling which pos- 
sessed me most strongly during the months I spent in the Dead 
City, that I have placed them as a sort of motto or keynote at the 
head of the paper, that if the notes which follow are a little flat, I 
may at least have the pleasure of referring my readers to a pleasant 
author and an interesting dlude passionttelle . — H. Q. 1S92. 

The first day in Bruges is apt to be a trial. The monotony 
of this half-deserted Gothic town is of a more than ordinarily de- 
pressing quality, and the effect of the angular roofs and windows, 
wearying to the eye as the diagrams of a book of Euclid. The low- 
browed shops, the irregularly- paved streets, the dull, unrelieved 
brown and grey of the houses, add to the dreary effect “ The old 
houses are very interesting,” says Mr. Baedeker ; but they are not, 
to use an expressive Americanism, " gay." After an hour or two, one 
takes them, and their staircased gables, grimly, almost as a necessary 
1 Bruges la Merle, par Georges Rodenbach. Marpon et Flaramarion, Pans. 
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evil; and morbidly wonders how such an impracticable architecture 
ever came to be generally adopted. The little restaurants, too, with 
their doorless doorways, their deserted rooms and sanded floors, are 
hardly inviting; and as the grey evening closes in, and the over- 
tall belfry tower grows indistinct behind a veil of dull rain, the 
forlorn impression deepens, and the stranger thinks that his Philistine 
companion, who elected to sleep at Brussels, was not so wrong after 
all. The ordinary tourist, indeed, rarely lingers here, and takes 
away with him few impressions but those of narrow crooked 
streets, tall houses thrusting jagged step-like gables against the sky 
-—cobble-stone pavements, which hurt his feet and disturb his equa- 
nimity — and smells of an intensity and variety rarely equalled even 
in Venice. 

The sights of Bruges have chiefly the peculiarity of unobtrusive- 
ncss. The few good pictures are hidden in out-of-the-way comers ; 
the finer examples of Gothic architecture are in by-streets ; and the 
churches are big and bare, and for the most part badly decorated. 
Indeed, these last are painted (it was done in the earlier half of the 
present centutj) with what Mr. Baedeker calls “polychromatic 
ornament," which sits with uneasy smartness on their pointed arches 
and gaunt stone pillars, as out of place as a bit of Liberty silk cast 
upon some old Crusader’s tomb. So, unless the tourist be of the 
School Board kind, an architectural student, or a mediaeval statistician, 
he shakes the dust of Bruges off his feet without regret, and rarely if 
ever returns. . We must be really fond of art to take it in such con- . 
centrated, ungilded doses, amidst such dusky surroundings. And jet 
apart from the pictures and architecture, if one gives this town a little 
time, wanders about the streets without a guide-book, and allows the 
o -world city, so to speak, to tell its own tale in its own way, the place 
has a distinct charm. Not to mention the paintings, of which more 
erea ter, the atmosphere of the town itself soon grows delightful. 

• J , 5 st Pf d y brown houses of the poorer quarters, with their 

, evant Sables, and heavy woodwork carved quaintly here and 
the dark Inler ‘°rs lit up only by a gleam of light upon 
i - SS ° r C0 PP er , water-jug or saucepan ; the rows of old women 
curl !°. n S b ^ ac ^ cloak and neat cap ; and the long 
hlffneJEf 3 #! Wh,C t wmd * n an d out amongst the streets, have all a 
C P L,t° Ur ° f strnn £ eness and interest. One soon learns to 
sli( J> the parapets of .the frequent bridges, to get continual if 
flowers^nTh rC l n° m " otln S tlle reflection of some bright mass of 
carvtng'of^n arch or'gaifla *“ interest the 

to breafnrf' 1 f,tl! he themselves there is a quiet satisfaction 

of the Uffizi or p; tf ,aS < i? U bar dly be found amidst the long luxu^ 
i galleries, or the cold corridors and chapels of the 
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Vatican. It is nice to enter a grim, sparsely-windowed house, and 
passing by the deaf custode up a rough stone staircase, to come upon 
a small vaulted apartment not much bigger than an ordinary bath- 
room,- and find one of the finest Van Eycks in the world hanging 
there in an execrably bad light, and in a dirty old frame that Mr. 
Agnew would 'not think fit to put on an oleograph. It shows that 
art is not altogether devoted to the indolent pleasures of the rich, to 
find pictures like this, which are of their kind inimitable, hung in 
obscure corners of church, gallery, or hospital in their native place, 
having been done evidently with little thought of public recognition, 
and little desire of personal reward ; and it is pleasant to think that 
these stolid Flemish citizens and peasants have been able to find, 
since the first days of their national life, whatever comfort or delight 
they could gain from pictures or statues, in records of their own 
people , done by their own artists . 1 We see with pleasure when we 
look at the St. Johns, and St. Matthews, the Virgin Maries and 
Magdalenes of the great Flemish painters, that they are simply 
portraits of the peasants or citizens one might meet to-day in the 
Flemish fields or streets. These Virgins, with the big broad 
rounded foreheads, and small full-lidded eyes, with tall solid figures 
' stiff in gesture, and placid homely faces ; who sit upon their thrones 
as a poor tenant might sit on the verge of a chair in the Squire’s 
drawing-room — are but the women that we see everywhere on the 
market-days at Bruges, walking in from the surrounding country in 
their heavy black cloth cloaks, and narrow-bordered muslin caps. A 
strong, tall, and as a rule good-looking race are they, though their 
beauty is of a stern, thoughtful kind ; and their deep grey or dark 
brown eyes are little troubled with modern fretfulness or speculation. 
Conceive the very antitype of the brisk bustling French towns- 
woman — and it will not be far removed from a picture of the 
" Flamandc," with her slow movements, her ox-eyed gaze, her 
patience, her phlegm, and her massive physique. It is no uncommon 
sight to see one of these young women towing a large two-masted 
barge up to Bruges from Sluys or Ostend, while her husband or 
father stands contemplatively at the tiller, and smokes his big china 
pipe with great enjoyment. One day indeed, as I was sitting 
sketching outside the town, there came a bigger barge than usual, 
with the whole female side of the family for three generations 
engaged in towing it. The grandmother, the mother, two daughters, 
and a fifth woman, who must I think have been the Dutch substitute 
for a general servant ; all harnessed abreast, all bent double with the 
strain of the ropes ; while behind them the great boat deeply laden 
with coal moved gently forward, and the big father smoked his pipe 
in dignified ease, steering indolently with his foot. Such a sight as 
this gives a shock to English notions at first, but on the whole the 

1 The old secret of art: the thing which “lies nearest.” 
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Flemish peasant women look happier than peasant women do with us, 
and though the poverty in Bruges and the surrounding country is both 
deep and widespread, it does not seem to be of that grinding kind, or 
to produce the same amount of misery as its English equivalent. 

We have wandered away from the painters, in order to give some 
notion of the people who form the subject of their paintings ; for 
Van Eyck, or Memling, or any other of the great Flemish painters, 
did not care for theories in their art, but for facts. They picked up 
their St. Johns at the post-office or the bowling-green, and they 
stuck them bodily into their pictures, in gorgeous robes, but with no 
other alteration, and in every composition quaint little details and 
domesticities of urban or rural life peep out in enthroned Virgin and 
martyred St. Ursula, to find any parallel with which in Italian 
painting .one^ has to go back to its very earliest days, to the time of 
Giotto and his followers. 


The Northerners, in fact, used their art in a totally different fashion 
from the Southern nations. They made of it a broom rather than a 
banner ; it was for use rather than for display. In the finest period 
of Italian art there is little trace of this intimate relationship between 
the painter and the everyday domestic life of his time, which is the 
very keynote of all Flemish painting . 1 Even as far back as the 
days of Giotto, the simplicity of the Italian was not only inferior in 
degree, but totally different in kind, to that of- the Fleming. For 
uiotto and the Giottesci, and indeed, speaking broadly, all the pre- 
Kaphaelite painters, strove to be simple, if we may use such an 
expression, of malice prepense. Their simplicity was less a national 
quality than a revolt against the strained tradition which had been 
equeathed to them by Byzantium. But in the early Flemish work 
e simplicity is wholly unconscious, it depends entirely upon the 
painters inability to conceive his art in any other terms than those 
“'S? ,? e c °nceived his life. Intellectually a limited people, and 
tW ! °. na y 3 restI [ Icte d one, the Flemings held fast, with a devotion 
m ^ n . se m proportion to the scantiness of its material, to 
ac , s j j they saw around them, and the truths which they 
comprehended. 

-wEn* ; best Va " ? yC e-, !n Bru ff es ’ and the picture which has been 
of the V- m - > ' ” md - c hl St ? vr!tin S the above, is an - Enthronement 
the w . a , sa ‘ nt on one S ‘ cie > course, and a priest on 

specially e ? a,nt > though a magnificent piece of painting, is not 
S miH ^r fj the Vir S ia herself differs little from the 

Flemish ^ pfc“ e Bu 1 , !ti t[; Th '? * .e e " er . ally cast for this ^ ta 
1 Let me ^ ■ iSut tae P nest ls an important personage, of as 

die social life and thTnaha^rnlritw 0 H 63 ? that there was no trace of relationship between 
Fleming deleted and CaJed for, we donot find'm thetrt d ° meStIC ^ " 
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marked an individuality as a Dickens character; and becomes almost 
a personal friend to those who pay two or three visits to the picture. 
He is a stout, curiously-wrinkled, flabby-faced man, with a bald head 
and a triple chin, small pig-like eyes half opened, and heavy 
pendulous cheeks. Good humour, good living, and a little cunning 
self-interest, have puckered and wrinkled his face into a thousand 
creases ; and he has just got into his splendidly-embroidered robe of 
office, and is doing his devotion with a sort of perfunctory air, such 
as one may see to this day in any of the Bruges churches. A 
wonderful piece of Zola-Hke painting, no less admirable for its 
characterisation, than for the magnificence of its technique. 

There are some Memlings, too, at the Academy, but they are not 
so good as the celebrated ones in the Hospital of Saint John ; about 
which, -too, there is a pleasant story, which has probably been proved 
untrue by some German archmologist, telling how Mending painted 
them in return for the care with which the Sisters had nursed him in 
their Hospital. The “Chasse de Saint Ursule," as the cabinet 
containing them is called, contains a series of eight panels, painted 
in a small carved shrine, which I suppose holds some relic of the 
holy St. Ursula. These paintings are very marvellous in several 
respects, especially in the grouping of masses of figures, each 
wrought with the utmost intricacy of detail, and with an apparent 
power in the painter of realising the utmost minutiae, even in scenes 
where he must really have worked from imagination. The colour 
is when compared with the colour of Van Eyck rather of the missal- 
painting order, though of its kind singularly beautiful, having a 
dear richness of quality like that of a darkened Fra Angelico. But 
the great pleasure of the series to most people will undoubtedly lie 
in the marvellous rendering of character and expression in the 
various faces, on a scale so minute as to seem almost incredible. 
To my thinking, the religious element is in these works almost 
entirely wanting; at all events, the pleasure which they give is in no 
way dependent on that sentiment, and in this respect the contrast 
between Memling and the early Italian painters is very remarkable. 
However, even plate -spinning, when it is carried to a certain 
extent, gives intense satisfaction ; and surely no plate-spinning in 
the world was ever so dexterous as this handling of Johannes Mem- 
ling’s. All round the room in which this wonderful shrine is kept, 
there is hung a quaint collection of early Flemish pictures, which 
will well repay examination, but of which I cannot here speak fn 
detail ; for there was a pompous official on the day I visited the 
gallery who shouldered every one round the room, much as one has 
seen a collie hustle a flock of sheep through a gate. He was not 
nice, this man, though he wore a shiny black dress-suit and the blue- 
and-white scarf of office, and was, I believe, laid on by the hospital 
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sisterhood for this occasion only ; for it was one of the festivals on 
which the hospital was open to the general public. The house itself 
is a long, rambling edifice, standing in a narrow street over against 
the Church of Notre Dame, and entered by a low-browed circular 
archway, with a finely-carved and dimly- coloured wooden statuette' 
of some bygone bishop in a niche above the keystone of the arch. 
On the other side of the roadway, against the wall of the church, 
rises a very realistic pieta, with kneeling figures of the Virgin and 
St. John, and a heap of earth at the foot of the cross with a couple 
of skulls on it. The whole of this erection — which was done, or at 
least restored, somewhere about the beginning of this century — is an 
eyesore,, the only one of its kind in Bruges : it presents a very 
repulsive combination of tawdriness, vulgarity, and make-believe 
religion ; and if the old bishop who looks down upon it across the 
street could have his way, I am sure that gilt pastoral staff of his 
would be used to some purpose. 

The Church of the Holy Sepulchre is only remarkable as an 
architectural curiosity, being an exact imitation in ever)’ detail 
of the original church of that name at Jerusalem. It was built 
about two hundred years ago by a pious layman, who undertook two 
separate pilgrimages to the Holy Land in order to carry out the 
scheme on which he had set his heart, and to ensure the correctness 
of each detail of the reproduction. I am ashamed to say this edifice 
did not interest me in the slightest degree, but I have not the 
strength of mind to omit it altogether, lest the disciples ‘of Baedeker 
should turn and rend me. 


In the Palais de Justice the great attraction is a wonderfully- 
carved mantelpiece, containing numerous panels with illustrations of 
criptural scenes, garlands of flowers, statuettes, coats-of-arms, etc., 
ana this too is more curious than beautiful ; admirable, like so many 
tnese old-world decorative objects, chiefly for the long patience of 
wnrl-^'n 01 ^’ a - ^.evident enthusiasm with which he has done his 
Gre 1S i * nterest * n g and tragic story connected with its 
execution, something to the following effect : 

Were }^°. wood-carvers in Bruges , of -whom the inferior was 
■ i- rtva ?' an( L succeeded, by means of false witnesses , 
tn g him condemned to death by the town council for the 
semi™* f the council \ being anxious to get the 

executing r lY & rca * wood-carver for nothing, adjourned the 
the err*** sentence for a year , till he should have finished 

dav in fh* tc !j l apiece tn the? town hall ; so he went to work every - 
the eve itf ir <r a r* ^Justice, and was led bach to his dungeon *« 
g- o wards the close of the time his innocence came 
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out, and was conclusively established. Wherefore , on the morn- 
ing after the mantelpiece was completed, the council came in 
state to tell him that he teas free — and found him in his dungeon, 
dead. 

Thus runs the legend. 

But neither the mantelpiece, nor the Memlings, nor the archi- 
tecture of Bruges, are the matters for which those who dwell within 
the city walls care the most. The great feature of the place is 
undoubtedly the canals, which in places arc vividly reminiscent of 
Venice. There is a curious double circle of these round the town, 
the outer of which affords as pleasant a walk as could well be con- 
ceived. Imagine a long, continually -changing curve of water, 
bordered by tall ash and poplar trees, and dotted at irregular intervals 
with great grey stone gates, generally in the form of a large double 
tower and archway between, througn which one catches sight of a 
street leading to the interior of the town. I magine continual windmills, 
standing on green banks of turf, irregular masses of red-tiled house and 
grey tower, and occasional peeps down a long vista of canal, stretching 
away into the surrounding country — for these canals sometimes run 
from the gateways for miles, without a curve or bend to break their 
long perspective. To the little village of Dam, for instance, which 
is upon one of them, about four miles from Bruges, there is only 
one slight deviation, scarcely sufficient to hide the houses from 
any one standing on the bridge at Bruges. The description of 
any of these canals applies to all — a huge avenue of trees on one 
side, and a broad towing-path on the other ; and on belli sides wide 
stretches of flat agricultural country, growing chiefly wheat and flax. 
This flax industry, by the way, is not altogether a pleasant one for 
the pedestrian, since, after the flax is cut, it has to be steeped in the 
waters of the canal, and then spread out upon the fields to dry, at 
which time it smells abominably. Dam is a quaint little vflmge 
enough, more Dutch than Belgian, in which a great disused Hotel 
dc Villc alone remains as a sign of former prosperity. 1 1ns building 
is now turned into an hotel, or at least into a place wh*'rc you can 
have a cup of coffee in a great bare kitchen, with huge beams of 
carved wood, and a fireplace as big as a bathing machine. The old 
Hamand in charge shows you the pair of tongs, ten feet long, and 
one or two other antiquities of a mild nature. and is perfectly content 
with two or three sous, or indeed with nothing at all I ; for Dam is 
“out of the track of ships,”— not mentioned in any guidc-lxvy:. and 
seldom visited except by artists, and they, like bicyclists and lovers, 
go everywhere. , . . 

From the less-frequented portions of the tow n, and the environs 
of Bruges, the stranger with abundance of leisure will thrive uk.cch 
much satisfaction. Betwixt the inner and outer circ.e o. canals 
which surround the cuv there lies a network of small quaint streets 



and little, dusty, forgotten squares, in which nearly every house has 
a history. One cannot leave the town without passing across a 
bridge, and under a great fortified gateway — relics of the time when 
the city held its own valiantly: a kind of Northern Venice . 1 The 
likeness, by the way, is not altogether fanciful ; for in the great square, 
from one side of which the belfry “ still watches o'er the town,” there 
is a large building which bears no slight resemblance to the celebrated 
Ducal Palace, with its long tiers of low-browed arches beneath, and 
massive wall above, pierced at wide intervals by pointed windows. 
The legends about the gates, and the belfry, and the old houses, are 
almost innumerable; are they not all written in Dclapierres 
Chroniqucs ? . And of these tales, one told of the most picturesque 
spot just outside the town, the Minnewater, is perhaps the prettiest. 
The spot is, indeed, very beautiful ; for there one of the canals opens 
out into a broad space of water to meet a little river which comes 
down from the surrounding country. There is a low grey stone 
bridge, with two or three wide arches ; great banks of reeds, like 
those in Millais “Chill October”; a long row of tall poplars, stretch- 
ing from the end of the bridge towards the town ; and by their side 
a solitary round tower, which stands out black against the sunset, 
and is reflected darkly in the water beneath. By the side of this 
bridge— -which, by the way, is reported to have been the original of 
Longfellows celebrated poem of the same name — and separated from 
it only by a little weir, through which the river tumbles into the 
canal, is a low marshy island, now cultivated as a nursery garden, 
but still full of bushes, pollard willows, and rank luxuriant growth ; 
follows** ab ° Ut thiS iS,and that the st0r y of Minnewater is told, as 


In the days when the Romans and the Horsemen shared the for- 
lunate country of Belgium between them, there lived a maiden , 
™f os c father was one of the chiefs of the latter race , and, with the 
ua perversity of women , she must needs fall in love, not with 
Dane whom father had selected for her, but with 
}lj 1 j conquered Belgians. How they met, and how they 
the yP l, g hted eternal fidelity, differs but little from 
n ^Z‘ S T> CS °f t!l * s natu re; nor arc we surprised to hear that 
rni , v ,Z l f C , f vcr sa ved the father's life, and was thenceforth of 
scoundtv/ 6 rJ >2 ° re ? cor ^ la ^ly ’ than ever by the piratical old 
Minna 6111 3 °/° ^ s F £et/lcart off to the wars, and 

had chotrit /f. ;Z 7narr ] a S e io the young Dane whom her father 
for de lav tin jL ^ ‘ a fidhow, finally, when she could find pretext 
parental roof - with a single faithful slave, from the 

flight all fid a Z/Z iat irta * s an d sorroivs she endured in her 
placcofLnZj 0ll T S nat Y aU y - . Bni at test she came to a 
P ^ watet s and luxuriant grass, on the borders of a 

1 Not a “vulgar" one hke Rotterdam. 
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little village, and, as the chronicler tells us, sat dozen in cheerful 
confidence to wait for news of her lover. The days passed on, and 
sttU the lover came not , and the cheerful confidence zoore away, 
till one day the slave saw the light fade out of her mistress's eyes , 
and Minna died quietly, by the side of ike stream— -and of course, 
even as she died, there came a noise of footsteps, and a sound of 
rending branches, and her lover comes — -faithful, but too late. So, 
with the help of the slave, he diverted the water from one of the 
little courses which intersected the island, and made her grave 
reverently there for her in the bed of the stream, and then set to 
work to lei the water into its old channel, till it plowed above the 
grave of his sweetheart. Then— for they did such things in these 
old days — he sat down Jo wait till his time too should come ; and 
we fancy that the zvords of old Sir Godfrey Mallory about Lancelot 
would apply here : “ Then Sir Lancelot never spoke nor smiled 
anymore, and pined and divined away till he died." And the 
water is called the Mtnnewater to this day. 

So ends the legend. 

After living for some time in this old-world atmosphere, the most 
contented grow desirous of a change, if only to make certain that 
the nineteenth century is still going on — that we have not reversed 
Rip Van Winkle’s experience. The remedy is invariably to go to 
one of the two lungs of Bruges — Ostend or Blankenberghe — either 
of which is no more than a short half-hour’s railway journey distant. 
It is one of the many accidental ironies of fate, that both of these 
towns should be, as far as their social life is concerned, of the most 
brand-new, flimsy, stucco -like description. Ostend is too well 
known to talk about here, but its little rival Blankenberghe is so 
new as to be comparatively unknown to the majority of English 
people. This little town is wonderful, and toy-like, stretching a 
rampart, one house thick, along a mile of red-brick digue, in front 
of a great waste of sandy beach, and a sea whose waters are too 
remote to be terrible. Every variety of mock Grecian, fantastic 
Gothic, and hybrid Moorish architecture, is represented in the 
little villas that border the digue, and which for the most part have 
a somewhat staring, low-necked-dress appearance, from the prodi- 
gality with which they display all the treasures of their interiors to 
the promenaders. Asmodeus himself would have no cause to take 
the roofs off these houses, as the whole of the front wall appears in 
the majority of cases to have been bodily removed, so that the 
inhabitants of each villa seem to be living in a section of a house, as 
in stage interiors. This little town, despite a certain element of the 
ludicrous, has one characteristic which is very delightful to those who 
come to it from Bruges, and that is, its excessive brightness. Built 
as it is on a ridge of sandhills, which border the whole line of this 
coast, it lies twenty feet or so above the surrounding country, and 
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overlooks at the back the green plain of the land and in front the grey 
plain of the sea, The dazzling white of the little villas, freshly 
painted at the commencement of each season, beats back the 
bright light reflected from the sea and the red bricks of the long 
promenade ; till, on. a really fine day, the effect is one of the most 
dazzling possible, and reminds the stranger of the Chiaja at Naples. 


Here one may see the ponderous German, and the even more 
imperturbable Dutchman, taking his pleasure in the most childlike 
fashion, to the music of perpetual bands, and with the help of 
innumerable donkeys. For if you go to Blankenberghe, you must 
mount one of the excessively small donkeys which stand in troops 
at either end of the digue ; and so away along the shore, either for 
a canter on^the sand close to the sea, or a solemn promenade up and 
down the hills and valleys of soft sand, which lie a little back from the 
water, . Hundreds of little red-and- white and blue-and-white bathing 
machines; dozens of huge scarlet Japanese umbrellas stuck in the sand, 
with whole families basking in their shadow ; an almost interminable 
line of Dutch fishing-boats, all moored in precisely the same position, 
at ? xa H t v e A ua l distances from one another ; banners and streamers 
and gilt balls, and pinnacles, turrets, and weathercocks above your 
head, a mass of baking bricks beneath your feet; a vision of many 
big women in cool cream-coloured dresses and deep red parasols; a 
white sand, a steel-coloured sea, and a blue vault with a great globe 
of BIcmk m *^ st ’ a ^ these made up my first impression 

Just think of the change from grim, grey old Bruges, with the 
perpetually-chiming bells, thesilent streets, the genteel poverty, 
an t e general air of having dropped somehow out of the last 
en ury , to this latest mushroom of civilisation, built of sand, sun- 
a . s ^co, and flaunting its money, its frivolity, and its 
*>i! n n^ e Ve . r ^ f ace Nature. Nevertheless, here come all 
-inv iJL ^ Brugeois, day after day throughout the summer, without 
Cp,F ar ^ nt l en . se °* incongruity, but rather, I fancy, with a notion 
ozone their A va .y- Arcadian. Here do they gather sufficient 

able ’ A n A er ^ su ^ cient change, to make their dull town life toler- 
delightful ,° the stran S er their manners by the seaside are entirely 
nunfino- hv tU S \ stout Flamand of fifty or thereabouts solemnly 
to another r *?“S tam bourine a minute india-rubber ball 

which fathers of Emilies Ta’^ Which ■“ the favourite "V in 

restore ones faith in human 
moraUy or physically, with 


nature. How little can there be wrong, 


restore one's take exercise on the digue, is enough to 

morally or nhvstrani^^C nature * How little can there be wrong, 
thouglT a a se r xa Eenariaii who can still gambol, 

him half a centin-v Perhaps, after the same toy which delighted 
•*» of do ;t under !hc 
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The native element in Bruges consists of two classes : the small 
shopkeepers and peasantry’, and what one of the former described to 
me as “ la haute aristocratie Belgique." La haute anstocralie Bel- 
gique takes its pleasure sadly enough, in a great empty clubhouse, at 
isolated balls at the Governor’s residence, and in sloppily-got-up 
dogcarts, which it drives with square elbows and loose reins as fast 
as the rough pavement of the streets permits. The peasantry turn 
in from the country, and the shopkeepers turn out from their houses, 
ever)’ Saturday throughout the year ; and the whole town is then 
converted into a great open-air shop, the merchandise of which is 
either spread on the cobble-stones of the street, or Place, or dis- 
played in little hafidbarrows and slightly-constructed sheds covered 
with canvas, all of which are put up, or brought in, in the early 
morning, and taken away at sundown. 

All this seems tame and uneventful enough, and the resident 
strangers whom you meet with in the streets of Bruges are not of 
a character to alter that impression. They are for the most part 
waifs and strays, whose social life has for some reason or other 
come to an end in their native land, and who have come to Bruges 
to economise. The schools and convents are numerous there for 
the children, and there are but few shops to attract the women, and 
few temptations to expenditure for the men. Marked characters 
are they who order a pint of champagne, or put on a clean shirt 
for dinner. The town is permeated by a small stream of thin 
perpetual gossip, -which leaves nobody alone, and busies itself 
about every detail of your personal appearance, your expenditure, 
your relations, and your business. “What do you do with your- 
self all day?” said the old Scotch banker to me, before I had 
been in the town a week. "What do you do with yourself all 
day. How is it you are never seen about?” And from this 
time forth the estimable old gentleman asked me question upon 
question, and I supposed retailed the answers for the benefit of his 
clients. The gossip of a small English county town is pretty busy, 
but the gossip of a small English population in a town like Bruges 
is perfectly incredible in its curiosity and pre-Raphaelite in its 
detail. After some weeks in the town, however, we get accustomed 
to this social inquisition, and even begin to take a share in it 
ourselves. A hankering to know what Brown has had for dinner, or 
why Miss Robinson didn’t go to her convent yesterday, and how 
much Smith lost at billiards at the Cafe Foy, etc. etc., grows upon 
us daily. We get in the habit of talking to waiters, and shopkeepers, 
and children, and hotel managers, and in fact to any one who can 
. minister to our insatiable thirst for useless information. The stir of 
the great world fades away, or rather concentrates itself into the rustic 
cackle of our bourg; and a great indifference to all life which is 
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not bounded by the canals of the town, gradually overcomes us. 
Things are so much the same here, whether Bulgaria is united, or a 
French Ministry overthrown ; even the records of a great bigamy 
case, or a new crusade, reach us faintly, as in old days the songs 
of the Sirens reached the cars of Ulysses’ sailors ; and as we meet 
day after day the same people, we say to them, and expect them to 
say to us, exactly the same things. “ One of the bells at the belfry 
is a little flat,” repeats my musical friend. " Mr. Blank has not 
paid for that jewellery which he gave to Mrs. So-and-so. 1 ' “There 
will be a fete in the square on the 26th of October, — only three 
months hence ! " Mrs. Smith really ought not to go to England for 

a week, and leave that pretty daughter in charge of the children ” ; and 
so on, and so on. These are the things we say to each other day 
by day. \V c take them down out of our mental storehouse every 
morning, turn them round and dust them, perhaps even polish them 
up a little bit, and then sally forth to offer them gaily to the first 
comer, who in due course passes them on. What does it matter that 
there are in the great world without, 

“Wars and rumours of wars, and stories of sieges and shipwrecks,” 


when we, like the mariners in the ‘'Faerie Quecne,’' have “come into 
a quiet tide ? 

? urious P art of !,l!s life is the duiness even of its 
^" ere 1S a weariness in the way in which the men and 
t v n erc sa y nasty things to each other, which seems to confess 
*3“ 100 doesn’t matter; and nobody dreams of being 
time y hnJT ded ' t ? k,n S any gossip very' much to heart. After a 
are accent*!^’ 3 ^ eSe P ecu l iar ‘ties of the people and the place 
in the nmp^p 35 3 m course ; and a strange sort of pleasure 

upon vou Vn?. G an r "^ing-matter-i-ness of each day grows 
and stonned k r f a lse ^°' v 11 ,s that people came here for a week, 
' swim an^ riS ^ h is Kk/bdng on shore after a long 
net effort is required to plunge again into the water. 


Here, where the world is quiet, 
Here, -uliere all trouble seems 
Head leaves and stilled winds' riot, 
ln endless dream of dreams," 


enjoy tha^qu^a the existence - And here come to 

alike in one thing, and flm ddng"r a ^P“ pIe ' whose lives are 0n ' 7 
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JEAN.. FRANCOIS' MILLET AND WILLIAM HUNT, 
OR' IDYLLIC .PAINTING 'IN FRANCE AND 
ENGLAND. ‘ .. 


T seems strange when .we :consider the matter care- 
. fully, that both in France and England there should 
have been/ nearly at the same time, a smallgroup of 
what may be calledTor the sake of brevity idyllic 
painters, the members of both groups being few in 
, . . number; and /most exquisite in the quality of. their 

work,- and that in neither.cbuntfy should they- have left adequate 
successors, or even, determined the main direction which the 
development of national painting should take. - Still more strange is 
the fact that the style; of art- which was carried to such perfection by' 
Corot, ’Millet/ Rousseau,' .and 'Daubigny should have sprung up in 
France -at ; all ; for all its relations are on the hither side of the 
Channel ; and we must look for themin such. work as the water-colour 
painting of Cox and Hunt, the landscapes of De Wint and Gains- 
borough, and to some extend in the classical naturalism of Turner. 

-There was little wonder that the critics and connoisseurs of the 
•Salon scoffed at and rejected the work of Millet, when it first ap- 
peared, for the painting ran' counter to every artistic tradition of their 
country. .It was essentially unacademic, 'the qualities of style belonged 
to .the ancient art of Greece rather "than the cold science of Ingres or 
David,* and 'in place of- the’ clear,- smooth perfection, and elaborate 
finish at that time' popular, Millet’s painting gave only a rich 
sympathetic presentment. of natural fact, -in which truth of action was 
substituted for beauty of-compositidn, and depth of- feeling took the 
place of pictorial art beauty. -The critics and painters saw at. once 
that, this art, if. once accepted, would seal the condemnation; of the 
then existing style ; that it was no 'dry stick, but a sapling truth 
ready to bud- and -blossom, ‘if -only it anight be planted with due 
tenderness in the cool shade: Fortunately, not all by chance perhaps, 
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these things do happen now and then when the world most needs 
them and is growing most dry and barren, when the paths of art are 
being choked with noisy tricksters, scientific pedants, or hopeless 
mediocrity, when fashion and frivolity are the notes and the aims of 
painting and painters, and when the struggle is who can say least 
in the loudest possible tone. Then one day there comes along, 
stolidly, roughly, and alas ! for the most part sadly, one of those artists 
who take us back into the clear light of real beauty and true emotion, 
and who link the art of the day in which they live, to the great Art 
of all former and future ages. 


No doubt the world was to a certain extent prepared for the arrival 
of such a painter as Jean- Francois Millet, for the ideas which he 
embodied on canvas are those which are vital to the life of to-day, 
and of which we are only just beginning to have real understanding anti 
perception. Perhaps more accurately this applies to Millet's subjects, 
rather than his ideas, for the ideas after all are ancient enough, and 
it was only in showing their relation to a new class that Millet made 
his chief departure. The attempt to characterise the motives of such 
a painter’s work is probably futile. But, though impertinent and 
useless with regard to the artist, it is neither if taken in connection 
with and in illustration of the art which is at the present time popular 
k ij* n ^ n Sl an d and France. For the really fine things of the 
world are all of the nature of touchstones, and by these alone can we 
tell what is really worthy of our admiration. A library ,of declamation 
against the artistic practice of some of our popular Academicians 
woidd not carry a tithe of the conviction which the mere exhibition 
of The Angelas by the side of their paintings would convey. Noscilur 
a socks is true here in a new sense, for the great picture not only 

proclaims itself, but absolutely destroys inferior companions, and even 
e people who are, as a rule, blind to the shortcomings of superficial 
painters would be inclined to reconsider their judgment if they could 
see the true work hung side by side with the false. 

u ^‘ mate condemnation of much of the superficial painting of 
15 P er baps to be found in the consideration of the 
hC P resent century is above all others a century of thought 
and l t, an “ nature * a century which leaves no belief unquestioned 
sWfi?™il en ° men< ? n V ninvesti S ated * and no shade of meaning or 
not heln t n ul ? sou S^ lt ^° r which can help to realise, even, if it does 
and the -ivkffU V6 ' i!* e £ re ?f P r °klem of life — the problem of the why 
and the eirrh ^ ^ Pf°b^ ern of the connection between humanity 
rest and thf ’n ^ P r °blem of the consolation and the suffering, the 
And this beinfrV OI r ma k e tip each man’s experience of l^ e * 

consider Dictu?^ 0 ' must all feel, if we allow ourselves to 

pictures which are merely pretty, by which I mean pictures 
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in which there is no thought below the surface attractiveness, that 
we are beholding something which has been confectioned expressly 
‘“for us, something which is out of tone and out of tune with our 
genuine sympathy and real experience, and is so less bearable to us 
. than even the most unattractive rendering of reality. 

The secret of Millet's greatness as an artist, apart from his 
technical excellence, which is to be considered separately, may well 
lie in his perfect, if unconscious, apprehension and exemplification of 
the above truth ; for in nearly all his pictures, and in all his greatest, 
there is to be found this union between man and nature, between the 
physical fact and the emotional experience, of which I have been 
speaking. To take an actual human being engaged in some ordinary 
avocation of his or her daily life, and to weld together the personality, 
the action, and the surrounding world, is what this artist did to 
perfection. Just think for a moment how significant is the achieve- 
ment when, for the first time in the history of Art, a painter is able 
to take such a subject as sowing, or gleaning, or fetching water from 
the well, and render it so impressive, so generic, so monumental, that we 
not only forget the thousands of pictures which have dealt with similar 
scenes, but that we feel every future rendering must, in so far as it 
be good, partake of imitation 1 This is indeed Art, the one true 
alchemy possible to man, the philosopher's stone by which each 
commonest thing may be transmuted into the golden ore of beauty 
and significance. 

I said some pages back that the sentiment of this French idyllist 
was far more English than Gallic, but it would probably be truer to 
define it as being un-Parisian. For English painting, at least 
English idyllic painting, would scarcely have risen to the impersonal 
view of the peasant which we find held by Millet ; entire deference 
to the squire and his lady, not even yet quite eradicated from the 
mind of the English lower classes, is hardly consistent with this 
representation of the dignity of labour which Millet showed us so 
persistently, and in the truth of which he believed to the uttermost. 
If we look at The Angelus, for instance, a little closely, we can 
• hardly fail to be struck by the self-possession, the self-sufficiency, in 
the good sense of the word, of the two figures. And though we 
allow in England that a labourer may be picturesque, ‘may be 
healthy, may even be cheerful, we hardly allow, as far as our art is 
concerned, that he may be unconscious that he is a labourer, and 
may forget, even in his prayers, the position in which it has pleased 
God, and the customs of his country, to place him. The only man 
I know who did partially realise the peasant, apart from the restric- 
tions of his position in life, was the late Fred Walker, in two of 
whose pictures (the Ploughing ; and The Old Gate) there are to be 
found that freedom, dignity, and self-possession which, according to 
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the gospel of the fashionable novelist and the society journal, are alone 
to be found amongst the upper classes. And it is not uriamusing to 
note how many people, who are firm admirers of Walker’s painting 
in general, pull a wry face at the action of his ploughman driving 
the share through the furrow, and the pose of the workman in The* 
Old Gale , who is removing the pipe from his mouth in unconscious 
deference to the affliction of the widow lady who meets him on 
his homeward way. People object to the freedom of the one man 
and the dignity of the other; possibly from the point of view 
of rural statistics both are improbable, but in the statistics of feeling 
they are true, and that is all with which the artist need concern 
himself. The sentiment is genuine, the art beautiful, the repre- 
sentation adequate, and all will endure and be admirable when 
the little Mrs. Grundyisms of to-day have passed into that limbo 
where all dead things lie dead. 


But it is hardly necessary to say that between the idyllism of 
Walker and the idyllism of Millet there is a great gulf fixed, and 
that in one aspect of manhood our English master must vail his 
bonnet before the Frenchman. For though Walker could see the 
dignity of action that might be possible to a peasant or a workman, 
he did not and could not conceive the dignity of manhood that 
might reside within him; he caught and rendered magnificently, 
and with something of the old Greek nobility, the gpture, but 
the mind escaped him. His labourers have been out in the sun 
and wind, but have learnt nothing therefrom, and the earth has 
not made them a part of itself, and their toils have not become, 
as they have become with Millet’s peasants, part of the very fabric 
of their lives. And I have always felt, in looking at Fred Walkers 
pictures, a curious inability to realise the personality of most of 
the people depicted therein. They are as impersonal as statues 
(I do not mean as likenesses of the Duke of Wellington or others 
by Sir Joseph Boehm), and their lack of individuality seems to be 
• ’ an - d not to carr y with it any sense of defect or incompletion. 

i his quality of Walker’s work is more evident in his later than in 
is earlier pictures, for he began by being rather pre-Raphaelite in 
nis dehneation of -character, and I have one of his earlier pictures in 
which a shy child being introduced to her new mamma, in which 
• . e staa y °t expression is the one fine thing in the picture, which is 
injure by a considerable amount of ugly costume insisted upon by 
the artist with somewhat objectless fidelity. 

'l ho "' ever ' only one Englishman with whom Millet can 
Srth.l? b r c ° m P ared . for there is only one who has as yet given 
water-mli^* lS .P easant an absolutely veritable record. This is a 
ur painter dead some forty or more years ago 'called 
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William Hunt, and often for the sake of distinction — for there are 
many Hunts who paint— nowadays “Old William Hunt”; he was 
one of our great (almost of our greatest) • artists, and though his 
art is chiefly known for the exquisite perfection of his fruit and 
flower pieces, yet his delineation of rural scenes and rural characters 
was of even greater value, not only because it is a higher and more 
difficult thing to paint a man well, than a dog-rose or a branch of 
apple-blossom, but because when Hunt’s work turned to the subject 
of humanity, it became at once less elaborate, and more powerful. 
The same hand which could mark and reproduce each faintest 
change of colour in the petals of the primrose or the blush of 
the grape, could, when it turned to the delineation of men and 
women, forget, or at least disregard, in the pursuit of character 
and expression, all the minutely laborious brushwork to which it 
was habituated, and striking clean down to the heart of each rustic, 
model, comprehend his character and his life, and set him down for 
ever in simplest, truest guise. 

These words are no way exaggerated : for nearly a dozen 
years I had the daily opportunity of studying forty of Hunt's finest 
works, and it is my deliberate opinion that for absolute unpreten- 
tious truth they stand alone in English art. For the heart of pre- 
Kaphaelitism is here without its weakness, without its morbid 
feeling, and, most wonderful of all, we see as we look at these 
pictures, that the painter did not even know he was a great artist 
— the simplicity and lack of pretentiousness of the work are beyond 
all praise. Look, for instance, at this grand sketch of a Game- 
keeper facing the next page. Titian himself could have given 
no truer, finer dignity to Pope or Emperor than Hunt has given 
here by dint of adhering to the plain truth of natural gesture, and 
by reproducing that gesture without self-consciousness or straining 
after effect. He was not making a picture of the Gamekeeper — 
at least he was — but the picture as it were grew naturally out of 
the subject. What a piece of work it is even bereft of its colour 
and reduced to so small a scale ! We wish we could persuade a 
dozen or two of our readers who talk or care about English art to 
take the Universal Review to the Royal Academy Exhibition — it is 
still open — and compare this figure by “Old William Hunt” with 
any single figure, portrait or fancy, which they can find therein. We 
would forfeit a large sum if the majority did not confess that, in 
qualities of unaffected dignity, ease, untutored grace, strength and 
vitality, our Gamekeeper could find no equal amidst the Academy 
pictures. And as a matter of Art the comparison would be still 
more in the old water-colour master’s favour; for this is of the 
essence of fine art as surely as is the Tailor, by Moroni, in the 
National Gallery, or The Angelas of Millet, or the Haymakers of 



Bastien Lepage. It is work in which every line is right, every 
means properly employed to produce the desired effect. We talk 
about the wonderful finish of Meissonier, but finish he never so 
minutely, his work cannot be more complete than this — nay, it can- 
not be as complete, for here Hunt has got to the heart of his subject, 
not rested content with his outer man. And in this Gamekeeper we 
have a type of the class, as well as a representation ‘of the subject. 
The amateur will notice that the execution of this drawing betrays a 
method which has at the present day passed into disrepute, and that 
is the combined use of pen and brush ; the majority of the outline 
portion of this composition having been sketched in with a broad 
quill pen, with which very probably was combined a brushful of 
colour; in any case the outlines have been filled up with water- 
colour of various tints subsequently. The method was one some- 
times used by David Cox, and was indeed taught to the present 
writer by that painter's son as lately as five-and-twenty years ago; 
but though it offers certain facilities for quick sketching, the practice 
is one by no means to be commended, being, indeed, wholly opposed 
to the manner of nature, and rendering it scarcely possible for the 
artist to treat the subject with sufficient delicacy. This was by no 
means an ordinary way for Hunt to work, and is almost the only 
very fine drawing by him which I have seen executed in this 
though there are a considerable number of early works in 
which the pen has been used freely. 


And now, bearing this sketch well in mind, look at the engraving 
which forms the frontispiece to this article, and is from William 
Hunts most celebrated picture of The Eavesdroppers work which 
embodies all the best qualities of the painter and many of the most 
marked characteristics of English art. I remember Sir Frederick 
urton saying many years ago to my father — perhaps in a fit of 
generous enthusiasm — that is the finest water-colour in the world. 

. g while afterwards, when The Eavesdropper was 
wrntJ 3t Art Society’s Rooms in Bond Street, Rusk in 

wrote almost as strongly as the President of the National Galleg 
enr1orF° ;r at ^ e ^ st there are some good judges who would 
J the present writer’s opinion, for the work in question has 
naintimf >, are ^ me *? mar k the highest point to which water-colour 

parent 5 ever , atta ’ ne ^- Of course it is not a drawing in trans- 
exSed ? nl y— none indeed of Hunt’s finest works are so 

been midp P resent instance a full use of body 1 colour lias 

technically 'Jljhout. .The extraordinary excellence of the drawing* 
and transnaren* 1 in §’ J L In ’ ts P reser vation of the delicacy, brilliancy, 
solidity and mere water-colour, while the strength, 

y * and richness of a fine oil-painting are obtained by the 
1 Opaque white. 
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dexterous use q( opaque tints. Those who have studied technically 
the art of water-colour painting, especially fn its later developments 
under such great artists as Walker and.Pinwell, know that even in 
the. very finest examples of the art there is scarcely to be found this 
union. In, for instance, the most admirable of the Fred Walker 
drawings, beautiful as they are in colour and atmosphere, there is in 
the aspect of the paint itself some lack of transparency and brilliance 
— they in no way suggest the white paper beneath ; the colour might 
have been mixed like mortar and laid on with some most Liliputian 
trowel, of such mortar-like consistency is it. No trace of such 
deficiency, for deficiency it is, is to be found here. Alike in the 
opaque and transparent portions, the work appears transparent, 
fresh, and lively, and in the modelling and texture of the flesh 
especially is this to be seen — where the delicacy of work has been so 
great and its result so exquisite, that it is almost impossible to mark 
the portions wherein the opaque colour has been used. In other 
parts of the picture, where the artist relied less upon delicacy than 
strength, the use of white is far more apparent, especially in the 
more brilliantly-lighted details. The painting, for instance, of the 
boards which line this rough stable is a masterpiece of solid, almost 
rough painting,- as large and free in method of work as if the artist 
had had a twenty-foot canvas in front of him. With passage from 
the strongly-lighted side of- the picture to the shadow behind, the 
transparent colour comes into use again, and perhaps from a 
technical point of view the greatest triumph of the drawing is in the 
delineation of the old horse-collar and harness which hang in the 
shadow. But apart from the mere handicraft of the picture, its 
-supreme quality is the marvellous richness and beauty of the colour. 
This is at once deep and lustrous, full of subtle changes and pleasant 
contrasts, shifting each moment, or rather, in each smallest fraction 
of the composition, and presenting, when viewed as a whole, a piece 
of mingled tone and colour which might hang between a Rembrandt 
and a Titian without fearing the comparison. 

The contrast between such idylHsm as Hunt’s and that of Francois 
Millet could hardly be more complete as regards the temper of mind, 
the point of view from which each regarded his subjects. They 
might be called indifferently the optimist and the pessimist of nature, 
for each was at once, as compared with the other, both optimistic 
and pessimistic ; for instance, if we take the mere surface of things 
and look at the people and their surroundings which William Hunt 
gives us, we feel inclined to think that the country contains nothing 
but pleasant, happy men and women, sunburnt maidens, laughing 
stable-boys, and stalwart gamekeepers. The very gipsies (look 
at our illustration else) are comfortable, comparatively well-to-do 
people, who mend their gowns and peel their lemons in a pleasant, 



almost conventional manner. There is no hint of that harshness of 
Nature towards the poor from which Millet finds so much of his 
interest, and to which his pictures owe so much of their power. For 
Hunt saw only the smiling side of Nature, regarded her only, if we 
may so put it, from the still-life point of view, and liked best those 
aspects of her the material of which he could pack up in a basket and 
take home to paint at his leisure on the studio-table. I3ut, though 
the outside of the English painter was so cheerfully optimistic, I 
think, rightly considered, his art was essentially, when compared 
with that of Millet, a material, a negative, and even a pessimistic 
one; for, in the rustics which he gave us, veritable and actual as 
they were, there seemed to be no toucli to redeem their rusticity, no 
conception that life might hold finer things for them than beer and 
skittles, or unlimited provision of the fat bacon and big pies in which 
their souls and bodies delighted, Cut in Millet's work there is 
always, beneath the suffering inflicted by Nature, and the toil 
imposed by man upon man, some hint of recompense; the people are 
weary, very weary, but they are neither ashamed nor altogether 
hopeless: and Nature which has caused them so much pain has, in 
many ways, also to some extent requited them. They are not small 
figures of poor people in a landscape, these Gleaners or Sowers or 
I enders of Sheep ; they are rather the inheritors of the earth ; they 
never suggest the presence, round the corner, of an employer of 
labour, of some one who on Saturday night will dole out his shillings 
to duly-thankful recipients. 


This difference, which marks, perhaps, one of the great border- 
lines between the art of France and England, is very’ real and very 
important, for it represents the presence or absence of right feeling 
or the dignity of labour and the worth of manhood, tells us that 
t e beauty of the world is not exclusively made for capitalists, 
a much indeed of natural loveliness is impossible for the capitalist 
o understand, until he brings himself into relations with the every- 
c ay joys, sorrows, and experiences of those who serve him. 


tt, , cur ‘° us thing about Hunt’s work in this connection is that, 
!t t ,^ le English conventional feeling in such matters, it 
wLm • . absolute unconsciousness, and shows that the painter 
th^ n l£* nt !5 ely sm 5 ere in his representation. AH that he saw in 

„il ere ’ unt °uched by affectation ; it never occurred 

were might be a reverse side to the medal, that there 

when , wben *he trees were blossomless instead of fruitful, 

was veiled b j C ° n u an . cJ the beer w «re wanting, when the sunshine 
rainfall In !?** tbe J e f? ess bran ches dripped heavily with the 
STmTto J" ‘ h = a , rt of H»n* time, moreover, no English painW 
ad such feeling ; and although, for instance, David 
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Cox and De Wint would habitually choose sombre landscapes and 
wild effects of wind and storm, yet they rarely dealt with autumn or 
winter, and you might look through a tolerably complete collection 
of works by either painter without meeting with a single example in 
which that quiet regretful poetry, so common a note of our modern 
landscape painting, strongly predominates. 

If I had to select one word to characterise the water-colour art of 
the last generation, it would be the word cheery . The artists were 
always making the best either of a good or a bad business, and there 
is an absolute freshness and joviality about David Cox’s worst 
weather pictures far more inspiriting than the majority of sunlit com- 
positions which we might find in the Academy to-day ; and here is 
another fact .worth mentioning in this connection, which is that 
nowadays our landscape painters are very chary of representing 
windy weather. With the exception of one or two men who paint 
the sea (above all, Mr. Henry Moore) I cannot at the present 
moment remember a single English artist who attempts to depict 
the hurried march of the clouds, or the wild tossing of the trees, 
storm-driven ; and yet, after all, it is in such phases as this that 
Nature becomes most alive, and most akin to humanity. Who that 
has often struggled along a sea -cliff in the teeth of the windy 
weather has not sometimes felt a sense of exhilaration and oneness 
with the turmoil round him which almost seemed to identify his 
feeling with that of the storm itself, and by dint of much communion 
with Nature, and much taking of her In her roughest as well as in 
her mildest moods, our old water-colour painters got to understand 
this feeling, and so rendered it that the freshness remains in their 
work to the present day. 

Compare a landscape by, for example, Mr. Keeley Halswelle, 
with a landscape by David Cox, or, for the matter of that, with Old 
Crome or De Wint : you will find that, though Mr. Halswelle does 
frequently attempt to paint windy skies, yet that the clouds therein 
are always stationary ; the reeds bend under the influence of the 
breeze in his pictures, but they do not spring back again, they do 
not blow to and fro as they would appear to do in a Cox land- 
scape. Even in the Chill October, which, on the whole, is probably 
the best windy landscape which has been painted for the last twenty 
years, there is much of this stationary quality — the impression given 
by the picture is one of stillness, although the scene itself is of 
unrest. I think this lack of sympathy with the more impersonal phases 
of Nature must spring from the increase of self-consciousness in 
modem artists’ minds, and partly, no doubt, from the introspective 
habit of modern thought, partly from the increased luxury of their 
lives, and partly from continual pressure upon them of public exhibi- 
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tions. For remark well that Nature is far less personal in storm 
than in calm ; from the very moment the wind begins to blow, the 
personalities begin to disappear, even as the reflections of a boat 
are scattered at the first breeze which ruffles the surface of the 
water. And as the forces of Nature manifest themselves more and 
more, as the breeze freshens to a gale, and the gale to a hurricane, 
so does the personal element of a landscape, and the need of special 
personal feeling with regard to it, decrease, to such an extent that, 
when figures are Introduced into such scenes, they please us best 
when they are represented as suffering most from the elements, when 
the belated traveller is crossing the moor with the greatest difficulty, 
when the ship is shattered upon the rocks or driven helplessly before 
the tempest. 

There seems to be a strange contradiction in the fact that the 
elder landscapists of whom I have been speaking, though they 
painted such impersonal pictures, almost invariably introduced 
figures therein, while their modern descendants, when they paint 
landscape at all, do it almost exclusively from a personal point of 
view and most frequently without the introduction of figures at all. 
The whole modern landscape art of France, as well as England, is 
touched with this personal and generally morbid feeling ; *tnd such 
work as that of Corot and Rousseau relies almost entirely for its 
attractiveness upon your sympathy with the special mood of the 
painter. When work of this character is carried to its highest point, 
we do get no doubt the most noble forms of landscape, for we get 
that union with human feeling and natural fact which lies at the root 
of all the finest art. But, be it noticed, that unless the painters 
mind is one of extreme sensitiveness and wide grasp of feeling, it 
almost certainly results either in his reproducing only some one 
special aspect of Nature which appeals to him, or in his, so to speak, 
endeavouring to lash himself into a state of sensitiveness on occa- 
sions when he really feels nothing. 


There are, and always will ‘be, two kinds of art with regard to 
■which people will dispute which is the more admirable — the art 
which paints adequately what its owner sees, and the art which 
paints that which Its owner feels. But for those who do not feel 
s P ec * a l ft must always be hopeless to attempt to paint in 
the manner of those who do : the only secure foundation for great 
andscape painting must be, not the feeling of Corot, not the feeling 
?LT U r e ^ Daubigny, or Millet, but the feeling, that is to say, 
leirn f T t l at r re ^ rself : founded upon the latter, the artist may 
as hk wrA? before his work is completed, and at all events as far 
if it bp fJj." j°^ S lt wl M.b<= real, though it may be uninteresting, but 
which v,- a e u P on imitation, if he strives to express a sentiment 
oes not possess, but only admires in others, it must be 



a sham, it must be worthless. Here, as elsewhere, the injunction 
holds good ; Touch not the sacred vessels rashly , for it is profanation. 

These, it seems to me, are some of the reasons why the old 
English school of water-colours might have formed such a solid 
foundation for English landscapists ; for the members of the school 
were for the most part sane, clear-headed men, who went and took 
their art, as best they could, from Nature herself, and did not think 
too much about what they meant by their painting. Think that in 
this enlightened nineteenth century, under the wing of a nascent 
South Kensington Museum, and the fostering care of the Royal 
Academy itself, these men should have lived and died without 
national recognition or reward; that they were never allowed to 
share in the honours of the Royal Academy, and that not a single 
■picture of theirs is to be found in the national collection — that not the 
slightest trouble was taken to keep their art alive ; and that, if 
another David Cox and another De Wint were to arise to-morrow, 
all the art authorities of England would repeat the same neglect, 
stupidity, and injustice with the greatest pleasure ! 

The crew of interested persons who profess to reward and guide, 
as well as represent, English art, have been guilty during the last 
forty years of systematic neglect of their duty in many respects, but 
in none more than this, that they have seen the fine landscape art of 
their country dying slowly an unnatural death, and have stretched 
out no finger to relieve it, but have, on the contrary, given it at 
every possible moment a shove toward the tomb. And yet so 
tough and of such vigorous frame was the invalid, that even yet it is 
scarcely too late to save him. For, as I have often said, and as I shall 
go on saying till 1 get them recognised, there are a few good 
English landscapists still left among us, men who are not all 
unworthy to be the successors of David Cox and Peter de Wint. 
There is Robert Collier, for instance, and Hine and Wimperis, all of 
the Institute of Painters' of Water-Colours, and all sincere and 
accomplished artists in a pure style of landscape painting, and there 
is George Fripp and Hook the Academician, and Aumonier and 
Henry Moore, chiefly known for his seascapes, to whom, by the way, 
the Jury of the International Exhibition of Paris have just given one 
of the only two medals of honour bestowed upon the English section, 
though the Academy kept the painter waiting till he was nearly fifty 
before they made him an Associate, and whom they have not elected 
a full Academician even to the present day. 

Look at the picture which is printed here on the opposite page. 
Are any of our readers so blind that they cannot see the difference 
between such a landscape as this and those which are presented for 
1S7 



their admiration by the doyens of the Royal Academy ; by Messrs. 
MacWhirter, Graham, and Leader ? I do not wish to say a word 
against the work of any of these gentlemen, further than that it is 
not in any way comparable in quality to such art as this — The Green 
Lanes by David Cox. Think for a moment what it is which renders 
the picture here given so superior, and dismiss from your mind if 
possible any notion that it can be superior by accident, or that there 
is anything in the subject chosen which will account for the excellence. 
It is not in the subject, and it is no accident: it is because the 
artist had both the power and the desire of representing Nature, and 
exercised it without affectation and without prejudice. We can feel 
the force andfreshness of Nature here, not only because Cox was a great 
artist, but because his work was done face to face with his subject, not 
cockered up in the studio to please the public taste. And one proof 
of this is that, out of all the thousand sketches and pictures which 
Cox executed, there are not two which are even superficially alike in 
the effect depicted. He was as happy on a calm river as on awndy 
moor, on the sands as amongst the heather, in the field or in the 
woods, and, indeed, one of the most exquisite drawings of his J know 
was a seascape off Hastings. The present picture belonged to my 
father, and belongs, I am glad to say, to myself, and having known 
and loved it for many years, I may, perhaps overrate its merit ; but 
it appears to me to possess all the essentials of the greatest art, 
cataloguable and uncataloguable. There is magnificent composition, 
arrived at in the most, apparently, accidental manner, and yet 
scientifically, demonstrably perfect ; there is the most wonderful 
rendering of a strong wind and rainy sky, and of the general aspect 
of the country in stormy weather, which I have ever seen ; there is 
great beauty of colour, and there is an amount of life and movement 
throughout the picture which can be felt even in this greatly-reduced 
reproduction. But the chief quality of the painting can hardly be 
defined, for it lies in the sense of style with which the work is 
executed. We cannot look at it without thinking of the great 
masters of painting, and one immediately wishes to compare it With 3 
Gainsborough, or even with old Salvator Rosa. The work is big m 
style and in execution ; it is man's work, standing firmly on its legs, 
and going straight about its business, not whining because of the 
es times of humanity, or fiddling about with mere prettinesscs 01 
sentiment and effect; above all— at least above all in the present 
connection^ of which wc are speaking, in the connection of English 
P ,ctur< ; ' s one in which the national character is fully and 
the £t£F reS vj d ‘ t The feelin ff « clean, healthy, out-of-door-Englisbj 
fisLrmf cv ‘ dent V cares no more for a wetting than do the old 
l Z™“i Wh0 . are getting ready their bait under the wind-tossed 
and wic i, We v OW ^ at the painter saw this thing and rejoiced at It, 
and was altogether a robust capable ™ *> 
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sensitive and so true. I have often heard it said by more or less ill- 
informed persons that such subjects as these were the only ones, 
which Cox attempted, or in which he was wholly successful. As a 
matter of fact, almost the reverse is the case ; a very large number of 
his works show us the most sunny skies and the calmest weather, 
and for the close ’of this article I have selected a very beautiful 
example of this manner in the picture produced on the preceding 
page of Old Battersea Mill. N o reproduction could possibly give the 
softness and delicacy of this drawing, but even here sufficient is left to 
show the sunny peace of the scene and the painter's absolute sympathy 
therewith. This picture is not more than a sixth of the size of the 
Green Lanes , and it may be worth pointing out that, as in all really 
great artists’ work, the diminution of the scale makes no difference to 
the breadth of style and effect conveyed by the picture. This drawing, 
as in the little three-inch vignettes by Turner, of the Holy Land, 
might have been made of any size, but could not have conveyed a 
more perfect sense of distance and atmosphere. Nothing is indeed 
more certain than that great art is wholly independent of scale, and 
that whether you paint the size of Lc Vin dn Curl of Meissonicr, or 
The Last Judgment of Angelo, your picture may contain the same 
spaces. 




|T was in the early summer of 1883 that I first 
seriously studied landscape - painting. I Had, of 
course, drawn and sketched 1 a good deal before, and 
had been at an art school in England, and in studios 
abroad, but this in connection with my writing upon 
; — act. For that purpose also I had studied anatomy 
and dissection and modelling at Rome. In the year named, how* 
r'i ei ” f° r various causes which it is unnecessary to mention, 1 
Felt the need of harder and more sustained work than my former 
desultory practice, and I was, moreover, somewhat unwilling to 
bear the reproach which is commonly made against critics— -the 
reproach, namely, that they at ease condemn, and ignorantly reject 
good painting because of their technical ignorance of the craft In 
some ways the difficulties which lay before me were greater than 
ordinary, not only from age, but because of my many Press engage- 
ments. Moreover, I did not so much want to learn the technique 
any artist or school, as I wanted, if possible, to study unbiassedly 
IT ia their relation to painting, as I had previously 
v _ ’ r ® m the literary' point of view, the relative excellencies of 

and ies S thedc°pleasur^ eth0dS ° f ^ re,at '° n t0 thou 2 ht - ern0ti ° n ' 

than^m!j^ S an j * knew, it seemed to me, enough, and more 

indeDendpnt-’ ^ n ^ ec * w ? s . to learn what Nature could teach me 
Raohieltr#. «°- a "y r s P? cial art; istic aim, — starting as little from the pre- 
theories ,P 0!nt v, ew as from the plein-air or the Impressionist 

thinking no 3 *H e Bar hizon and the Royal Academy, 

Peter Graham rtf o( ^ ? an of Turner - of Millet than Walker, of 
an Lmnell, — to forget all these, in fact, and just try 

^racier of Ihis early wort? art!cIe 1 (' n targe- paper edition) simply to show tj* e 
of the latter \ C J n^- done , about >8S 1-82, and the first appeared in the 
lth various alien tions sur'tsirH l * a ? d,t,on . of t«o figures drawn from my suggestions, and 
suggested by the iteration of the wood-engraver. 
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all other art beauties — for whatever reason, there did seem to me to 
be now and again some progress in this direction in my own work, 
and I grew to have some faint hope that one day I should beat 
my music out , and so — I went on. Day after day I brought back 
to the village inns in which my autumn was passed, one sketch 
worse than another, day after day I set out again to fresh effort, and 
fresh failure. Sometimes in rage the canvases were hurled into the 
sea, trodden under foot, trampled into the beach sand, left anywhere 
and everywhere, so that I might see them no more, and as the 
possibility of any real progress grew, or appeared to grow, less and 
less, so the daily humiliation and despondency increased — at times 
almost unbearably. 

My main subject was the most beautiful thing in Nature, and what 
is surely the most difficult to understand and to reproduce — the sea, 
and there I sat solemnly, stupidly, earnestly trying to copy it, as a 
child tries to shape his letters. Of course the result was failure; 
but — and this is why I have written the foregoing — though the sea 
would not yield to me the secret I demanded, my effort gave me 
another, and perhaps a better reward. I learned something of the 
difficulties which painters conquer, and something of the under- 
standing which they gain. I realised how false was all art which is 
literally and solely reproductive, how worthless all art which has not 
realism for basis and guide ; and also that hard lesson, of content in 
personal failure, and, if I may dare to say so, of gladness that there 
are others who succeed. Gradually in each changing aspect of the 
great waters, in their varying voices and their myriad meanings, I 
found peace and strength. The mystery and the meaning, the terror 
and the majesty, of the sea stilled despondency and atoned for 
failure gradually I came to feel the poetry, which 1 could not explain 
m terms of paint and canvas, of its changeful unchanging beauty. 

na with this^ there may too have come some first faint promise 
o good artistic work, which might possibly have been one. day 
realised had I been able to leave off writing, and— had I been ten 
years younger. 


1 think the most intense pleasure I ever experienced was when I 
neard casually about this time, that the hanging committee of a 
„_ r ; er y ^ a d said of one of my sketches directly it was brought 

P’ e \ av ^ that, at all events! This was better than one's first 
0h ’ - £ ood that is— that flimsy strip of paper with the 
r s queries and the unintelligible printer’s instructions ! 


little 5 tas k served a purpose though achieving 

bv rule-of t-vf S I 31 ? ^°J n * not made, and painting is not to be learned 
atre and m t fcw months ’ work yearly ; and thirty-five is one 

age, and fifteen another, and the latter much preferable for swallowing 



formulae, and training the hand — all of this had been made pretty 
evident to me: but then I had found out too, what no one but a 
painter ever can know, the kind of effort, endurance, patience, and 
knowledge a painter needs, and gains. I had learned more than a 
hundred years spent in the study of styles and theories would have 
taught me, of both the limitations and the possibilities of art ; of the 
painters feeling towards his work and his subject ; of his conscious 
failure, his rare and fleeting contentment. I had come to realise 
the truth so frequently mentioned, so seldom felt, that in proportion 
to the knowledge and capacity of the artist, are his conviction of his 
own incompetency to render the beauty of Nature, and his discontent 
with the little that he is able to achieve ; last, and perhaps best of 
all, I had grown to know that faithful work does even for the least 
competent, in the long run bring some recompense in wider insight 
and keener perception, and though you may be at the end of life 
what, you were at the beginning, a student rather than a master, 
you will be neither base, nor altogether unhappy — for you will have 
learned to be glad when others do that for which your hands are 
unavailing, and proclaim the truths which you can only know and 
feel. 

The sermon is somewhat long for the occasion, too short for the 
text ; and my only reason for saying these things was to explain how 
the two following sketches were written. They are simply and 
exactly what they profess to be — the untouched records of two 
impressions of country life, written on each occasion after the days 
painting was finished. For this reason I have thought them 
worth including here, and have prefaced them by an account of 
the effort to teach myself painting. Taken together, 1 think they 
have a certain value, both objective and subjective, as showing both 
what was actually seen and heard on the occasions in question, and 
as suggesting two phases of artistic feeling and experience, which are 
perhaps new to some of my readers. They show at least how the 
pictorial aspect of Nature mingles itself in a painter’s mind with the 
human environment, and makes, as it were, a special atmosphere, half- 
mental, half.physical, the embodiment of which in his work is at once 
his greatest problem and his keenest pleasure. 


W 


1LD WEATHER : 3 RD NOVEMBER iSS 3 .\ 


There was certainly an unwonted bustle in the inn that 
morning. The bar loiterers showed a brisk and some- 
what excited air ; the landlord, one of the stoutest and best-tempered 

1 Both diene sketches have the titles they originally bore when published in the SfKtotJr, 
ana are reprinted vtrtatim x for the reasons gi\en above. 
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men in the world, had rolled up his sleeves a trifle higher than was 
usual at eleven o'clock. The old greyhound, ordinarily the only idle 
person allowed on the establishment, wandered to and fro restlessly, 
and poked his nose into one person’s hand after another, as if to 
discover what was afloat. Even the young lady from London, who 
was chiefly notable for a crop of ginger curls and a dress-improver 
of the largest size, showed signs of animation. Doors blew open, 
windows rattled, bits of straw and seaweed flew cheerfully in at the 
swing-doors, sea, sky, and wind somehow had gone astray, and were 
poking their noses into the bar-parlour, in imitation of the greyhound. 

It was past eleven ere I had got my camp-stool, canvas, etc., 
packed up for the day’s work, and was ready to start. It had been 
blowing hard all night from the south-west, and this was the morning 
of October i8th, when the high tide was foretold. It was strange 
how the wind, or the expected water, or some subtle combination of 
both, had affected the usually torpid inhabitants of Rye. A bold, 
almost buccaneering look, pervaded the people ; the talk was all of 
the river, the sea, and the wind. The dwellers on the march had 
become for once dwellers by the sea, and were evidently proud of the 
fact. 

To nay amusement, I was looked upon with considerable respect, 
when it was found I was going down to the port, some two miles off, 
sketching. "You’ll find it main rough down there,” said the local 
carpenter, who was a bit of an artist in his way — at least so he 
fancied, for he had made the frame for an engraving of one ol 
Gustave Dora’s pictures — and the landlord pressed a glass of ginger 
brandy upon me before starting, as a sort of stirrup-cup, 1 thought, 
m case we should meet no more. 


It was wild weather, certainly : the sky was a misty, thin blue, with 
thousands of small cumulus clouds drifting quickly onwards and 
upwards from the horizon. Every now and then towards the sea 
the wind tore a small space of the sky clear of the drifting rack, and 
disclosed a glistening extent of fleecy clouds, lying in long, close 
ranks against the blue, and looking as though they had never known 
or even heard of wind and storm. ■ The old church and tumbled 
red roofs of the town showed clear and bright, with that brightness 
m which colour seems to be lost even more than in shadow. The 
shipyards, generally striking the visitor as the chic I 
wftK ° f . S ,f ? the town < were gathered up and swept into unison 
disti l 6 rushed past them from the sea, and were only 

of the 2w a r Udlb S nOW and then !n a lull. Within two or three feet 
a turbid ^{‘‘y-house, the old ferryman looked down bewildered on 
ouiet current, which was substituted for the grey mud and 

°1 of the river in ordinary times, and said, half proudly, ball 



sadly, as he ferried me across to the marsh, “ There’ll be three feet 
of water in my cottage, if the wind goes round to the north." I left 
him contemplating this prospect, which, by the way, was not realised, 
and set out along the sea-wall. Everything on the way spoke of the 
tide and the gale. The sea-gulls walking about quietly on the fields, 
and scarcely troubling to rise at one’s approach ; the cows and sheep 
lying down close to the shelter of the bank which separated the 
marsh and the river ; the river itself spreading widely over its low 
banks, and lapping eagerly against the sea-wall ; the submerged 
fences and gates, and the bare tops of the piles which marked the 
channel, alone showing above the water. 

I must fail to describe, as I failed to realise distinctly, wherein lay 
the keen sense of excitement and pleasure which this scene conveyed, 
— whether it sprang from the contrast of the present appearance with 
the wonted desolate calm of the marsh and low-lying river, whether 
it was merely the bright sunshine mingling with the roar of the wind 
and the shrieks of the sea-gulls, or whether it was the invasion of the 
sea into its old territory — for long ago Rye rose above the waters 
instead of the land. The scene, however, was worth looking at, 
even independent of any such feeling ; and our countrymen who go 
to much expenditure of trouble and money to gaze upon the Roman 
Campagna, might find an easy substitute for many of its chief 
beauties, in their homely Sussex. Here, too, are softly- moulded 
lines of field and heath, here are long sweeps of hills bounding 
a blue distance. Here, too, the colour shifts and changes moment- 
arily with the drifting cloud shadows and flickering sunshine, and 
the eye can rove at pleasure over a plain as apparently boundless 
as the great Campagna sea. If Fairlight is not as high as 
Soracte, it too has a bold precipitous outline, and a character of its 
own ; and the simple tower of the church, which stands out so sharply 
on the crest of its down, might be a campanile, as far as strength and 
grace are concerned. There are no olive trees, and no aqueducts, 
and no tomb of a loving husband to a faithful wife ; but there are old 
houses, whose beauty is twined with the doings of our own people ; 
there is the grey gateway, and the massive tower of Rye Church 
crowning the irregular houses, which seem to crowd round and look 
up to it, even as their inhabitants might do ; and underneath the 
tower there are the black masts of the fishing-boats, pointing as with 
outstretched finger in the same direction. And for those who want 
more heroic architecture, and records of war rather than peace, is 
there not Camber Castle to be seen across the foaming water of the 
river ? And, strangely enough, inside its green quadrangle is. a 
circular tower, with a course of sculptured stone running around, its 
rude masonry, which, if it stood alone on the Campagna, not one in a 
thousand folk would not guess to be Cecilia Metella’s. And above 
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all, is there not our old friend and safeguard, the sea, hinted at by 
that group of masts on the edge of the marsh, by the sandhills which 
stretch out in long perspective from the port into the distance, and 
by the sea-gulls which fly shrieking above our heads ? Something 
of the spirit of Kingsley comes over the scene, and shouts a glad 
defiance of the wild weather in the teeth of the spray and wind. 

But there was no reaching the port that day, for the rising tide 
rushed feet above the little foot-bridge which led from the sea-wall 
towards the sea, and I was forced to content myself with the view of 
the flooded river and the town beyond. How it blew the palette in 
my face, and plastered madder-lake on the nose, and cadmium 
on the forehead ; how it tore the canvas from my hand (no easel 
could have stood for a minute), and turned it face downwards on the 
rough wiry grass ; how it blew the medium out of the dipper, and 
spread it in a shower upon the middle of the picture ; how I lost hat, 
handkerchief, and temper, need not be recorded, for these are all 
usual accidents of sketching in a gale ; but the game was well worth 
its candle. 

Not often in one’s life does one get the chance to see one of 
Nature’s best transformation scenes enacted in the very place and 
under the very circumstances which could most enhance its beauty, 
and for many a year the change of that quiet marsh into a seething 
mass of yellow foam, the way in which the wind roared, the sun 
shone, the sea-fowl shrieked, and the hungry water came rushing 
over fence and gate to within a foot of the crest of the sea-wall, will 
be worth remembering. 

- It seemed like coming back to another life, to return to the little 
inn, and find the landlord still serving his customers, the greyhound 
still prowling restlessly, and all folk talking unceasingly of the wild 
Weather. 


quiet weather i Spectator , 8l/i November 18S4 

About a year ago -I tried to make a word-photograph of a days 
doings in rough weather at an old-fashioned south-coast fishing 
village : to-day I want to describe the aspect of life in the calm, 
grey weather we have been experiencing lately, as it appeared to me 
in a far more out-of-the-way part of England, twenty miles from 
a railway station on the Atlantic shore. 

The slates of the cottages here have little of the cold, purple tint, 
out are vaned in faint green and bluish silver; and where the 
gabies slope against the grey sea, the sunshine laughs and dances 
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upon them almost as it does upon the waves themselves. In front 
of the jagged rocks which border our little cove, the great seine- 
boats, he, massive and dark, dwarfing all the smaller fishing-craft 
into insignificance, waiting for the pilchards, who seem loth to 
appear. In front of the coastguard's cottage, cutting sea and sky 
and rock, and dividing the little landscape into all kinds of irregular 
triangles, rises the inevitable white mast and yard of the retired 
sailor, carrying in this instance a weathercock of native design, 
representing a pilchard whose tail points obstinately seaward, 
irrespective of any change in the weather. 

* To the right of the inn window rise whitewashed stone cottages, 
and to the left sink the same; beneath, the road dips by a red 
geranium and a water-butt to the hidden beach. On the low wall 
m front of the window, rooted securely in some crack of its coping- 
stones, flowers a brilliant marigold — the one bright spot in the 
picture. Such a queer, quaint little grey hamlet, where year passes 
after year, bringing no alterations save a few more wrinkles to the 
aged, and a little Jess laughter to the young, the blustering weather 
of winter and spring, the coming of the pilchards, the flash of the 
world seen now and then in the eyes of a wandering artist, the 
sermons on alternate Sundays at two neighbour villages , — such arc 
the matters which form the talk and interest of these folks’ lives. 
A still, silent life enough, where small things have to be made the 
most of if one would be content ; and yet one gets to be very fond 
of its pence, which is hardly monotony, of watching the foliage 
charge from green to gold, sadden to its winter gown of russet ; to 
note now, as the year declines, the sky covers up its bright summer 
days and wraps itself in masses of fleecing cloud ; how the emerald 
of the sea grows like beaten steel ; and where a band of purple once 
sank into a rosy mist, there is now only a thin grey line against a 
pallid sky. The whole population are fishermen and their allies ; 
and all day the able bodied sit upon a great bank of timber, by the 
stde of the lifeboat shed, and smoke, rubbing shoulders together in 
an uncouth fashion, much as one has seen birds upon a perch. The)* 
nil know each other, and are good friends after a silent, unexpansivc 
fashion. The property in the' fishing-boats is to a certain extent 
common, and. brings them closer together, anti, like most Cornish- 
men,, the habit of their lives is serious and a little sad. And they 
arc instinct, too. with a profound natural courtesy towards the 
stranger, very different from the general distrust and suspicion which 
we tint! in the Midland ami Northern counties. Rough they are, 
crrj.lmly— stupid, perhaps, according to our Cockney standard of 
intelligence -but it was such men as these that Kingsley, who had 
passed his Iif c amongst them, described as f.r.cr r:en, A \fjr 
s ' kf ' (he larJsir.en ; and of all our seamen and fishers there 
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are no more stalwart, simple souls to be found in England than 
those who border the land of strangers. 

The influence of the place is mesmeric ; and as day after day 
passes, and autumn paces slowly by its road of golden leaves and 
withered bracken into winter, it grows hourly more difficult to 
believe in the existence of other life than this. The sea, the sky, 
the fishermen lounging, the pilchards that never come, the picture 
on one’s easel, the walk after the day’s work over moor and down- 
land, the home-coming to the best of inns, with, its bright fire 
and brighter faces of welcome, the dinner with, a friend, the smoke 
and toddy in the evening, and then the night with the wind s, S"*"S 
down the valley — these repeat themselves day by day. Gradually 
one comes to know something about the people — how poof 
Sullivan's wife is dying of consumption, and Stewarts boy must be 
taken to Falmouth to be confirmed, and other matters less serious. 
And occasionally the men come and talk as we paint, and resting 
their broad backs against the wall, point out to each other the 
various objects of the picture, rubbing slow hands over their bristly 
chins meanwhile. There is a sort of tacit agreement that they are 
not to establish themselves behind us while we are. at work ; bu 
sometimes the temptation is too strong to be resisted, and one 
becomes aware of a shadow on the canvas, and a gruff voice saying, 
" Not that I want to interrupt you, sir.” One old fellow of the 
patriarchal age, past doing anything but hobble about the beach 
very slowly, with the help of a couple of sticks, has been, exempted 
from the above restriction, and spends a good portion of his.morning 
breathing heavily Into my ear, and giving me details of his career, 
which presents fewer salient points during its duration of eighty- 
four years than could be well believed. 

“ Yes, he has always lived here', and he minds the building of tllJ j 
very place ” (a fish-cellar, full of miscellaneous sea-lumber, nets, an 
crab-pots, “ anchors of rusty fluke, and boats updrawn ”), “ ah, more 
than fifty years ago.” So, with a final wheeze, he departs, to return 
the next day with the same story ; and in the room overhead the one 
virago of the place recommences scolding and beating her children. 
M .ind it pretty noisy down here, sir ? ” said a couple of the fis 
wives, whom I found standing before my easel yesterday. " Her ve 
a long tongue, and. a longer arm, her have.” It’s the old story of two 
tamilies- a dead wife leaving young children, and then a new mistress 
or the house, and a new family, and temper and health alike giving 
way under the double strain, and the result — that terrible chaos of blow's, 
feproaches, and tears which makes a hell of so many poor men’s homes 
e boards that roof the cellar are thin, and the voices loud ; and 
aving sat under them for three weeks, one is tempted to moralise. 
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But this is the only seamy side to the village life. Even poor 
Sullivan’s wife, for whom we sent for the priest a few days ago, is 
dying peacefully ; and her little girl stands, with an anxious wistful 
face, at the open cottage door, whilst her big father passes in and 
out, tender as a woman in his care. “She’s alive, sir, and that’s 
all.” Down the steep little path which winds at the back of the 
village up to a ledge of rock, against which the great waves hurl 
themselves for ever vainly, comes the one personage of the place, 
Mr. , proprietor of the seine-boats and employer of the fisher- 

men. He is something like Carlyle in appearance, owing the 
likeness, perhaps, chiefly to his long greatcoat and broad-brimmed 
hat, and he walks stiffly and slowly beneath his weight of seventy- 
six years. Thirty-five of them he has spent here on that little shelf 
of rock (it is literally a shelf, for it ends abruptly in a perpendicular 
fall of cliff into deep water), doing practically nothing but live. 
Despite his life, with only these fishermen for companions, traces of 
a very different society arc still clearly visible, touches of geniality 
and social grace peep out in his dry old manner: and one is not 
surprised to find in the little cottage on the rocky ledge a portfolio 
of drawings, and etchings and good pictures upon the walls. AH of 
these, however, and all the furniture of his intellectual and social life, 
date half a century back : there the man ceased, and what has lived 
since is merely his outside. Still a pale phantasm of a gentleman 
and a scholar, he walks in and out the rough folks here, amongst 
them, but not of them ; and comes and hovers round the easel of 
a wanderer like myself, wanting, not so much to look at the work, as 
to hear the old language of books and pictures which he used to 
speak long ago. After much pressing, he came in one night to chat 
with us, but was pitiably ill at ease. It seemed to force upon him 
too keenly the contrast of his present life with that which he had 
previously known. What it was that scored his face and broke his 
spirit, and sent him down to live in this unknown fishing-hamlet far 
from the ways of men, who shall say ? But he intensifies the 
stillness of the place: and when his tall figure is seen coming 
thft. TafJi. of. n. wen. the. snema to fell, tunm 

quietly upon his rusty coat, and the noise of the water to be almost 
hushed. 

And so the days go on, with life lying behind and before, and 
twenty miles off the train waiting to carry all who will back to the 
great city. Morning after morning out of the same silvery sky 
shines the wistful sun, and the great grey plain of the sea stretches 
softly away to the horizon. Still the pilchard weathercock points to 
the long-expected shoal ; still the fishermen lounge, and growl, and 
smoke; still our pictures grow slowly day by day amid the 
comments, flattering and otherwise, of the villagers; still we take 
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long walks over the moorland, or to where the Lizard lights can be 
seen streaming out into the waning sunset. After all, one cannot 
photograph an atmosphere, and it Is a photograph only which I am 
trying to give you. A crude, literal picture of an environment of 
humble life, of toils and duties which there are 

' ** None to praise, and very few to love," 

but which is, after the rivalries and jealousies of London, almost like 
the peace of God. \ which passe th all understanding. 





“ We can only have the highest happiness, such as goes along with being a great man, by 
having wide thoughts and much feeling for the rest of the world as well as ourselves ; 
and this sort of happiness often brings so much pain with it, that we can only tell it from 
pain by its being what we would choose before everything else, because our souls see it 
is good."— R omola. 

“ I read a record deeper than the skin.”— THE SPANISH Gvpsy. 


THE PAINTING OF GEORGE FREDERICK WATTS, 
R.A.: A COMPARATIVE CRITICISM. 1 


HERE are certain poets whose verse is so melodi- 
ous, whose meaning _ is so obvious, and whose 
sympathies are so universal, as to attract at once 
all who listen to them. And there are others 
whom we only grow to admire slowly, as our 
knowledge increases — whose language sounds often 
at first uncouth in our ears — whose thoughts and emotions have 
to be searched for diligently, and pondered deeply before they 
are understood; but who repay the effort of their students with 
a richer harmony than is yielded by those who pipe but as the 
linnets sing. Without wishing to depreciate the bird-like strains 
of the first of these, I may be permitted to suggest (as Longfellow 
did in his Singers), that they give to youth the joy that their 
more thoughtful contemporaries give to manhood And though, 
as Greg said, "the bees and the butterflies alike are happy,” yet 
they are happy in different ways and from different causes. Is 
it a fanciful idea that there should be pictorial art of an analogous 
kind to the less superficially attractive aspects of poetry and music ? 
I do not see why we are entitled to refuse the same amount of time 
to the comprehension of a great picture, that we should give without 
hesitation to the understanding of a sonnet ; or why we should expect 

1 Written in the February number of the Contempomry Review , 1882, on the occasion 
of a collection of Mr. Watts' paintings being exhibited in the Grosvenor Gallery. Some 
further articles on the same subject were published by me at tins period in the lines 
and Spectator. 
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a composition which has probably taken months if not years of thought 
and labour to produce, to reveal all its meaning to us as we stroll 
hurriedly round a picture gallery. A wise man once said that no 
great book required much less time in the reading than the author 
had taken in the writing, and a picture, after all, is but an Open 
book, where those who have eyes to see can read strange matters. 

This essay attempts to explain the characteristic qualities of Mr. 
Watts' art, to note its imperfections as well as its excellencies, and 
to consider what is its value and its teaching when taken asa whole. 
That such an attempt, made at such a time, must of necessity’ fail of 
complete success, no one will feel more strongly than the present 
writer. However posterity judges, it will not be from the point of 
view of to-day, and that verdict it is hopeless to anticipate. Without 
attempting, however, to forecast what will be the ultimate value 
assigned to Mr. Watts’ painting, we may be pardoned for suggest- 
ing the chief aims which the artist appears to have had in view, the 
chief peculiarities of his style, and the chief points of difference 
between his work and that of other famous English painters. And if 
in this latter connection 1 have to speak with seeming disparagement 
of those who are high in public favour, I would remind my readers 
that the comparative criticism referred to must only be considered to 
be a part of the truth. 1 1 were manifestly impossible, within the limits 
of a Review article, to give more than a general description of the 
aims and methods of the artists, who are incidentally' referred to for 
the purpose of comparison, and such general description must fre- 
quently do but scant justice to their full merit 


In one respect the opportunity afforded by the present collection at 
the Grosvenor j^i's almost, if not quite, unique. It is, as far as 1 
am aware.yjritf first time that anything like a complete collection of an 
artist’^ pictures have been exhibited in his lifetime, and with hisassist- 
anc&and approval. It is the more significant when we consider that 
_ jhe works in this collection extend over a period of nearly half a cen- 
anC * - a - P a ‘ nter h as almost reached the allotted age of man. 
This exhibition may well be considered as a question put by the 
artist to those who are interested in art, and demanding a plam 
answer ; and I can only plead for the answer that is attempted here, 
that it is at least an honest one. It is needless to point out that 
e * e , ls one vital difficulty in estimating the works of a living artist 
at oes not exist in the criticism of one who has passed over to 
. ie n vla J 0J ' 1 ty the difficulty, that is, of describing without offence the 
!! llu , e l 1 f. to which his art has been subject through his life ; the way 
c r. rClims . tances have aided, thwarted, or modified the develop- 
jt.5 , 1S B£ nius - For all imperfection arising from such a cause 
to hpkfcjny readers’ forbearance, as I shall not attempt 

to note any such details. 
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Mr. Watts’ training as an artist appears to hat'e been a somewhat 
desultory one. He went, first of all, to the Schools of the Royal 
Academy, but gained little good there — at all events, if we may trust 
his own words : Finding there was no teaching , I very soon ceased to 
attend. 

But in the year 1842 he gained a first-class prize of ^300 for a 
cartoon illustrative of Caracfaats ted in Triumph through the Streets 
of Rome. This was in one of the competitions held in Westminster 
Hall, which were instituted by the Government for the purpose of 
discovering whether there was any artistic talent applicable to the 
requirements of fresco. The subsequent history of this cartoon is a 
somewhat singular one. For the design was sold with the other 
successful compositions to a private purchaser, and was ultimately 
cut up into pieces which were disposed of separately. The only 
portion of this cartoon at present discoverable is in the possession of 
Sir Walter James. With the money gained by this competition the 
young artist went to Italy, and there devoted himself to the study of 
the older Italian masters; and only returned to England in time to 
gain another prize of ^500 for an oil painting representing Alfred 
inciting the English to prevent the Landing of the Danes. This work 
was ultimately purchased for the nation, and has since been in one 
of the waiting-rooms of the House of Lords. It is remarkable for 
the vigour of its composition, and for a certain purity of colour, which 
has something in common with the clear atmosphere of the early pre- 
Raphaelites ; but the chief motive of the picture is evidently derived 
from Tintoretto, to the influence of which master the bold modelling 
of the figures is evidently due. 

The influence of these early works in fresco has never altogether 
faded, and traces of it may be found throughout Mr. Watts’ latest 
work. To this time and its associations may be traced the large 
manner, the bold conceptions, the dignity of form and gesture, and 
the somewhat sombre motive of such pictures as Time and Death , 
Time and Oblivion , Love and Death, and many others ; to this, also, 
is due, in considerable measure, many of the faults which offend the 
casual spectator of Mr. Watts' work. Before, however, we dwell 
upon this subject it is interesting to note that the effects of Mr. 
Watts' foreign study showed themselves more in the increased 
scope of his conceptions than in devotion to any special master. 
During his stay in Italy he seems to have been more receptive of 
general impressions than actually engaged in studying the technical 
powers of any individual painter, and he at no time lost sight of that 
sculpturesque ideal of art which is evident even in his earliest works. 
The only exception to this is one grand picture, entitled the Illusions 
of Love, painted in 1849. In it there is more of the actual painted s 
quality, as opposed to the sculptor’s, than in any other work by this 
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artist, and in many ways it rivals the master, of whom it is a manifest _ 
though unconscious echo. In what may be called lusciousness of 
colouring this picture stands alone ; the glowing tints mix together 
in the most exquisite harmony; the paint seems to be floated on to 
the canvas, rather than put on with a brush. It is an immorally 
beautiful picture, and has the .atmosphere of youth and strength and 
passionate desire floating round it like a cloud. And yet. there is 
nothing more certain than that, had the artist gone on painting in 
this manner, he would never have become truly great, ror great 
ness in art never comes by repetition ; no matter how accurate, 1 
must be essentially new, if it exists at all. From this abyss into 
which so many good men have fallen, Mr. Watts was saved by wo 
causes. The one was, that he was too intellectual and earnest a man 
to rest contented with mere technical perfection; the other was is 
devotion to Greek sculpture. If it be true, as is no doubt the case, 
that he would have in many ways painted better had he confine 
himself to painting alone, it is true also that though his pictures 
would have been more perfect, they would have been less beau i u 
— they would have lost in dignity of form more than they gatne in 
beauty of detail. And another point in this connection must e 
briefly touched upon. There is one difference between the 
sculpture and the best painting the world has ever known w t 
is very commonly overlooked — the difference in its .appeal to 
purely human sympathies. Painting may claim, and, indeed, 
has claimed, our attention for kings, prophets, and warriors, martyrs, 
angels, and madonnas, surrounded with every circumstance of tnei 
glory. Its magnificence of colour, its elaborate combinations oflorm, 
its sublimity of conception, are powerful, to some degree, to bund us 
to the purely human fact that lies at the root of the conception, an 
we may go away from many a glorious picture, thinking more of its 
technique and accessories than of aught else. But sculpture has 
none of these diversities to attract us from its main fact. At its. very 
finest it can but give us a perfect human body, instinct with one simple 
emotion. Unless, therefore, its appeal is founded upon what we a 
recognise as true and worthy, it must indubitably fail. It I s 
quality which has been present in Mr. Watts’ work throughout Jus 
life— this power of, so to speak, stripping the so nl -wrappings off his 
subject, and getting at its real essence. And there is one point on 
which it has affected his paintings very markedly. If you study 
carefully the best Grecian sculpture, you cannot avoid being power- 
fully impressed by the fact of the strange impersonality of the statues 
l hem^es to \the absence therefrom of all the little tiny individual 
detaifh circumske up personality. I wish to guard against being 
misunf his genius mean by this that they lack character ; on the 
I can but b«the fullest and clearest expression of character in 
to note any such dets character in essentials, not followed out into 
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intricacies and eccentricities — there are no pollarded willows or 
grafted roses amongst that noble company. An examination of Mr. 
Watts’ paintings reveals the fact that, in this matter, his practice is 
identical with that of the ancient sculptors — his characters are the 
most impersonal that can be conceived; it is not only from their 
faces, but from their bodies and movements, that every personal 
detail is avoided or merged in the general impression. This would 
not, perhaps, be wonderful, if the artist were to obtain the effect by 
the adoption and repetition of a certain type, such as. for instance, 
the type of face adopted by Mr. Burne-Jones from Botticelli, or the 
type of draper)- adopted by the same master from Mantegna. But 
there is nothing of this kind to be noted in Mr. Watts’ work. Take, 
as an example, the pictures of Daphne and Psyche, the only two 
entirely nude female figures in the exhibition, flere the faces and 
the characteristics of the bodies are as different as it is well possible 
for them to be, and yet the same impersonal air is clearly over 
them both. The one stands straight and stiff by her broken 
lamp, with a sorrow as yet unrealised upon her face ; she is 
scarcely more than a child — her 

“ I'oor pitt'i Wotxl, 

Scarce sun-wanned yet with summer" ; 

her head droops, her arms hang listlessly bv her sides, her whole 
figure expresses dejection and innocent grief; the thin grey light of 
enrhylawn wraps her bodv as a mist. The other is a woman in the 
pHtfe of her beauty, her limbs glowing with warm colour, her l>ody 
thrown a little backward, her arm, raised above her head, touching the 
myrtle into which she is to be changed— a picture of infinite beauty 
and power, 

*• Mixed with scent of roses over ripe. 

And murmur of the summer afternoon *" 

The consideration of this peculiar quality of our painter's-art is 
closely connected with the old controversy between Realism and 
Idealism, in the artistic, not the metaphysical, use of those terms. To 
which camp docs Mr. Watts belong? I should say to neither, or tc 
both ; and this may, perhaps, be made best evident by a few examples. 
A realist is simply a pre-Rnphaclite, one who paints things as well a* 
he can, in a manner as like as possible to what he sees or imagine 
to have been the case. And idealists are those who think the)’ can 
improve Nature by alteration, who like to paint events and actions, 
not as they arc or were, but as they prettily might have been. Such 
is really the substance of the famous dictum of Mr. Ruskin on pre- 
Uaphaelittsm, and will do equally well for our puqvose. But these 
words Realism and Idealism have got mixed up in a good many 
people’s minds with imagination and the lack thereof; till, perhaps, 
most people who use them in art, give to ever)’ ork which is at all 
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artist, and in many ways it rivals the master, of whom it is a manifest 
though unconscious echo. In -vvhat may be called lusciousness of 
colouring this picture stands alone ; the glowing tints mix together 
in the most exquisite harmony; the paint seems to be floated on to 
the canvas, rather than put on with a brush. It is an immorally 
beautiful picture, and has the atmosphere of youth and strength and 
passionate desire floating round it like a cloud. And yet there is 
nothing more certain than that, had the artist gone on painting in 
this manner, he would never have become truly great. For great- 
ness in art never comes by repetition ; no matter how accurate, it 
must be essentially new, if it exists at all. From this abyss into 
which so many good men have fallen, Mr. Watts was saved by two 
causes. The one was, that he was too intellectual and earnest a man 
to rest contented with mere technical perfection ; the other was his 
devotion to Greek sculpture. If it be true, as is no doubt the case, 
that he would have in many ways painted better had he confined 
himself to painting alone, it is true also that though his pictures 
would have been more perfect, they would have been less beautiful 
— they would have lost in dignity of form more than they gained In 
beauty of detail. And another point in this connection must be 
briefly touched upon. There is one difference between the best 
sculpture and the best painting the world has ever known which 
is very commonly overlooked — the difference in its appeal to the 
purely human sympathies. Painting may claim, and, indeed, always 
has claimed, our attention for kings, prophets, and warriors, martyrs, 
angels, and madonnas, surrounded with every circumstance of their 
glory. Its magnificence of colour, its elaborate combinations of form, 
its sublimity of conception, are powerful, to some degree, to blind us 
to the purely human fact that lies at the root of- the conception, and 
we may go away from many a glorious picture, thinking more of its 
technique and accessories than of aught else. But sculpture has 
none of these diversities to attract us from its main fact. At its very 
finest it can but give us a perfect human body, instinct with one simple 
emotion. Unless, therefore, its appeal is founded upon what we all 
recognise as true and worthy, it must indubitably fail. It is this 
quality which has been present in Mr. Watts’ work throughout his 
hfh— this power of, so to speak, stripping the soul-wrappings off his 
subject, and getting at its real essence. And there is one point on 
which it has affected his paintings very markedly. If you study 
carefully the best Grecian sculpture, you cannot avoid being power- 
felly ip^ressed by the fact of the strange impersonality of the statues 
thempces tO'the absence therefrom of all the little tiny individual 
detaiwn circurmke up personality. I wish to guard against being 
imsurpr his genro mean by this that they lack character; on the 
■rf-Oxriis, I can but Lthe fullest and clearest expression of character in 
o note any such dexs character in essentials, not followed out into 
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intricacies and eccentricities — there are no pollarded willows or 
grafted roses amongst that noble company.- An examination of Mr. 
Watts’ paintings reveals the fact that, in this matter, his practice is 
identical with that of the ancient sculptors — his characters are the 
most impersonal that can be conceived ; it is not only from their 
faces, but from their bodies and movements, that every personal 
detail is avoided or merged in the general impression. This would 
not, perhaps, be wonderful, if the artist were to obtain the effect by 
the adoption and repetition of a certain, type, such as, for instance, 
the type of face adopted by Mr. Burne-Jones from Botticelli, or the 
type of drapery adopted by the same master from Mantegna. But 
there is nothing of this kind to be noted in Mr. Watts’ work. Take, 
as -an example, the pictures of Daphne and Psyche , the only two 
entirely nude female figures in the exhibition. Here the faces and 
the characteristics of the bodies are as different as it is well possible 
for them to be, and yet the same impersonal air is clearly over 
them both. The one stands straight and stiff by her broken 
lamp, with a sorrow as yet unrealised upon her face; she is 
scarcely more than a child — her 

“ Poor girl’s blood, 

Scarce sun-warmed yet with summer” ; 

her head droops, her arms hang listlessly by her sides, her whole 
figure expresses dejection and innocent grief ; the thin grey light of 
early dawn wraps her body as a mist. The other is a woman in the 
pride of her beauty, her limbs glowing with warm colour, her body 
thrown a little backward, her arm, raised above her head, touching the 
ittyrtle into which she is to be changed — a picture of infinite beauty 
and power, 

. “ Mixed with scent of roses over-ripe, 

And murmur of the summer afternoon 

The consideration of this peculiar quality of our painter's art is 
closely connected with the old controversy between Realism and 
Idealism, in the artistic, not the metaphysical, use of those terms. To 
which camp does Mr. Watts belong ? I should say to neither, or to 
both ; and this may, perhaps, be made best evident by a few examples. 
A realist is simply a pre-Raphaelite, one who paints things as well as 
he can, in a manner as like as possible to what he sees or imagines 
to have been the case. And idealists are those who think they can 
improve Nature by alteration, who like to paint events and actions, 
not as they are or were, but as they prettily might have been. Such 
is really the substance of the famous dictum of Mr. Ruskin on pre- 
Raphaelitism, and will do equally well for our purpose. But these 
words Realism and Idealism have got mixed up in a good many 
people’s minds with imagination and the lack thereof ; till, perhaps, 
most people who use them in art, give to every work which is at all 
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poetical or imaginative the name of ideal, and to every literal copy of 
Nature the name of real. The difficulty of using either word cor- 
rectly with regard to Mr. Watts lies in the fact that, though he is in 
his main points a decided pre-Raphaelite, as all of his imaginative 
works prove, yet his practice, to some extent, is that of the idealist's, 
inasmuch as he translates and generalises many of the facts he attempts 
to deal with- Thus, for instance, in dealing with the nude model, the 
last thing which Mr. Watts does in his pictures is to suggest details 
of his subject as, say, Mr. Alma-Tadema suggested them in the 
painting of The Sculptors Model , exhibited at the Academy a few 
years since ; 1 or as Mr. Millais did, in his picture of The Knight 
Errant ; or as, to take a better example than either, Mr. Lefebvre 
suggests them in all his later works. It is excessively difficult to 
explain exactly in what difference of treatment this result consists; it 
is, at least, as much due to a method of mental action, as a method 
of handling the brush, and the pencil, that produces the effect. Artists 
regard (what they call in studios) the figure in very different lights. 
T o one man it is a collection of muscles, another sees chiefly the frame- 
work on which the muscles are stretched, a third sees only the form 
which some pet old masters saw, and models his conception from 
that, another sees nothing under the skin, and another sees only a 
woman stripped of her clothes. Now, any or all of these methods 
are practised in modern art, and all are wrong; neither muscles, 
skin, bones, the treatment of the old masters, nor the representation 
of an individual woman, is the true manner to study the figure. The 
fact to be studied lies, not only on the outside of the body, or even 
the inside, but it comprehends also that which makes the body noble. 
Call it what we like — sense, spirit, intellect, soul — that is the added 
factor that removes the painting of the nude from the region of the 
hospital to the region of the studio. If a painter does not see that 
in the human body, his pictures bear inevitable witness to the fact, 
and, no matter how beautifully they are painted, can never be other- 
wise than offensive. Ruskin said, long since, the souls of men are to 
be studied tn their bodies, not their bodies only. Mulrcadys drawings 
from the nude are more bestial and degraded than the worst grotesques 
of the Byzantine or even the Indian image-makers . 


Amongst our other great painters, there are only four who can be 
sam to seriously attempt to paint the nude figure : these are, Sir 
Frederick Leighton, Mr. Edward Burne-Joneb, Mr. E. J. Poynter, 
and occasionally, Mr. Albert Moore and Mr. Alma-Tadema, 
the latter a Belgian by birth. Of these artists, Sir Frederick 
eighton s method is probably the hardest to characterise in a few 
wor s, l ° n ‘y because it combines such various qualities. This most 
accomplished artist has studied in the chief schools of England, France, 

1 The model’s feet, for instance, were quite red with standing in the cold. 
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Germany, and Italy ; and one result of the various teaching he has 
undergone lias been to make him a sort of artistic Achhopheh He has 
been too much taught to have learnt anything worth the learning; like 
some of the unfortunateyouthswhotake high honoursattheiruniversity, 
he has more knowledge than he knows what to do with; and while 
capable of painting anything in any style, he feels little inclination to use 
his powers for purposes of expression. The contours of a woman's back, 
the softness of a woman’s limbs, the sweetness of a woman’s eyes, and 
the languor of a woman’s love — these are nearly all the subjects that 
occupy his pencil, and, as might be expected, the continual pruning 
away of human imperfections and human emotions to which he has 
subjected his pictures, has resulted in their having but little interest, 
and even in the best sense of the word, but little beauty. The 
loveliness that "comes from no secret of proportion, but from the 
secret of deep human sympathy," is alien to Sir Frederick Leighton's 
work, and he keeps, as far as his pictures tell us, no comer of his 
heart for “the few in the fore-front of the great multitude whose 
faces we know, whose hands we touch, for whom we have to make 
way in kindly courtesy." This want of sympathy shows clearly 
enough in the artist’s treatment of the figure, which, with all its 
delicate correctness, has a smoothness and softness that are not of 
Nature. Under the delicate peach-bloom of his maidens’ checks, and 
the clear brown skin of his athletes, there is felt the same want of 
reality ; his lovers whispering in the twilight, as in last year's Academy 
picture, call forth little emotion ; they are as unhuman in their per- 
fection as the voices of the earth and air in Shelley's Prometheus. 

Hands that have done no work, and hearts that have known no 
sorrow — soft robes that have never been soiled with rain or torn by 
storm— a blue sky above their heads, and a fruitful earth beneath 
their feet, and an atmosphere of the land where it seems always after- 
noon — such are the actors and their surroundings of Sir Frederick 
Leighton’s later works ; is it any wonder that they have little appeal 
for us who live, girl by the beating of the steely sea , in an age which 
has certainly little in common with that of A ready ? 

In fact, Sir Frederick Leighton plays upon the human body with 
as much skill and with as much indifference as a practised musician, 
and one day, perhaps, he will be astonished to learn that 

“ There is much marvellous music in this little pipe " 

that he cannot compel to utterance. 

With Mr. Poynter the case is very different. He stands, 
indeed, with regard to his art, almost at the opposite pole to Sir 
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Frederick Leighton. His training has been of the most insular 
kind ; his sympathies with modern art are very slight ; his power is 
•of a peculiar, hard, resolute character ; his draughtsmanship has never 
succeeded in making itself harmonious in general effect ; what the 
French call les grands contours dtt dessin , are singularly absent from 
his drawing of the figure, which commonly presents us with a man or 
a woman whose limbs seem to have come together somewhat fortuit- 
ously, and to be on the point of dislocation. With all this there is in 
this artist’s work an impression of earnestness and well-directed effort 
that goes far to render it of real value. If some of his figures look 
as if 

“Some of Nature’s journeymen had made men, ' 

And not made them well,” 


nevertheless, there is generally to be found in each some real truth of 
action or form, and he is, perhaps, the only living English artist who 
at the present time habitually struggles with the problems of drawing 
presented by the muscles when in violent action. It is not my pur- 
Poseto give a description of Mr. Poynter’s merits, but to point .out 
“*5 conception of the figure is inadequate for two reasons — of 
which, indeed, either would be sufficient. It is not beautiful form: 
there is some personal incapacity to understand or to care for beauty 
ol outline, a nd^ its place is supplied, as best it may be, by industry 
and by delineation of varied action. Take any quiescent figure of Mr. 
roynters you like as an example, and examine it carefully, and you 
will inevitably find this lack of grace. The quality is one that evi- 
dently does not appeal to the painter. The second reason is that Mr. 

oynter s conception of the human figure is not his own, but is bor- 
rowed from 'Michael Angelo, and he has, like most imitators, copied 
ra er the accidents than the essence of his master’s greatness. I 
cannot spare time to dwell upon this characteristic ; it is sufficient 
j 6 ., 0 ? a y . * 11 ca uses_him to give undue prominence to the muscles 
e 'r r ' ctlon ' , a , nt * * s * n no small measure answerable for the ugli- 
ses o orm^which are of frequent occurrence in his work. 

3 d .u ard u Burne -J° nes * s an art * st of very different calibre from 
... 6 a o° v e-named, and one whose most delightful qualities 

in h it? c ° n nected with his drawing of the figure, which is, indeed, 
»• ’ ^| most always partially draped. But as he is at the 

Kk wnri-T 6 - • re P rese /rtative m an of the pre-Raphaelites, and as 
words upon his it™ 7 ° f ^ ext l uisite <i uaUt y. we must a few 


as essendafl^® of l' 1 ® which Mr. Burne-Jones’ compositions show is 
uSSaZF**** ^ aHan in its Lracter as Sir Frederick 
the fear of thf* , S® ne . rat ® Greek. The glory of the body itself, and 
° y Itse lfi ts the keynote to these two painters’ work 
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— the conception, respectively, of the athlete and the ascetic. But 
the curious turn of mind which has, in Mr. Burne-Jones, grafted the 
passions of the athlete upon the mind of the ascetic, is one for 
which we can scarcely find a parallel in the history of art. Never, 
probably, before has an artist devoted himself to the representation of 
love ana beauty with so shuddering a conscience, and so overpower- 
ing a sympathy, Not only loving but love-sick are all his char- 
acters — their love oppresses as a physical suffering — their heads and 
bodies droop beneath it. 

We have had discussions ad nauseam as to the morality or im- 
morality of Mr. Burne-Jones’ pictures, and I certainly do not intend to 
enter upon one here ; but I wish to point out how incompatible with 
any worthy rendering of the human figure is the state of mind that I 
have just hinted at above. In art as in religion it is true that perfect 
love casteth out fear, and the mediaeval conception of love was, as 
Kingsley says in more than one of his books, a wholly vitiated one, 
founded upon fear and ignorance. For the rest, Mr. Burne-Jones’ 
study and drawing of the nude have not been carried out to anything 
like the same extent as the masters of whom we have been speaking, 
and he has never attained mastery of the contours of the figure as a 
whole. Something of the archaicism of Botticelli and Mantegna 
clings to him still, and, to go no further than one of his peculiarities, 
he is apt to reduce both men and women to a type which, while par- 
taking of the character of both, is a perfect representation of neither. 

This somewhat long digression was necessary to show why I rank 
Mr. Watts’ painting of the nude figure, in certain essential respects, 
above that of any of our English artists, since it comprises a 
greater number of the more vital requisites of figure-painting than 
is to be found elsewhere in England ; nor do I know any living 
artist, with perhaps the single exception of Henner, who excels Watts 
in this respect. The vital requisites to which allusion is made are 
these, arranged as nearly as possible in order of value — dignity of 
form and gesture (attained by the most thorough knowledge, com- 
bined with the power of separating and rejecting ah irrelevant and 
incompatible details); purity, the result, not of one quality of mind or 
hand, but of habitual thought ; power, the result of working habitually 
on a large scale, and on subjects of adequate importance. These 
• three are the most essential qualities in figure-painting, and in all 
these Mr. Watts’ work leaves little or nothing to be desired. His 
failures, indeed, are intimately connected with his merits, since they 
almost invariably arise from the undertaking of some conception 
too involved in meaning, or too gigantic in size, to be adequately 
carried out in oil painting. Such works as the enormous head and 
bust of Satan in this gallery, and the still larger composition entitled 
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Time and Oblivion , are in their very nature unsuited for oil-pictures. 
They arc incomplete dreams upon subjects unadapted for pictorial 
representation in any complete manner, and should have been done, 
if done at all, only in the roughest description of fresco, over some 
dark archway, or on the apse of some great cathedral. Not that they 
do not possess many great beauties (the gesture, for instance, with 
which Oblivion sweeps her dark robes round her face as she hurries 
towards the grave, is one of the grandest pieces of cxpressional form 
I remember to have seen), but that those beauties only serve to make 
us regret the necessary incompleteness of the whole. Again, few 
people, I think, can have noticed the half-nude figure entitled Arcadia, 
without feeling that it strikes one of the few false notes in this 
master's work. The reason is manifest : we only dwell in Arcadia 
once in our lives, and never after the questions of life and thought 
have begun to perplex and sadden us. Mr. Watts’ female figure has 
none of the innocent gladness and belief that she should typify. He 
has tried hard to make her glad, and has only succeeded in making 
her embarrassed ; it is one of the few occasions where he has not felt 
his subject. Such failures are not numerous ; out of the two hundred 
pictures here there are hardly twenty that miss their point in meaning, 
and nearly all of these are examples in which the artist has departed 
from what we may perhaps be allowed to call his usual line of 
business. A thoughtful man playing at thoughtlessness, is a very 
charming spectacle if successful, but approaches dangerously near to 
failure. Few of those who habitually feel the significance of life can 
lay aside their knowledge even for an hour. 

And this brings me to the consideration of the chief imperfections 
in our Master’s work ; imperfections of which the presence is manifest 
to all who look at the pictures, though few take the trouble to 
thoroughly investigate their shortcomings, or seek for. their origin. 
The fact remains, that of th ^-perfection which is the mark of the greatest 
art, we find little trace here. Hardly any of the pictures strike us 
with the irresistible impressions of rightness that we gain from work 
which has been executed with perfect knowledge. They are rather 
like. the actions of Dorothea Casaubon, the " offspring of a certain 
spiritual grandeur, ill-matched with the meanness of opportunity.” 
The purely artistic side, of art — the use, that is, in absolute perfection 
of the brush, the pencil, and the colour — has always been the side 
of his work which has had least attraction for Mr. Watts. Caring 
very greatly.for the result, he has never— or, at least, so I think — cared 
quite sufficiently for the means whereby it could be best attained. 
Both in thought and. action, the superficial has had for him little 
fascination ; and the life-long study of means, which so many artists 
make the occupation and even aim of their lives, has been to him 
only a stumbling-block. It was the habit of his mind, as it was of 



Savonarola’s, to conceive great things, and to feel that he was the man 
to do them ; and this has been at once his weakness and his strength. 
His weakness, in urging him to the continual adoption of great 
undertakings without reference to his powers of health and the' 
circumstances of his life ; and his strength, in encouraging him under 
the neglect of his finest works. It is a somewhat pathetic little line 
that appears under most of the largest works now exhibiting at the 
Grosvenor Gallery, though it only contains four words — Little 
Holland House Gallery ; for Little Holland House is, I need hardly 
tell my readers, Mr. Watts’ own dwelling, and the pictures therein 
are his. Trying to trace the artist’s mind in his pictures, I think, 
shows us something more as to the causes of his comparative failures. 
He is a dreamer with a purpose. And, alas ! dreamers should have 
no motive. Knbla 'Khan would not be improved by the addition of a 
moral. Perhaps the difference between the greatest art and that which 
just fails to be the greatest (leaving out for the moment all question of 
technique) is that the first is rather a motive power to great thoughts, 
and that the second embodies, or strives to embody, some special 
thesis — a difference that may be exemplified by that betsveen a 
symphony by Beethoven and an opera by Wagner. 

In all Mr. Watts’ large works, the thought has predominated 
over the expression, or at least the thought has been enforced 
to the utmost of the painter’s power. And it is as distinctly an 
error for art to be markedly moral as it is for it to be the 
reverse. With stronger health, and with a slightly less sombre 
habit of mind, Mr. Watts’ works would have swept away their 
excess of thought, in their splendour of colour and composition. 
Had the artist'not taken life quite so hardly, his pictures would have 
gained to a very considerable extent. As it is, there is scarcely one 
of the finest of the imaginative works which is not either distinctly 
mournful in subject or depressed in spirit. And this is shown with 
wonderful clearness on an examination of the landscapes. We can 
fancy some robust squire saying, “ Surely this cannot be meant for 
England ; this sad, grey, green country, without life, or colour, or air, 
whose leaden skies hang heavily over dull brown, trees, and even the 
green fields seem to have a livid unwholesome look.” And yet 
these landscapes are beautiful, if we take them simply for what they 
are — notes of depression cast into the shape of pictures. With much 
of the poetry of Corot, Millet, and Rousseau, but with a deeper, 
more satisfying harmony of colour, they combine a solemnity of feeling 
which is none the less remarkable for its being evidently unsought, 
and they are curiously free from the morbid feeling of such land- 
scapes as those of Mr. Cecil Lawson, or the academicism of M. 
Legros. The matter may be shortly summed up by saying that the 
life of beauty has had no existence for Mr. Watts, unless it has been 



of such a kind as to enable him to connect it in his own mind, or in the 
mind of others, with great thoughts or interests. The one order of 
beauty which, as George Eliot said in Adam Bede , “ seems made to 
turn the head, not only of men, but of all intelligent mammals, even of 
women,” has had no attraction for him, or at least not until he could find 
in it some trace of emotion, some hint of suffering, or thwarted circum- 
stance. Thus the beauty of a woman’s flesh, which may probably 
be considered the most purely sensuous phase of beauty in the world, 
has almost invariably' been ignored by him ; while the lines of her 
form, which he was able to connect with Greek art, have been 
his greatest delight. Continually’ in his pictures do wc find the flesh 
of a crude and almost repulsive colour, and possessing none of the 
finer qualities of surface. With these few remarks upon Mr. Watts' 
shortcomings, 1 must leave the subject ; but before proceeding, 
I must, at the risk of wearying my' readers, say a few words upon 
the peculiarities of colour and arrangement in his pictures. 

Like most masters who have been engaged in fresco, he uses 
but little medium in his work, and paints comparatively dry’. In 
this respect his later pictures differ considerably' from his earlier 
work, and the difference may perhaps be understood when I 
say that they rather resemble Tintoretto than Titian. One or 
his chief theories in painting is to depend a great deal upon the 
purity of his ground colour ; and this he always strives to preserve 
or restore throughout the painting. One result of this method 
is that his newly-finished works are very frequently of somewhat 
dead and heavy appearance, and only show their full qualities of 
colour when, after the lapse of a year or two, they come to be 
varnished. It will be noticed by the visitors to the Grosvenor 
Gallery, that, chiefly from this cause, many of the early pictures 
are apparently much richer in colour than those which have 
been lately executed. Mr. Watts has also considerably' modified 
his scheme of colour of late years. This has altered from bright to 
rich, and a certain quality' of tint, which might almost be called 
garish, has entirely disappeared. One of the chief peculiarities of 
the artist is the very' full range of his present colour harmonies, for 
in each of the three primaries he seems to find almost equal delight. 
Perhaps the majority of his works are chiefly concerned with modifi- 
cations^ of yellowish brown and blue, but he is likewise very skilful 
in the introduction of scarlet and crimson draperies, as, for instance, 
m the great portrait of Sir Frederick Leighton, exhibited in the 
Academy of 1SS1, and one of his latest pictures (not exhibited at 
the Grosvenor) is a study in various tones of red. The drapery, 
owever, which the artist has employed lately for some of his chief 
pictures, such as those of Low and Death , , and Orpheus and Eury- 
icc, is ot a peculiar greenish grey, and is perhaps the least satis- 
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factory note , of .colour throughout his work. When employed on 
large surfaces, as in the pictures above mentioned, it gives a cold, 
monumental character to the work, which, though dramatically 
appropriate to the subject, is decidedly injurious to the beauty of the 
picture. We can hardly tell what will be the exact effect of age 
upon these grey robes, but the employment of so much cold colour 
must always be injurious to the effect of the picture, and throughout 
the work of the great colourists of the Venetian and Florentine 
schools we rarely meet with tertiary hues disposed in such masses 
as to practically form the keynote of the picture. 

In main effect Mr. Watts’ work may perhaps be best described 
as bearing the same relation to Reynolds as that of Tintoretto to 
Titian, and indeed this parallel would hold good in several ways. 
His most peculiar powers in this respect are shown in his mastery 
over low* tones of grey and green, as, for instance, in the picture of 
The Dove returning to the Ark, or the Psyche alluded to above. 
In the management of these shades he may be called emphatically a 
great colourist, one of the greatest ; and if I hesitate to bestow this 
title upon him with regard to all his work, it is only because his 
pictures, which are constructed on a scheme of full colour, seem to 
me to lack the joyousness and serenity that always accompany the 
work of really splendid colourists. A few shades of the prison-house, 
always linger over their brightness ; there are to be found in every 
one notes of imperfection, weariness, and — 1 had almost said — 
failure. In several, too, of the earlier works, where brightness has 
been chiefly aimed at, and where the colours employed are kept 
comparatively pure, there is a lack of that deep satisfying lustre, as 
of a cut-open precious stone, that marks the greatest work. 

. Those of my readers who are acquainted with the works of Venetian 

masters, will be at no loss to understand my meaning, and for those 
who are not some hint of it may be gathered by them if they remem- 
ber some of the early work of Mr. Millais, and the pictures pf Mr. 
BurneTfones, Mr. Holman Hunt, and Mr. Rossetti. Or, perhaps, a 
more perfect example still (more perfect, because unallied with 
deficiencies of feeling or perversities of mind) is to be found in the 
early pictures of Mr. Hook, R-A. Such compositions as The 
Trawlers and Luff, Boy! have all the richness of the Venetian 
colouring, if not all the splendour. To this beauty Mr. Watts has 
never been able to attain, though in one or two pictures — for 
instance, the work in the Grosvenor Gallery of A Lady playing the 
Piano , and the Illusions of Life — we find some approach to it. 


Into the causes of this failure to attain the power which is the 
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rarest, and, I hold, the most precious of all artistic capabilities, it is 
needless to inquire closely. I may, however, point out that the 
colour harmonies of Mr. Watts’ work fail, where they fail at all, 
with a frank confession of imperfection that is very far removed 
from total failure. Indeed, in his colouring, as in his draughtsman- 
ship, and in the composition of his pictures, this artist s frankness of 
speech is at once his greatest charm and the occasion of his severest 
criticism. If any pictures ever told a spectator that their painter 
saw heights to which he could not approach, depths which he could 
not fathom, and meanings which he could not explain, these com- 
positions tell the tale ; and as the majority of people admire the 
cocksureness of Macaulay more than the pregnant hints of Carlyle, 
so do most picture-lovers prefer artists whose pictorial speech is * 
clear and unhesitating, and who feel no incapacity because they 
(like people who are short-sighted) have a keener vision for little 
things near at hand. There arc few topics more alluring to the 
majority of commonplace minds than the imperfections of the great 
in any walk of life, and it was not to be supposed that the general 
public, which understood neither the aims nor the difficulties which 
guided and perplexed Mr. Watts in his pictures, would refrain 
from harsh criticism of an artist who confessed himself only a 
student in his art. And this became more certainly the case owing 
to Mr. Watts’ practice of exhibiting great works in an incomplete 
state — a practice which, however objectionable in itself, was in this 
case the only alternative to not exhibiting at all — an alternative 
which, I may remark in passing, was frequently chosen. 

I have said very little about Mr. Watts' peculiarities of drawing, 
and shall hardly touch upon that subject, both because it is one 
which can hardly be rendered interesting to the general reader, and 
because any criticism of its technicalities that would be worthy of 
the name, would stretch beyond endurable limits an article which is, 

I fear, already too long. If it were possible to characterise his 
method shortly with reference to draughtsmanship, I should say that 
l j* e leading quality was a large pre-Raphaelitism — pre- Raphaelitism, 
that is, divested of its eccentricities and laborious shortcomings, 
and directed to the heart of the subject-matter rather than to its 
outside. It is quite certain, I think, that the body of man is 
regarded by the artist much after the fashion of Carlyle in Sartor 
Kesartus it is only “ the garment thou see’st him by ” ; and this 
method of thought affects the method of the hand, and gives a certain 
amount of subtle generalisation to the artist’s compositions. Much 
aS V, 03,1 rea< ^ n ever looks at a book, even unopened on 

a shelf, quite in the same way as a man who cannot, so an artist 
who can read the soul, carmot ever draw form quite in the same way 
as one who reads and draws the body only. Some foolish critics ,, 
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have spoken about not liking this figure’s attitude, or. that figure's 
limbs, or the other figure’s flesh-painting, not apparently remember- 
ing that, in most cases, the works to which they were objecting 
were wholly unfinished, and that, moreover, an artist may fairly 
claim to be judged by the mass of his work, especially when it is all 
exhibited together, as in the Grosvenor Gallery. It is as absurd to 
talk or. write about Mr. Watts not knowing the proportions of the 
human figure, as it would have been to tell Mr. Street that he did 
not know the elements of Gothic, or to explain to Mr. Huxley that 
he was ignorant of the theories of evolution. And the absurdity 
culminates when proceeding, as such criticisms generally do pro- 
ceed, from critics who never drew a figure in their lives. Of all* 
things in the world to criticise with any chance of being right, the 
drawing of the figure is . the hardest, even in its most straight- 
forward kind, and when it comes to criticising generalised form 
— as opposed to anatomical form — it needs half a lifetime spent in 
actual study of the nude, to tell when, how, and where a drawing is 
wrong — and right. 

I made, in an earlier portion of this article, a comparison between ' 
the treatment of the figure by Mr. Watts, and by some other of the 
greatest English living painters — somewhat perhaps to the dis- 
advantage of the latter ; in justice, I must say a word or two to 
explain the comparative rank of Mr. Watts as a draughtsman, and, 
as I have hinted at his excellencies, mention his defect. It is, 
undoubtedly, a deficiency of delicacy in outline, a tendency^ to 
substitute masses for refinement of form, and to lose sight orthe 
beauty which comes from what is generally known as subtle draw- 
ing. Much of this is connected inseparably with his methods of 
thought and conception of art ; but he would probably never have 
been able to gain a delicate beauty of outline such as we see in Sir 
Frederick Leighton’s work — outlines, that is, where each line seems 
dependent upon the other, and where all blend together in perfect 
unity . 1 Or, to take another instance, he would never be able to 
touch the tenderness of drawing with which Mr. Burne-Jones 
executes his pencil heads. In this latter instance, the quality of the 
work is as indefinable as the scent of a flower, or the touch upon the 
violin of a great musician. We perceive the effect, and that is all. 
In Mr. Watts’ best drawing there is something of ruggedness, as of 
one who, after a day spent in hot battle, should come home and try 
to touch softly the face of his sleeping child — the hand is kind and 
true, but it is heavy, and has been trained to sterner work. 
These shortcomings are visible, too, in his treatment of drapery, 
which is always well-disposed, but has an appearance as of the sharp 
marks of the chisel left upon an unfinished statue. Sweeping finely 

* I think now that the foregoing: statement needs modification. 
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in the main contours, it hardly clings to and emphasises the form of 
the body; with much of the nobility of draperies in the Greek statues, 
there is little of their mystery, intricacy, and softness. Those who 
will think of the work of Mr. Albert Moore, will understand my 
meaning when I say that Mr. Watts' work is, in this respect, 
singularly imperfect for one who in other respects so thoroughly 
understands and preserves the spirit of Greek art. 

But it is a curious fact that much attention bestowed upon 
draperies, _ and great excellence in -their delineation, has always 
been a sign of artists whose sympathies were less wide than 
they were accurate— who preferred form to spirit. Compare, for 
instance, the works of the Byzantines and Cimabue with that of 
Giotto— the work of Mantegna with that of Andrea del Sarto— 
Thitoretto ° f Carpaccio with Bel,in h and that of Veronese with 
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the great problems. of life and death, redemption and salvation, 
have received no adequate solution, but in which Christianity and 
its teachings form the symbols thrbugh which the artist expresses 
his belief in a Creator, and in some moral government of the 
universe. Such works as Dedicated to all the Churches, the 
Sketches for the Progress' of Creation, The Creation and Tempta- 
tion of Eve, The Return of the Dove, and others, illustrate the 
Christian legend with an amount of sorrowful unrest that has 
nothing in it of dogmatic assurance. They seem rather symbolical 
appeals to some unshaped faith, than records of facts in which belief 
is certain ; but, however this may be (and I am far from wishing 
to draw any conclusion from the pictures that is at all strained), 
there can be no doubt that the subjects are treated sadly, and the 
personal motive of the pictures is depression. I do not remember 
a sadder, picture than that of the dove resting on the stump of 
a tree, after her last flight from the ark, 1 and the one which shows 
her return with the olive branch, is almost equally dreary. In the 
other pictures the sadness is impersonal, but they all seem troubled, 
and- the rendering of each scene frequently dwells upon the 
element of disturbance, the motive of the conception being that 
which Newman hints at, in the following quotation from the 
Apologia ; — 

" Starting, then, with the being of a God, which, as 1 have said, is 
as certain to me as the certainty of my own existence, — though, 
when I try to put the grounds of that certainty into logical shape, 

I find a difficulty in doing so in word and figure to my satisfac- 
tion, — I look out of myself into the world 'of men, and there I 
sec a sight which fills me with unspeakable distress. The world 
seems simply to give the lie to that great truth of which my 
whole being is so full ; and the effect upon me is, in consequence, 
as a matter of necessity, as confusing as if it denied that I am 
in existence myself.” 

If we turn for a moment from the religious or quasi- religious 
pictures, to the few where Mr. Watts has taken for subjects the 
incidents of modern life, wc see this bias of thought still more 
strongly. Found Drowned, Under a Dry Archway, The Irish 
Famine — such are the subjects of the artist’s choice, and their 
treatment is characterised by the sternest realism. No modem 
painter with whom I am acquainted has touched with so unsparing, 
and yet so sympathetic a hand, the problem of woman’s degradation, 
and vve must notice as a curious fact that, in the treatment of 
this subject, Mr. Watts’ work becomes, for the first time, purely 
realistic. His largest picture of this kind, another example of 

1 This picture was not included in the Gross enor Gallery collection. 



Found Drowned, is not in the Gallery. This is an early and com- 
paratively hardly painted work, but possesses many good qualities, 
and that interest that attaches to plain speech on a subject where 
folks are habitually reticent But the picture of the woman dying 
in the dawn under the archway, which is here exhibited, ^ is far 
finer, and, despite the almost ghastly misery of the subject’s face, 
far more beautiful . 1 Underneath, there hangs a portrait study of a 
fair young girl, with not a line of trouble marring the softness of 
her face, or the roundness of her cheek ; not a fold of her fresh 
dress crumpled or awry. She is in profile, her sweet lips parted 
as if in the act of speaking — delicate, fresh, ami fair, and sweet as 
English air can make her. She might stand there, in her gentle 
beauty, 

“ Whole ages long, the whole world through, 

For preadungs of what God can do.” 

And above hangs the picture of the tramp, crouching against the 
cold masonry of the arch, and shivering closer into her wretched 
shawl. The juxtaposition — one, we suppose, of pure chance — is 
very striking, but it is good to remember that the same hand 
painted both works, and that, perhaps, if the artist had not felt 
sympathy for the misery of the one, he had never been able to 
express the purity and grace of the other. 


The problem of such a contrast is too grave to be touched 
upon here ; let me rather say a few words upon the^ large, 
imaginative works, which form so striking an element in this 
exhibition. Some of them are finished pictures, but most of them 
can hardly be described as more than the first statements of the 
thought which the painter intends to illustrate. They may be 
divided roughly into works of fancy and works of thought — the 
former being attempts at striking a lighter chord of meaning; 
the latter expressing chiefly the artist’s habitual mood. Of these 
classes we may say at once, that the first is the least attractive, 
and few of the examples can be considered altogether successful. 
Such pictures as Mischief, for instance, remind us painfully with 
how much lighter a hand such a painter as Etty would have touched 
the subject, and how little Mr. Watts has been able to express 
any intelligible conception of the scene. The Arcadia, too, to 
which we referred above, is a total failure in. feeling, and 
represents simply a half - nude model in a rather unfortunate 
attitude. So, again, with such compositions as Fata Morgana, 
r e ua 1 *' Herat les tended by Nymphs (unfinished), and, worst 
ot all, Ariadne deserted by Theseus , we find no interest and 
little beauty. They are awkward attempts to excel in a line 
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which js not sympathetic to the painter — trials of a skilful violin- 
player to perform on the banjo and the bones. The two largest 
works of the second class — that, namely, which deals with subjects 
of deep imaginative interest, and treats them seriously — may be 
dismissed very briefly. The composition of two heroic-size figures, 
entitled Time and Oblivion, is a magnificent piece in line, but con- 
ceived on too gigantic a scale to be worked out perfectly, without 
many years of labour, and it may be doubted whether it would 
ever make a wholly satisfactory picture ; the one entitled Satan, 
a nude, half-length figure, also of gigantic size, with a head turned 
away from the spectator, is open to the same remark, with the 
added objection, that a picture in which there is only half a figure, 
and that half only shows the back of his head, is hardly likely to 
be specially interesting or intelligible, and that such a subject of 
such a size should certainly be both, to justify existence at all. 
Of the large work of Love and Death no such criticism can be 
made ; its facts are stated with wonderful clearness and power ; 
the picture is adequately finished ; and presents a novel and striking 
treatment of a great subject, and is very beautiful in composition 
and colour. 

On the whole, this composition may rank as the finest of our 
artist’s imaginative allegories. 

The conception of Love, standing upon the threshold of the House 
of Life, striving ineffectually to bar the advance of Death, is very 
beautiful, and both in drawing and colour, and the movement of his 
figure resisting to the last the power which he feels must prevail, is 
expressed with extraordinary ability. The problem of combining 
the most violent exertion, with grace of attitude, has been solved by 
Mr. Watts in this picture with complete success, and so has the diffi- 
culty of expressing, in the two typical figures, the double action of 
feeble violence, and quiet but resistless strength. All the minor details, 
from the brushed feathers of Love’s once bright wings, to the falling 
petals of the roses that surround the porch, are finished with the most 
delicate beauty, and the whole work is instinct with the best form of 
pre- Raphael i tism . 

There is another large composition, of somewhat similar treat- 
ment, entitled Time , Death , and Fate, which may perhaps rank 
with this ; but as this is at present, I believe, undergoing con- 
siderable alterations at Mr. Watts’ hand, and, as I have not seen 
it for some years, I cannot speak of it with any detail. A small 
first sketch for this work may be seen in the West Gallery here, 
but is of inferior merit to the finished picture. The largest 
work in this exhibition is one which reaches from floor to ceiling 
of the largest gallery, and is entitled The Angel of Death. 
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This composition is in an excessively unfinished state, and I do not, 
therefore, purpose to criticise it minutely. The picture is a symbolical 
one of many figures, representing various types of men and women 
who have come to Death to pray for release, or to sacrifice their lives 
for others, and above them all sits the great compassionate Angel, 
enthroned upon the ruins of the world, and holding in her lap the 
form of a dead child. One of the finest figures is that of a beautiful 
girl, who is wearily resting her head against the winding-sheet that 
flows down from Death’s robe ; and the form of the warrior laying 
down his sword upon the altar in the centre of the picture, has much 
simple dignity. Should Mr. Watts be able to finish this work, and 
make it as beautiful in colour, as it is already grand in conception 
mid form, it will be one of the noblest pictures in modern art. 
liven now this is a most beautiful and thoughtful illustration of a 
sombre theme. 


other poetical pictures also deserve careful examination. The 
Sir Galahad is the most perfect, and the Paolo and Francesca the 
most tragic conception of their respective subjects that I remember, 
in™*? 0 * u latter picture has the perfection of love endur- 

. Fir ci suffering, that marked the great work on the same subject 
drama** that, despite the imperfections of colour, was 

sirmS y TU e ™ t,oaal y P erf ect, and is hardly capable of being 
?hp P nn- 1- Th r e Galahacl is noticeable for the colour, and 
faro P ^'Fr g ^° f , th . e , armo V r and the ‘woody background. The 
■ 6 k ni ght* as he stands bareheaded, gazing before him 

ftT?° ne G Se ? , 8 h , t see ' ^'Presses all the purity and 
cheerful hntT : ° SJ J odess knight, and the whole picture is far more 
Watts’ best wn rtf C ° j U l anC ^ general conception, than is usual in Mr. 
which Sir John Min” bea M a considerable likeness to the manner in 
Less successful in ^i?. wou d P r °h a bly hav e executed a similar subject. 
comoosSn^ in In™ IS Una and the Bed Cross Kni At, a 

Faerie Oueene nnH °P? S °^ C0 ^ 0ur » representing the first lines of the 
of Spenser’s vm P 'V cb JPP ears to have little of the tender gaiety 
Britomart and /W A 7 not ^ e ji d lustration to Spenser’s epic treats of 
though the artist W Magic Mirror ; and even here, 

power, we feel the Wn Xpre r ss f d himself with singular clearness and 
The. work is beautiful "hn/ atmos Pl} ere tha t envelops the poem. 
in Loves and rentf* 7 /?I. WItha P er£am roughness in its beauty: 
terror and disturbanc/and^T^^r bUt W F h underlying notes of 

mean so much that in tb'A prevaiIln £ mottve or unrest. I do not 
of- the original words n runs contrary to the sense 

whole poem, as w e bU T If *° - the spirit of the 

peculiar power of desrnhm .L novv ’ l ^ e ,. Faerie Queene has that 
certain grace and rnn ° g tb ^ mos£ dlSastr °us incidents with a 
significance rt6Sy of manner which cover their real 
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I cannot attempt to notice tn detail any more of the poetical works 
in this gallery, a*, a few words muit Ijc t-ntd ttjKm the collection of 
portraits here exhibited. The collection is a very notable one. 

During the last half-century, there has hardly been a very 
great man in any calling who nns not furnished Mr. Watts with 
a subject: from Jerome lluonapartc to Mrs. I^ingtry we have 
them all ; and the only difficulty is to know which to select for 
notice; for there is always, in the criticism of portraits, this diffi- 
culty, that the faces of those we love, admire, or resect, seem 
to us letter pictures (unless th**y .arc distinctly failure-.) than those 
which represent an unknown entity. 1 think Ijcsi, therefore, since 
I can but mention a few specimens of this branch of Mr, Watts’ 
art, to confine my remarks to the j>ortraits of those nun and women 
of whom 1 have personal knowledge, and of whose likenesses 1 can 
therefore speak with some degree of certainty. These, fortunately, 
comprise some of the best examples of the artist’s portrait-painting, 
amongst them being Mr. lhowning. Sir Frederick Leighton, Mr. 
Morns, Mr. W. S. Lccky, Mr. Hurne-Joncs, Mr. Leslie Stephen, 
and Herr Joachim. 

Of these the last is, in all essential respect::, the finest picture, 
though only ranked by the painter as a lamplight stud). The 
celebrated musician is represented in the net of drawing the bow 
across his violin, his bend a little bent down towards the instrument. 
Perhaps, as a likeness, a little flattering, but only in the sense: of 
taking the jicrformcr at his very best moment, and, if flattery there 
be. it is more in expression than feature. The wonderful part of 
this picture gives us the key to Mr. Watts’ great renown as a 
jiortrait painter — his capacity, namely, for seizing uj*»n the main 
points of his sitter’s character, and impressing them upon his picture, 
without exaggeration of language, this j*>rtnul m iy lx: said to 
express music, as tally as it expresses Herr Jmrhitn. Technically, 
the picture is very simply and quietly painted ; there is no Rent- 
hr.»ndt'*squc effect of light ami shade, no vivid flesh tints, no ehl 'ora- 
tion of detail, but, out of a softly dark background, the face, hand, 
and violin of the musician ‘.hmv with clear yet sttMtKd d;t:ir.ctr.ci>t. 
The portrait of Mr. Leslie Stephen is in wise respect -s even more 
wonderful, since it was, Mr. Watts informs re-, executed r.t a 
single sitting. The execution i' companitix c!y d : ght, but rather 
brilliant in its flesh tints, and the painting of the hair and Ixr.ird is 
r spec! ally noticeable for quirt but effective sugg-'vtivrncs.*. The 
fate is very jv-culiar— -critical vet deprecating, urea it ic and mournful, 
f.vsiiditv.is, thoughtful, and Bohemian . not one who ranks r.ih'T 
himself or others very high, or expects much from a l if" that 
to him full of errors cf tastr, vr eatresses of intellect, ar. J futdits-i of 



aim. All, at least, of this may be traced in this portrait, which might 
stand in some way as an antithesis of character to the musician's 
picture— full of a discordant music. 

If these two studies are truly penetrative of character in their 
various ways, still more so is the likeness of Mr. Burne-Jones. In 
this Mr. Watts has apparently had no overmastering sentiment to 
express, nor has he altogether taken the face as a type of character ; 
but has confined his efforts to rendering some of the most prominent 
characteristics of his sitter. The face, though unmistakably like, 
has grown more refined in colouring and form beneath his hands, 
and shows less weakness than in life; But out of the misty blue 
eyes there looks that curious expression of inner sight that is 
never seen except in those who dwell in an ideal world. Mr. Burne- 
Jones looks here as Kilmeny looked when she came back at sunset 
to her old cottage home, and 

"As stili was her look, and as still was her e’e. 

As the stillness that lay on the emerant lea. 

Or the mist that sleeps on a waveless sea- 
For Kilmeny had been she knew not where, 

And Kilmeny had seen what she could not declare." 

Much as Blake drew the man who built the Pyramids, Mr. Watts 
has here painted the man who drew the Laus Veneris and the Chant 
d Amour — those strange pictures whose glorious colouring is suffused 
with a tragic splendour, and meanings that we scarcely care to trace — 
“Dreamer of dreams bom out of his due time." 

The painter stands before us who can find nothing in modern life 
that is beautiful, or in modern thought that is worthy, and who 
expresses his sense of the discord between the beauty he craves, 
and the ugliness he sees, in terms of sympathy with a mediaeval 
world, with, which he would have been far more out of harmony, had 
he lived therein, than in this nineteenth century. Look, again, for 
an instance of penetration into an alien character, at the portrait 
of Sir Frederick Leighton, P.R.A., in his robes of D.C.L. A 
fme^ face, a figure in an easy attitude and a gorgeous dress, and 
behind, in the distance, an artist's palette and the legs of a bronze 
statue. An accomplished man, and a highly-trained painter— a most 
fitting President of the Royal Academy. It is noticeable that, 
almost alone of Mr. Watts’ later and finer portraits, has he given in 
this one prominence to the dress, figure, and surroundings of the 
sitter. Surely, this is an instance of unconscious sympathy, for is it 
not true that in some measure the dress of circumstance, success, 
and accomplishment have overlaid Frederick Leighton’s power as 
an artist ? 1 He paints more beautifully than ever; but if any 

L Sareasrn oFM'. Whistler comes to mind in this connect ion^“/<«' 7 * 1 too” ! 
was lus addition to the list of the President’s social and intellectual graces. 
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genuine lover of art was asked whether he would have the Cimabuc 
Procession, or his last year’s Academy picture, would there be the 
slightest hesitation in answering in favour of his earliest work? 1 
When John Ruskin saw this picture in the Academy, in 1855, he 
wrote a good deal about it, and wound up with the following words : — 

“ It seems to me probable that Mr. Leighton has greatness in him, 
but there is no absolute proof of it in this picture ; and if he 
does not in succeeding years paint far better, he will soon lose 
his power of painting so well.” 

I must not enter into more details of these portraits, nor can 
I spare space to allude, except in general terms, to the female like- 
nesses These latter are marked by an inequality that does not 
extend to the male pictures, and, in several cases, the painter’s defi- 
ciency of sympathy with the purely frivolous views of modern-society 
life has led him into producing work which is almost commonplace. 

It seems strange that the prettiness of a thoughtless girl should 
not be understood by a painter who can fathom so many secrets of 
character, but there is no doubt of the fact. The only cases in which 
Mr. Watts’ portraits of ladies have been quite successful, have 
been where he has found some sympathetic quality of thought and 
expression other than that of simple beauty. Thus his pictures 
of Lady Lindsay (of Balcarres), Miss Violet Lindsay, and Mrs. 
Langtry, can only be considered failures. While the portraits of 
Miss Villiers (Countess of Lytton), Miss Dorothy Tennant, and 
Mrs. Percy Wyndham, are all excessively fine. The last-mentioned 
is, indeed, the finest woman’s portrait that has been painted of late 
years. It has all the magnificence of action and surrounding of 
Carolus Duran’s work, with a power of colour and a simple dignity 
to which the French artist could never attain. 

I must not stay to say more upon the qualities of the landscapes 
in this exhibition. They are almost invariably in low tones of colour, 
and frequently in half light. Their chief motive is the sadness which 
resembles sorrow, only 

“ As the mist resembles rain " ; 

but occasionally there comes a bit of pure light colouring, like the 
view of the Carrara Hills, which shows how keen is the artist’s 
appreciation of mountain form, and of the shifting lights and 
shadows thereon. To the study of landscape, in fact, Mr. Watts 
brings all the sympathies and methods of his figure-painting, and he 
continues, too, to endow it with the same characteristic dignity. 

1 The-Procession in honour of Cimabue's Madonna was the first picture exhibited by Sir 
Frederick at the Royal Academy. 
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I cannot sum up this excessively fragmentary and incomplete 
sketch of a modem painter’s work and meaning, better than by 
saying in what relation he appears to me to stand to the great artists 
of the past, whose works he has taken as his chief inspiration. It 
is, of course— as he would be the first to acknowledge— a relation- 
ship of imperfection ; judged by that standard, who would not fail ? 
But perhaps Mr. Watts' failures are the more apparent to us all, 
because they are made on the same lines as the ancient successes. 
It is practically impossible to compare most modem English artists 
with those great masters of mediaeval Italy, who give the inspiration 
to Mr. Watts’ painting. Work which has attempted no more than 
the representation of passing fashions and costumes, or the literal 
reproduction of a modem garden or old-fashioned village, escapes by 
very poverty of aim all great failure, and is comparatively secure 
of favour in the appeal to everyday scenes and actions. But the man 
who tries to endue modern thoughts and sympathies with the 
gorgeousness of Venetian colouring and the subtlety of Florentine 
draughtsmanship, — who bases his appeal to us, not upon what is 
most near to our lives, and most common to our sympathies, but on 
thoughts of which we seldom speak, and graces of action that we 
have never seen, — this painter attempts a task which all of us will be 
only too ready to depreciate, if only because such depreciation will 
excuse us from making the effort to comprehend his meaning. And, 
of course, he must, in a measure, fail. Mr. Watts’ comparative 
failure, however, was rendered more certain by his devotion to 
sculpture. Life is not long enough to struggle with the two arts, 
save for, perhaps, one man in a thousand years, and our painter 
has, we believe, always suffered from great drawbacks of health. 
Much of the sadness that surrounds his best work must come, we 
think, from this sense of imperfect achievement ; he has put before 
him two ideals, and has attained neither — he is, if truth must be 
told, only a broken statue on the great road of art. 

And yet even his failures are most beautiful, for they are sincere 
work in a great cause, and over the weakest of them there lingers 
something of the glory and the dream. In his own straightforward 
words, he has “a right to feel that my aim has not been without 
Nation ; the greater right to find consolation in so feeling, because 
such effort has certainly not met with general sympathy .” 1 

In conclusion, I may say of the various divisions of his work as 
follows ••—The. religious pictures are notable for their undpgmatical 
attempt to connect modem thought on that subject with artistic 
expression ; they are probably the simplest form of Christianity ever 
presented. The Greek myths that he has treated, if they do not 
1 Extract from a letter to the writer. 
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“smell of Anacreon," are, as Mrs. Browning said of an early* Christian 
poet, great in a nobler sense: “the human soul, burning in the 
censer, effaces from our spiritual perceptions the attar of a thousand 
rose-trees whose roots are in Teos. M The portraits arc unique in 
modern art for their reticence, no less than their power. The artist 
will have his sitters best part, and will insist upon that. The lines 
of meanness, covetousness, weakness, and sensuality, have no attrac- 
tion for him, and he does not dwell upon them in detail. His 
portraits are, therefore, imperfect, photographically speaking ; they 
are; nevertheless, as studies of character, fmer’than anything wc 
can find since the time of Titian, and they bear to the works of our 
English Reynolds the relationship that Tintoretto docs to Titian, 
Less wonderfully painted, less glowing in their colour, less perfect 
in their drawing ; but informed with far greater power of penetrating 
to the essence of the subject, and never surrendering dignity to 
attractiveness of colour or composition. 

Mr. Watts* place in art must l>c determined by the relative value 
w*c place upon great imagination and intellectual power, and the per- 
fection of technical skill. If he is to be judged by the latter alone 
his rank must fall beneath that of Tatiana and Leighton : both of 
these men arc better painters. But if wc consider that the actual 
laying on of the paint is a matter of little importance compared with 
the qualities of colour displayed in the work, the power of the drawing 
and composition, and the meaning of the whole, then wc can, in strict 
justice, say tliat Mr. Watts, despite his imj>erfcctions, is the greatest 
of our painters.’ No other artist has given us so many beautiful illus- 
trations of poetry and religion : no other has touched the old Greek 
myths, and the poems of Italy and England, with so much human 
sympathy; no other has left such a living record of our greatest men. 
After receiving such gifts at his hands, surely wc can find n little 
sympathy for his failures to achieve still greater triumphs, and a little 
gratitude for a long life spent in such single-minded and earnest 
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THE AMATEUR. 



(jjHERE is a class of individuals which grows larger 
every day, and for which few peoplehave a good 
word, though it forms the topmost twig of our tree 
of civilisation, the very apex and crown of modem 
life. The amateur — for it is of him and his class 
_v " s P e a ”“ ,s a g reat ; his work, or perhaps we 
„°V' d * sa !’ ^ his idleness, is to be seen on every hand. As a 

' v , r !‘. er ““!■ w ho conceals much kindly wisdom beneath the 
rock ahea?- 3 , Gen ^fclks in general have a very awkward 

Af d , m 1 i fe - the rock "head of their own idleness. Their 
fo . r l . he m ? sc P art Passed in looking about them for some- 
whM ii r»1Ud ,V S ?Un n US to see especially when their tastes are of 
some nasty pursuit Ua ' Sort - h °"' they drift blindfold into 

here • S, lhw t 'the We ^ Ver ' t ^- e na5l y pursuits” which I am about to discuss 
aims’ and S :r5 ° n . is ,he a "> a >eor of painting, whose 
onTv thev S h m ' S ?- t ', 1 thin b be of teal service 1o art, if 
present time sueh mMh d 6 J meth °. dis .od. a little restricted. At the 
far ara fcr l r hod and restrrct 'on of aim seems, it is true, very 
separates ’amateur anrf f°, WS m0re » define rvhich 

Gallery downward* tb P rofess ‘ ona l work, and, from the Grosvenor 
two mav not h/» c P l • C \? a [ G ^ e , v ^ P ,cture exhibitions in which the 
he nSr out rW ^ K 5 '^ In <*eed, when we try to think 

Notet%^e^ n /r?“ 

work hr L in a ^d Thot ^' r t0 , defin!: the rivals as Those who 
gam and those whose only aim is amusement ; for this 
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definition is unjust to both in almost equal degree: besides which 
there is no reason, in the nature of things, why the working for 
gain should necessarily produce the better result. I am inclined 
to think that the difference really lies rather in degree than quality, 
and that the true amateur is a younger brother of the professional 
rather than a poor relation. There seems to be no reason why the 
one should not be trained as thoroughly as the other up to a certain 
point : the point of course being fixed with regard to the time and 
capacity of each amateur student, whereas for the professional it must 
remain invariably the same. In other words, it should be possible 
to teach to any one sufficiently interested, certain elementary truths 
of artistic sight-perception and technique of the same kind as those 
on which the fuller accomplishment of the artist requires to be 
founded. For the beginning of all right-doing in art is the .edu- 
cation of the eye rather than the training of the hand, and to teach the 
latter without or before the former must necessarily result in utter 
failure. And the * reason why most amateur works of art are so 
nugatory, and even so offensive, is less the imperfection with which 
they have been executed, than the lack of perception and motive 
which have inspired their execution. The amateur fails in nine 
cases out of ten, not because he cannot do what he sees, but because 
he cannot see what to do : because he has no preference for one 
thing over another, because he has never thought what are the 
essentials of any given scene or subject, because he has never 
even opened his eyes and looked at the objects before him with the 
intent endeavour to see them as they actually appear to his eye, 
independent of the shape and colour which he knows, or thinks that he 
knows, they really possess. Now such deficiencies and hindrances 
as these might be as easily removed from the path and the productions 
of the amateur as from those of the professional, if only he were given 
a little commonsense instruction. 

I only profess in the following paper to mention a few of the 
elementary matters which may help any one beginning to draw or 
paint from Nature, and which would, if attended to, simplify the 
pupil's work more than the kind of instruction so commonly given by 
drawing-masters, and found in books on the art of landscape-painting 
in water-colours, etc., which prescribes the method of laying on 
washes, the right colours to be used for distance and foreground, the 
right manner of expressing by different touches, clouds and trees, 
rocks- and water; the conventional choice and arrangement of a 
subject, and all the other recipes by which machine-made teachers 
have endeavoured during the last fifty years to block the pathway 
of the amateur, and shut his eyes to all truth and beauty. . I will 
have nothing to do with such Abracadabra as these, or with those 
who imagine that in such a way good work can be produced. 
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Kor do I care very much for the approbation or encouragement 
ol that other class of amateurs who exaggerate humility to the point 

tlr pr , oduce , el ? b S mte drawing* of eggs and jam-potsfam! 
IitUe bits of rock and she!) and weed, with the excuse that such 
subjects are the only fitting ones for unprofessional students. This 
!° d n nds . t0 “! ilb ? minaMe self-sufficiency which is even 
Ditto Tfc' “l" ske,ckes madc u P° rt the drawing- master's 
i. ha 'j e known tile conventionally-taught student sub- 
sequently discard the corks and bladders, and general lirc-saving 
f ? r h!m ‘nearly years; but I have neve“r 
^nnir s ,n,t!?„r a i d . b ' < i COm<: - th ° ro "S W y indoctrinated with the micro- 

or of tier.' <• ° f detai ’ atta J n *' ,e I’°'ver of seeing or enjoying Nature, 
or of depicting any natural scene. Jit, 

ltis L ounVls "Z “ k c- is * hat thc instructor should first teach 

attained snrr| be Ver j; first thm ? he s,,0 ‘' ld “>■ «n them when, having 
the obiect of nfaTdn P °"T. r °[ " sin S ,hc pencil, they sally out with 
his first ivnrrlc 1 ff a sketch from Nature. Well, on my theory, 
entering unon a . S ° me "' hat to ‘his effect: You are now 

and of which vcn. «th |^fv m a counlr >’ of which you know nothing, 
put down unon d ha J e no P rcconcciv ed ideas. You are to 

nothing which is the PieCe ir° f P pcr or canvas * in this first instance, 
information : but staply andonlv"^? T'° US k " , ?"'' ed e ,; ’ thought or 
are not blue nnr m-,ee P J an<1 0n J " aat )' ou see before you. Skies 
nor water Iicmid ^Sf”' x ?.°, r trces ma ^ e U P of boughs and leaves, 

. shape or Xr whatever S °J' d : "°- r aa >' ,ki "S °" »>* «th of any 

appear to vou at thic Cf ’ except 1,1 so Par 35 these things may 
down nothing moraLKev S*' t-° pCn r your eyes, and put 
see will appear in three chief record ' Everything which you will 

shape, some sort of strength „M- P r tS; ", wil1 hav = “™e sort cr 

colour. Fill vour ni,. f ' Bht Dr sU ""', and some sort of 
other with masses' P repar<£/°f f Can V as now f rom one end to the 
Never mind what the muc ^ rorn l ^ ,s l hrcefold point of view, 
all minute details of their S f S rcpre J ent J antl leave out of account 
them be as near as vou n fom j. ar ! d surfa ce: but let ever)' one of 
and general shape. Y hl^h e “ t0 the ° n ‘e>nal in colour, light, 

these masses shall lie side by sid"” re ® mosalc P lcture in which 

any onelXpdng”,^ palm? inst ™ c,ion which should be given to 
last. It includes Ye ,Ke n? ? a ' UI ?' but " is **> ^ ‘he 
student has attained the now er of M?"®- and "•>«=■> ,he 
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done on this principle is contrary to Nature, and therefore essentially 
deficient. It may be very beautiful as a reproduction, in the same 
way that the miniatures of an ancient missal, or the medallions on 
Bohemian glass are beautiful, but it is work which starts from a 
calculated imperfection, and the end attained is an entirely different 
one. For Nature does not work with sharp boundaries, and does 
insist upon value, as well as colour. Directly we omit from any 
representation any one of the three elements which are universally 
present in every object upon which our eyes have ever looked, our 
work becomes proportionately imperfect and untrue. 

After this general instruction nothing remains to tell the pupil but 
matters of* detail, which sooner or later he would find out for 
himself, equally well. Nevertheless a little time may be saved by 
his following some plain precepts such as those stated below. In 
this connection I would entirely disclaim any responsibility for the 
errors and difficulties into which these precepts may lead any 
student. They are such as I believe to be true, and hope may be 
helpful : but the idiosyncrasy of one art-student is so different from 
that of another, and it is so necessary that each, if he is to do any 
good, should find salvation after his own fashion, that all instruction 
in details is almost as likely to be injurious as beneficial. And 
wherever a student finds, after due trial, that the advice of his 
instructor conflicts with his artistic predilections, he will probably 
be more right in listening to the voice within him, than in obeying 
the voice without. Moreover, the beginnings of all true artistic work 
are so unattractive that the verdict of friends and even teachers must 
be received with the greatest caution. The capacity of any human 
being for art, so far as it can be gauged at all at the outset, is to be 
gauged by intensity of desire, rather than facility of hand. The 
drawings of men who have afterwards become great artists have 
more frequently been remarkable for roughness than for beauty, and 
there is no worse sign in a student’s painting than the sign of 
prettiness. 

Every one who cares for pictures, or for natural beauty, in the 
sense of wishing to reproduce it, may, jf he chooses to give the 
time, and go to work in the right way, attain to a reproduction of 
Nature which shall be a real delight to himself, and even in some 
measure a pleasure to his friends. But this is not to be done by 
paying for any number of lessons, be the master ever so skilful ; but 
only by continual study of natural fact and natural laws, by gradually 
educating, not only the hand, but the brain, the eye, and the heart, 
and bringing all of these to bear upon your work. It is in this latter 
respect, as a rule, that the amateur fails so dismally and so inex- 
cusably : he fails not so much for want of skill as for want of effort. 
The labour required for seeing correctly, is as definite and real, as 
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since the whole world tc 1 i- e!n ^ du ® r mechanical in his painting, 
never choose a sChfj, r befor f '■" "here to choosc-since ' he need 
pepnlarity or bread J f ° r "' h ' Ch he does not «« <°r reasons of 

than averagely sidffuT^m-fm S °T e y ? ars 3 critic of a large and more 

U sedtoe x h?bit y ), and ha a vrn^ ghadaTaT® C ' Ub (s °- me of ,be members 

work, I am convinced tin? incre n , arRe r experience of professional 
does really care less for his c,^-' ble ? s 50lmd ' “c a ™teur 

not the ignorance or the inr-. ® ub -l cc,: than the average artist. It is 
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let them come to a mass of clouds which wants careful drawing, 
or some houghs which are waving in the wind, or some foreground 
grass whose spears and blossoms cannot be indicated with a hasty 
smudge — and behold, up shuts the colour-box, and down comes the 
white umbrella, and home speeds the faint-hearted practitioner with 
a sketch which he " had no time to finish." How sick every artist 
gets of that phrase; worse almost than the corresponding one, " It 
only took me half an hour, you know’." * 

Yet in art, as in other and greater matters, only failure teaches 
ais. No one who, can go on quite bravely and sincerely making 
mess after mess from Nature, but comes to the time, when, he does 
not quite know how, he makes messes no longer. Somehow from 
the failure, grows up the fruit. I remember Burne-Jones saying 
to me, some years ago, on this subject, a propos of the designing and 
arranging of draper)*, that he had tried to do it vainly for nearly two 
years, day after day, till “one morning the sun shone, the earth 
cracked, the flowers bloomed, and he could design draper)* for ever." 
This is very much the experience of all genuine art-workers. 44 1 
can't do figures,” used to say the irrational members of my drawing 
club, "and so I won’t try”; as if “doing figures” was a God-sent 
gift, that came down from heaven in a basket. ’ This shivering on 
the brink of any little deeper than ordinary water prevents progress. 
Bad swimmers in their depth can always manage to keep up an 
appearance (they leave one toe on the ground), but such never 
learn to swim. Let them flounder about a little and get the deep 
water, down their throat and up their nostrils, and after ffeaertain 
, time of spluttering and gasping, and striking out wildly with both 
arms, they will probably learn to take care of themselves. The 
Tight frame of mind for any ordinary student when lie sits down to 
reproduce a bit of Nature, is one not far removed from terror— not 
very different from what our imperfect swimmer might feel if sud- 
denly flung into deep water. Let him nevertheless take heart ; he 
is travelling the road that ever)’ artist in the world has travelled 
before him, for there is this grand compensating law, that the 
greater the native genius, the farther removed is the goal of attain- 
ment. The best painter is, as a rule, more dissatisfied with his 
work than the worst. Painting svas never easy yet, except to those 
who sve re ineapab/e. 1 

With this brief enunciation of some of the preliminary considera- 
tions with respect to amateur and professional work, I proceed to 
, give an account of some of the chief difficulties usually experienced, 
some idea of the capabilities and limitations of non -professional work, 
and a very few remarks upon the broad questions of colour, form. 
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ning to talk to you ; it is the greatest boon, rightly understood, for your 
little personal world to be silent while you learn the new language. 
And never mind, though it be Christmas-time or New Year’s Day, or 
the anniversary of some one’s marriage ; don’t give away any of your 
pictures at present. Give anything else, but don’t part with incomplete 
bits of yourself till they are worth having; it’s best to keep what you 
produce in the workshop. Resist the temptation also to look too much 
on what you have done. Do it with heart and brain to the utmost 
of your power — there's something wrong if you don’t feel washed- 
out after each drawing ; but don’t look at it all day and night, and 
the next day, take down the shutters afresh, put a new bit of goods 
in the window, and forget all about yesterday’s sample. Drawings 
look much better in gilt mounts, or framed neatly, but the drawings 
themselves are no better — leave them as they are, for the present at 
all events. • I would not have you refuse to show your work to any 
one who wishes to see it — that’s making a mystery of the matter 
which the thing is not worth. But I would have you be sure first, 
that they do wish to see it, and then 1 would have you show it, 
taking as little as possible of the praise or blame bestowed, and 
desiring neither. If your heart is in your work, you will soon come 
into this frame of mind. Most random praise is an impertinence, 
though that hardly prevents our finding it sweet. Think of how 
foolish it would seem if, when you were learning a foreign language, 
some one who perhaps knew a few words of it, and possibly none at 
all, were to’ ask you to pronounce the syllables you were acquainted 
with, and compliment you on your acquirement. You are learning 
now the universal language of Art, which great men in all times 
have spent their lives in acquiring— do you want to hear the 
irresponsible compliments of any one, while you are mastering its 
alphabet, or even in the midst of its declensions ? 

* A little practical detail you will find of great help from those in 
authority. Get them to allow some place where you can work by 
yourself, where you can keep all the odds and ends of your artistic 
life, free from disturbance or observation. A garret does perfectly 
well if you are in' town ; an outhouse or a shed if you are in the 
country. And it probably won’t hurt, if you are young, even if it 
is bare and draughty; or faces east, west, north, or south; or is 
cold in winter and hot in summer. For one of the first lessons of 
art is endurance, and is rarely to be. learnt on velvet cushions; and 
a habit of conquering small obstacles of surroundings, will be found 
invaluable when the time comes for conquering great obstacles in the 
art itself. 

Now as to the preliminary setting out — a word about parapher- 
nalia. The traditional burnt stick and whitewashed wall, which is 
all that some of the great artists have had to begin with, is, though 
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the refinement of pencilling -upon an excessively smooth surface, 
or admit of the coarseness which passes muster on rough sketching- 
paper. But, to sum up this part of the subject, take what material 
you can get most readily, and afford most easily, and, when you 
have taken it, don't stint its use. Have plenty of material by you, 
no matter how humble be its kind. Never think when you are using 
paint, canvas, or paper, of how long your paints will last, or how 
many sheets of surface you are using. The worst drawing is worth 
the canvas or paper it's done on. Take a new sheet and start fresh 
when you begin again. And you had better work from the first 
upon an easel, no matter of how rough a kind, if only because so 
doing helps you to acquire steadiness of hand, from the impossibility 
of resting your hand upon the paper or canvas. Besides, with an 
easel you can, either standing or sitting, more easily see the effect 
of what you are doing ; you do not have the continual looking up 
and down from your work to your desk, and vice versa. 

Remember that what you are seeking, in the first instance, 
is simply to express your subject ; that every touch which does 
not aid, necessarily obscures expression. An irrelevant touch in 
a drawing, or one which is put without special intention, is like a 
superfluous or half-understood word in a sentence. And if there be 
many such,' the whole work becomes unmeaning. Besides which, 
the materials of painting are always delicate, and will not bear rough 
treatment ; they are like irritable people, and must not be teased 
or worried. If paint is stirred about on the palette, the paper, or 
the canvas, all the freshness of colour is soon lost, the tint ap- 
proaches nearer and nearer to mud. Note also, that the surface on 
which you work is in one sense a colour, and almost the most 
precious of your colours. This will work for you, or against you, 
according as you manage ; if you destroy the purity, you can hardly 
preserve the brilliancy of your painting. The most salient point, 
probably, of old English water-colour painting was the use which 
the artists made of this paper ground for obtaining brilliancy and 
transparency in their work. The whiteness of paper is felt through- 
out their pictures ; pictures in which the truth of atmospheric effect 
. has never yet been rivalled in the history of art. 

Clearly understand what this implies, before proceeding farther 
with our subject. Every' art, and every branch of art, has special 
qualities, which should be preserved at any cost. These qualities, of 
course, are held in subordination to the principles which govern art 
as a whole, and consist chiefly in making the most of the special ma- 
terial 'and the special opportunities w-hich that material affords. In 
this "way methods, which would be intolerable in some branches of art, 
arc not only tolerable but right in others ; and the best way of working 
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upon their surface. This rule’applies to everything in Nature, and 
therefore form cannot be indicated without attention to this gradation. 
This applies equally to the slope of a down and the shape of a tea- 
pot. Painting is not tinting a flat surface, but gradating a flat surface 
so that it appears to project or retreat, or of whatever form may 
be required. 

An egg, a man’s head, and a tree, are all, broadly speaking, round 
objects, though the first is smooth and white, and the two last- 
mentioned coloured and irregular. There is no more reason why 
you should neglect to have the spherical form of trees, or of a person’s 
head clearly expressed in your drawing, than that you should omit 
the roundness of a ball or an egg. Only, as a rule, the amateur 
fastens on the easily-seen features of nose and eyes, or bough and 
leaf, and does not notice or think about the delicate gradation 
which gives the effect of solidity, and which makes, as the French 
would say, the object in question turn. 

Any object, or any part of Nature, has a definite shape, if it be 
only the shape of a mass of colour, light or shade. Every stroke of 
the drawing which does not set down some definite shape, or some 
portion of a definite shape, must inevitably be entirely wrong. 
Nature is not made up of strokes, or blots, or little scrabbles in 
various directions, like worms wriggling, but of masses. Nor is 
there a border round objects, as a rule. They simply end where 
others begin, such and such a mass relieved by value , as well as 
colour and form, against such another. 

Roughly speaking, if you look at a landscape in the direction of 
the sun, the colour is more or less invisible. If you turn your back 
towards the sun, the reverse is the case. If therefore your picture 
is to depend upon colour, you must look away from the light ; and 
this is in nineteen cases out of twenty the best thing to do. 

The trunk of a tree is not stuck in the ground ; but holds it as the 
fingers hold the glass. In fact, the two are parts of the same 
organism — connections, at all events, by marriage. 

Boughs, no matter how wavy and slight, or how gnarled and 
twisted, are seldom or never disjointed or weak. Each portion of 
them depends on another, and may be traced in dependence and in 
general line of spread, to the parent trunk. 

Leaves are not independent of branches, yet frequently the 
amateur draws the outside form and lays the branches of the tree 
upon it. The shape of a tree, however, is made up of masses of 
leaf and branch, each having a distinct relation to the other, and 
each expressive of growth, character, and spherical nature. 
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e brush, and is desirous of 
c what arc likely to be his 

i*, opose that he has clone up 

. __ 147, ( / ool, his little folding easel, 

and a couple of cl - < es, in a neat parcel (a long luggage-strap is 
the best kind ofr ,'ning), and is setting out for his day’s work. 
What is likely toi ' ^ie course of events ? In all probability, unless 
his subject has h chosen beforehand, he will wander about for 

two or three houfc ft /I he is so tired. dusty, and so disheartened, 

that he is good 5 ’fj nothing, .and finally will return home without 
having unstrapp/j’y, s luggage. The number of times that that has 
happened to the-' . '.ent writer is mor£ than he cares to remember. 

* The remedy is £* -old. Either you must choose your subject be- 
forehand (which is best), and go straight away and begin thereon, or 
you must make up your mind to plump down in the first available 
spot which you come across, and do the best you can. Judging 
from personal experience, I should sAy that if you arc in at all a 
pretty part of the country, the latter proceeding will generally find 
you a sufficiently good subject for student- work. And there is no 
doubt that the habit of drawing from subjects which are not at first 
U 241 



facts of life or Nstiirc ,« 

motives in art, apart from the wavin' uMdwh lhin ^ as c °mmonpla« 
Js nothing commonplace in the ordinnrv i the >' are <reated. There 
natural objects of the world, unless X , 1 T™ ^ ec,,or ? a "<l <he 
mind or eye. •• Who ever saw nr, ™ } seen throu gl> a vulgar 
when she was hissing her child f " as Wilkie'ir’n 11 ,ook unattractive 

There is too the advantage in " k,e , ColI,ns says somewhere 
to every one. And TO^^°“ pbc * S^end W* 
your audience not the Upper Ten -» i commonplace, you have for 

pper ien alone, but those of evert- estate. 

Dno 


discourage him, must be nottd ’in th^ k ^ be S ,n " er and g reatl ) 
if he attempts, as I urge " ‘ connection. And that is, thai 

without a definite intention to ?en P ‘' " ever t0 execute a dra ™S 
or how short, he will suffer [t f w‘ 0n ’. e S( °T matter how simple 
" - ;Jj find himself incapable of ® n f vousI >' for his inability. He 
will, to use common language ? r ! 1 ‘ lllest thing clearly; he 

remember speaking to a -K a kl Se? r f ° o1 every day- i 

earning to draw animals inml ab ? ut the difficulty of 

learnt to do it. n ’ anc ^ ^ 1S telling me how he had 

whole thing at°once a vou h mn« d ; “>' ou . ca n't attempt to do the 

to do ado® running you much ! ^ ^ ;,P iecem eah Say you want 
J-ou want, and sei?e what pm'nFh" J gel one S oin ff lhe 

say the line of his l ^ is actI0n )' ou see most clearly 

pose of his head, or w-hn/pv-** an £ e ^is hind-leg, or the 
note-book, and nothin^ elw . GI " j 1S ' ^ tlc ^ that down in your 

another morsel of action and and watch hii n again till you get 

got all the facts of the nrm#» r S °T?. n day after day till you have 
running dog together.” * * ” en y° u can begin to put your 


Well, something j n this u~» 

• t U ^ ec 'i a " d he must be contemTh 3 beg, ‘ nner think of dai "»' h! 
L‘ a? IS ° r tha « rendering? Can E et onl >’ a very little bit o 
fh" whoi and n0t be dis hearfened at'/h^ "‘ at li,t,c kii tts cUar ‘ 

But*; he lncom P^ et eness or failure o 

ar, is, as a rale, .bat il 
part is perhans „!l rr0r ? eous as * s lts technics 


Part, the spiritual ncor pP Iet e, p OC 

A* ~ 


intelliiriM ' s P eech is at all "a T a lo "'= r level. And even 

s li £ “^"P.nse. Wea"?r„r d ' h °I- v rarel >' in it used for any 
or action “ in b «ng nUe to ”.! 0 f °rg=t. 1 ‘hint, that there 
reproduction 3 '""' ,n . less somethin g P a P er , an >’ sce ” C 

-ring ether the be 4e case), without 

a 4 ° h<i be3Uty ° f "hat has bKn 


\ PRIME* \L BVTHING PL ICC 

Tfctn tlie oii^tnal inn ms in t'li position of tic author 



seen, withoilt enforcing a connection with our sympathies, and 
enabling us to see more in the subject than we should have seen our- 
selves, we can hardly call the work one of art- The best result that 
can be obtained by the great majority of amateur students, is not the 
capacity to do drawings of more or less inferior quality themselves, 
but to gain sufficient knowledge of the subject-matter, methods, and 
principles of art, to enjoy the works of great artists, and sec their true 
relation to the world at large. Not only docs this produce a pleasure 
of far wider scope than the gratification of mere personal vanity, but 
it is one of those productive feelings, which tend by their very 
existence to increase the amount and the power of good art. 

If the enormous body of amateurs in England were to work from 
this standpoint, their influence not only upon all who knew them, but 
upon our painters, would be simply incalculable. We should hear no 
more from the artists those bitter words which are so frequent in the 
present days concerning amateur work ; nor should we have from 
the artists a litter of those cheap pictures which rely for their 
attraction upon flashy renderings of Nature, or cheap tricks of senti- 
ment 1 sometimes w'onder why no one has noticed that during the 
last thirty years in England, in which there has been such an 
enormous spread of art-education, the essential qualities of English 
art have distinctly declined. Technically, no doubt, at nil events in 
oil-painting, the reverse has been the case ; we have learnt far more of 
Continental methods, always in advance of our own — a slightly more 
enlightened system of instruction has been pursued in our art -schools 
* — and we have had opportunities of comparing our artistic products 
with those of other nations, and noting their greater deficiencies. 
Hut the motive of the work has, it appears to me, almost entirely 
altered. We used to be dull, respectable, and honest ; our sympathies 
were limited, but still they were true as far as they went, and at all events 
wc were distinctly national. Add to this, that there was still Jiving, or 
but Intel v dead. a group of landscape painters w ho may be said broadly 
to have been the greatest which the modern world has ever known — 
Stanfield, Linnell, Muller, Turner, Cox, and De Wint — who com- 
bined with their truth to Nature a breadth of idea, a simplicity of 
intention, and a sturdy contempt for insincerity or affectation, such as 
could scarcely be surpassed. What has our art-education given us 
in exchange ? What has become of the simplicity and honesty of 
English figure- painting ? Which of our modern men will give us a 
picture like Muiready’s ** Choosing the Wedding Gown.” or the elder 
Leslie’s •* Uncle Toby and Widow Wndman "? — pictures which are 
not only works of art. hut are fine national works of art, which 
breathe the spirit of the land, and that which made the land great, in 
every line. What have we substituted for these ? Futile classical- 
r -,ities. which the people neither care for nor understand; and sham 
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a ? 0ry n e< I“ all y "ell. giving to ir P ° But ln another way he tells 
som „ t r u - th ' touching- -it on <^, e s :,i" °y er P°'yenng sense of vitality 
abovp l'S 8 - oF t ^ le multiplicity an rl anot ^ er the plot gains 

him h! : JUSt ) vhen reader^ t ^ h £ ht and shadow of life itself; 

- compels his attention by she^Thr ^ f he '- erge of esca P in S 
Charles . y f f ° rce ° f & enius - 


Charles Reade’s • V ' 0rCC £ enius - 

conHnim Ce consists in a perfect^ ^^odical, and far less elaborate: 
comment narrat,ve - the proeress , co . nceived . dramatic, and 

burdeneH to hnish, which is c }\hich is never arrested from 

between no unnecessary ndH»v U ^ Cct tC> no interruption, and 


-adoned:isThat if- and *« « *T oft. 

hard a an e d s b / the *££%**£ l ™ ^ he «»* ■<-»» his 
his unfortun h ? UtS ,n their ear] Yoi Speak ' P lnc hes their windpipes 
whatever narf'l£ U i? pet by the throat n ?J s ^' and 'f° ", i he then takes 
argument/ v to play in the r’lr ^ sho " es him lustily through 
and imnS^i “ bhI,n & °ver 4h nowf "a ?™Iinjr with facts and 
shotdder their S t0 ridic “le, thiif ambr/^ WIt ’ '“different to rebuffs, 
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the most, the man who writes, or the men and women whom hi 
writes about. 

And now let us turn to the subject of our article, notice -the 
peculiarities of his method, and see how entirely it differs from that 
of either Dickens or Reade. 


With that of Dickens, in so far as the method of narrating the story 
is concerned, there ml evidently little affinity. The narrative is 
not only plain and direct, but unencumbered to an extraordinary 1 
degree ; we scarcely exaggerate in saying that in several of his books 
there is hardly a phrase, much less a character, which could be 
spared without loss to the story. The plot is only elaborate in the 
sense of being intricately woven, not for its possession of any large 
amount of detail, or for the development necessitating many char- 
acters. On the other hand, the method diverges from that of Reade 
by its absolute impersonality ; the author practically never speaks in 
propria persona , or, if he does so, he speaks as a voice only, leaving 
us quite in the dark as to all personal idiosyncrasy. Cut the differ- 
ence to be noted lies deeper than that, for in Wilkie Collins' stories 
the result is brought about by a sustained and definite action and 
reaction of character and circumstance, which is only in a very minor 
deg-ie present in either Dickens or Reade. 




It would be fair to say of the latter authors that their characters 
might have acted in many other stories, but of Collins that his stories 
could not have been acted by any other characters. The connection 
with the special plot is, in the first case, superficial ; in the second, 
essential. I am not seeking now, remember, to compare these men 
to the advantage or disadvantage of any one of them ; I am trying 
only to point out differences. What is needed at the present day 
is that wc should admire all three a great deal more than wc do, not 
" hat wc should admire one at the expense of the others. 

lVh\ Wilkie Collins’ first essay' in f >vel-\vriting was an historical 
romahee entitled Antonina; or, the Fall of Home, and is remark- 
able' chiefly for the fact that though possessing various merits, such 
as considerable power of descriptive writing, and clear perception of 
character, yet the work affords us no hint of the author’s special faculty 
— the power of concentrating the interest of the story, and bringing 
all the actions of his characters into close relation therewith. In my 
opinion, a very dull, and quite unreadable book ; and so the public 
apparently thought, for the work created no stir, and even after the 
author had achieved popularity, was seldom spoken of, much less 
read. 

Well, wc need only say that the book was a failure ; whatever Mr. 
Wilkie Collins’ gifts might be,, evidently he had not as yet found 
their right direction. Accordingly', in the next story there is an 
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book — the pride of Basil’s father; the over-credulity and timorousness 
of Basil himself ; the terrified submission of Mrs. Shenvin, the mother 
of the heroine ; the meanness and selfishness of her husband ; the 
vanity and heartlessness of Margaret herself, are all as much factors 
in the catastrophe, as the deliberate, cold-blooded scheming: of the 
villain of the story. Gradually, as one reads the book, a sense of 
inevitable calamity mingles with our interest : the final catastrophe 
comes almost as a relief. Here is the secret of Collins’ power as a 
story-teller; other authors may construct a plot with as great in- 
genuity, or tell us a story of as entrancing interest, but no other 
writer has so well succeeded in producing upon his readers the same 
sense of inevitableness and reality ; these plots are not only possible, 
they are imperative ; not only might things have happened thus ; 
they could not have happened otherwise. 

Let us consider the means by which the author attained this 
perfection of tale-telling. Before we speak of his method in detail, 
hear what, in Mr. Collins’ personal opinion, a work of fiction 
should be. 

** Believing that the Novel and the Play are twin-sisters in the 
family of Fiction ; that the one is a drama narrated, and the 
other is a drama acted ; and that all the strong and deep 
emotions which the Play-writer is privileged to excite, the Novel- 
writer is privileged to excite also, I have not thought it either 
politic or necessary, while adhering to realities, to adhere to every- 
day realities only. In other words, I have not stooped so low 
as to assure myself of the reader’s belief in the probability of my 
story, by never once calling on him for the exercise of his faith. 
Those extraordinary accidents and events which happen to few 
men, seemed to me to be as legitimate materials for fiction to 
work with — when there was a good object in using them — as 
the ordinary accidents and events which may, and do, happen to 
us all. By appealing to genuine sources of interest within the 
reader’s own experience, I could certainly gain his attention to 
begin with ; but it would be only by appealing to other sources 
(as genuine in their way) beyond his own experience, that I 
could hope to fix his interest and excite his suspense, to occupy 
his deeper feelings, or to stir his nobler thoughts.” 

No statement could be more precise, or, with regard to the art of 
fiction, more correct ; this is not only true, but covers, either expressly 
or by implication, the whole ground of legitimate story-telling. To 
have something worth the telling, and to say it in the clearest and 
most vivid manner, and In such a way as to excite the reader’s 
suspense, stir his emotion, and excite his nobler aspirations — this 
is to be a story-teller indeed ; and who would not be proud if 
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at it from. Economy — with a, dash of love. I put it to my 
mistress, as in duty bound, just as I had put it to myself. 

11 ‘ I have been turning Selina Goby over in my mind,’ I said, * and 
I think, my lady, it will be cheaper to marry her than to keep 
her.' 

“ My lady burst out laughing, and said, she didn't know which to 
be most shocked at — my language or my principles. Some 
joke tickled her, I suppose, of the sort that you can’t take unless 
you are a person of quality. Understanding nothing myself but 
that I was free to put it next to Selina, I went and put it 
accordingly. And what did Selina say ? Lord ! how little you 
must know of women, if you ask that. Of course she said. 
Yes. 

“ As my time grew nearer, and there got to be talk of my having a 
new coat for the ceremony, my mind began to misgive me. I 
have compared notes with other men as to what they felt while 
they were in my interesting situation; and they have all acknow- 
ledged that, about a week before it happened, they privately 
wished themselves out of it. I went a trifle further than that 
myself ; I actually rose up, as it were, and tried to get out of it. 
Not for nothing! 1 was too just a man to expect she would let 
me off for nothing. Compensation to the woman, when the man 
gets out of it, is one of the laws of England. In obedience to 
the laws, and after turning it over carefully in my mind, I 
offered Selina Goby a feather bed and fifty shillings to be off 
the bargain. You will hardly believe it, but it is nevertheless 
true — she was fool enough to refuse. 

“ After that it was all over with me, of course. I got the new 
coat as cheap as I could, and I went through all the rest of it as 
cheap as I could. We were not a happy couple, and not a 
miserable couple. We were six of one and half-a-dozen 
of the other. How it was I don’t understand, but we always 
seemed to be getting, with the best of motives, in one another's 
way. When I wanted to go upstairs, there was my wife 
coming down ; or when my wife wanted to go up, there was 
I coming down. That is married life, according to my experi- 
ence of it." 

To return to our analysis of Mr. Wilkie Collins' method ; we find, 
on examining the books closely, that the essential strength of the 
various stories consists in their possession of two attributes which at 
first sight seem somewhat conflicting. These .are the attributes of 
mystery and simplicity. No books are ever at the same time so 
straightforward and so intricate ; the straightforwardness is in the 
execution, in the march of the narrative, the clear presentment of 
the characters, but the goal is nowhere in sight, nor to the end of 
253 



throughout. hon-cve^rce^ingVsusa^ 'j ' S bei " B ,cd ’ There are 
action and a development of P. ul ;P“ s e. a connection of 

'Wth the conviction of the unlmr’o'"' 1,c 1 Im P r «s the reader 
However intricate the plot may be a " d trust "°rthmess. 

I'e feel more and more certa bi with °' r numerous the people, 
detail and every action, nay^de' n °' paSC "\ read - thatnSJ 
the development of some nurnoso i 1 ' s P eech ’ ® helping on 
foreshadow The convictlon^hi, h •’ " C ?T ot but dimly 
“ Vlce > excites an attention .1, 5 ho ds the interest as in 
story, which is proportionatelv im th “r < i ss . obvious parts of the 
portions. I know „P w ?™ tc > utenstned the more exciting 
been able to touch the fact's of ''V"® °r dead, who hat 

interest, and weld them » S m 5 l!T C ."'! 1 , 1 ' “ k «° a human 
sto O'- Descriptions of Kit„L • l J, C p.? e . nIS and emotions of 
, cr ,ou " simply realistic the*.* m *> * r ‘ 'V b ,e Collins’ hands, no 

When viewed as a whole in Sri V PPear m every detail, become,’ 
nodc’ l T POrtance to ’ the purpose of h ar T ay , "' i,h ' and of consider- 
nottce how uniformly successful?!,?/ h '! b °? k : and 11 is strange to 
each description the exact sen ime ? ^ r c has bcc " imparting to 
Tnstanr V hc P art «f the s s “‘! m .“t «'h.ch ,vas dramatically appro- 
M ‘ r I , 5 from Armart, a/c-J, !? ■ lvI| ich « appears. Here is an 

remarkable d not Cr ‘on!°. n r° f °* P '^ Ic . P arI >’ •“ lke 

whirh \ ^ Ut f ° r a suggestivencss °a J ? or , 115 de b' cate truth to 
Armoa h t e P t0 P rc pare the wav fnr^ d r u " dcr, T ,n £ scnse ° r mystery, 
Armadale's dream' for th e fulfilment of the first vision in 
^»n nours steadv rl • • 

P^ng, Armadale MdTl/T Major’s cottage had taken 
winters solitary walk and Bucsts beyond the limits of Mid- 
wM f V 00ne °r thus,™ no r bringing them nearer and 
En t h !> he ,nland fandaLSf* and f°\'eliest aspects of Nature, 
b"S ,a " d ’ ean show? Sf’ , nDt r °, r N ?rf«lh only, but of all 
In®.™ J° ebangc as the carriarre'i *’ ' he , fai r e ° r th e country 


T w « ,a,,a - can sho> 

}P change as the" cnriST * IU,e ' tfle ^ ace °f the country 
became lstnct °f the Broads a PP roa ched the remote and 

ehW^F erceptibJ y fewer n^l ™ e f ' Vhcat ‘ f,eJds nnd turnip-fields 


range. ' hST”* ' vid er and wider ffra ? rn £ E rounds . on 

mafp. _ \f ea P s °f dry rushpt; -, n 1 ° , eir , sm °°th and sweeping 
33 Sh£ d , the thatc her, beS„^ rCeds ' la '“ d up for the basket- 
end dfsann °f SfSrf “ Ppeap “ lhe roadside. The 

With buts with rose1 r „ iV fhe1r p n iace d 


With the *?„•’ and buts 

which har^w.i™ ch urch towers ™ a iVii" ls . rose ,n the,r P ,ace * 
l°w mar^h bttherto been the n , anc l the tvind and watermills. 

seen over the 

invisible bonf tant be hind fringes of r ?, Un j the horizon, gliding 

*’ s ' the “ °. f 


- iviiiows, tne sans oi 

presented AI ! the strange and 
254 n m and agricultural district, 



y , -% 


■^rzi'-’nm 

/{"A' . '■. • - . /v '-- 

% l W- > i ' V '■!/?/’ 

•'V i ’ • ■«. , ■’ .Wf 




<1 NOM 



isolated from other districts by its intricate surrounding network 
of pools and streams — -holding its communication and carrying 
its product^ by water instead of land — began to present them- 
selves in closer and closer succession. Nets appeared on 
cottage palings ; little flat-bottomed boats lay strangely at rest 
among the flowers in cottage gardens ; farmer’s men passed to 
and fro, clad in composite costume of the coast and the field, in 
sailors’ hats and fishermen’s boots, and ploughmen’s smocks, — 
and even yet the low-lying labyrinth of waters, embosomed in its 
mystery of solitude, was a hidden labyrinth still. A minute more, 
and the carriages took a sudden turn from the hard high-road 
into a little weedy lane; the wheels ran noiselessly on the damp 
and spongy ground. A lonely outlying cottage appeared, with 
its litter of nets and boats. A few yards farther on, and the 
last morsel of the'firm earth suddenly ended in a tiny creek and 
quay. One turn more, to the end of the quay, and there, 
spreading its great sheet of water, far, and bright, and smooth, 
on the right hand and the left — there, as pure in its spotless 
blue, as still in its heavenly peacefulness, as the summer sky 
above it, was the first of the Norfolk Broads.” 

It is worth while looking at that passage carefully for a moment, 
if only to notice the excessive ingenuity with which the author 
passes, without the slightest jerk, from pure description of Nature to 
the continuation of his narrative. You are taken, as it were, into 
the carriage which passes these various details of house, and field, and 
labourer; and still, as the horses trot, you are thinkingof the Broad, 
and wondering why you cannot see it, till at the very last moment 
the reader arrives with the picnic party, and is ready to share their 
forthcoming experiences. This may seem a small point to dwell 
upon, but it is by the observance of small points such as these that 
xlfr. Collins succeeds in impressing ns with the reality of his stories. 
No reader can skip a description such as the one we have quoted; 
it is welded into the story. 

The fact is, our author feels what every great landscape paincer 
has always felt, and shown in his pictures, that the interest of 
landscape for most people depends on its relation to ourselves, the 
associations aroused thereby, and the significance which we find 
therein; and, feeling this, he immensely heightens the power of 
his narrative, by connecting the occurrence of certain incidents, 
with places which lend themselves, by their natural characteristics, 
to the emotions which he wishes to excite. In this special 
portion of Armadale he is seeking to prepare the reader’s mind 
for the fulfilment of a dream vision, in such a manner as is to 
leave the reader in doubt whether the fulfilment be accidental or no. 
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Every line of this description of the Broads echoes back to the 
former description of the dream, and helps to arouse that sense of 
mystery, strangeness, and loneliness, which will prepare the reader’s 
mind for " strange matters. 1 ’ 


Let us recur to those characters which, as a rule, are the pivots on 
which the interest of a novel turns— the hero and heroine, and their 
love relations. Throughout all Collins’ finer novels the interest turns 
not on these characters alone, but is almost equally concerned with 
every personage mentioned in the book. The hero and heroine in 
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pose, though always traceable, is for the most part kept In the 
background. The plot turns upon an incident (or rather upon the 
consequences of an incident) which has happened before the story 
begins, and, briefly put, shows how a brother who, with infinite 
difficulty, discovers the story of his only sister's desertion and death, 
foregoes his vengeance upon the man who was responsible for both, 
for the sake of his friend, the betrayer’s son. 

In the order of Mr. Wilkie Collins’ novels this work holds a very 
important place, not only for the increase of power of which I have 
spoken, but because this is the .first time that the author's peculiar 
gift of humour distinctly shows itself; neither Antonina nor Basil 
contains, to the best of my recollection, any indication of humorous 
faculty; they are, to use a painter’s expression, "a little tight” in 
their workmanship, the youth of the writer showing in a sort of self- 
conscious restraint, which does not allow him to look to the right 
hand or the left, to let himself go for a moment. But in Hide and 
Seek the author is not a hit afraid of his reader; he is not only 
going to tell him a story, he is going to tell it in his own way ; and 
the result is a book which, despite a somewhat stern narrative and 
sorrowful episodes, yet literally brims over with humour, and shows 
the keenest appreciation of the humorous points of the various situa- 
tions. I use this word "humour” advisedly, for "funny,” in the 
correct sense of the term, Mr. Wilkie Collins is not, either here or 
in his later novels. There is a mordant quality about his laughter 
which is alien to the spirit of fun ; he laughs like a man to 
whom sorrow is not unknown. In conclusion, I would say that 
the detailed charm of Hide and Seek lies in the minor sketches, 
especially in those of the artist and his bedridden wife, which are 
touched with the most gentle and yet incisive hand, and which show 
us two entirely lovable, and generously imperfect people. In a 
slight way, I know nothing in fiction prettier or more genuinely 
pathetic than the study of the good-hearted, ambitious, but com- 
paratively incompetent artist, -who, after his wife’s first attack of 
serious illness, gives up his dreams of becoming a great historical 
and mythological painter, and, finding that he can sell for a few 
pounds his studies of still-life, deliberately restricts his art to the 
purpose of producing these insignificant pictures, in order to give his 
ailing wife every luxury and resource which she might have had, had 
he been a man of fortune as well as a man of heart. 

Those who call Mr. Collins a sensational writer, would do well to 
study many passages such as these, which occur throughout his 
works — passages which show that he can not only deal with the 
strongest motives or the greatest eccentricities of human nature, but 
that ne can understand, and love to linger long over, these tender 
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thought came to him, he rose without a pang to turn the great 
historical composition, from which he had once hoped so much, 
with its face to the wall, and set himself to finish an unpre- 
tending little ‘study* of a cottage courtyard, which he was 
certain of selling to a picture-dealing friend. The first approach 
to happiness which he had known for a long, long time past, 
was on the evening of that day, when he went upstairs to sit 
with Lavinia, and, keeping secret his purpose of the morning, 
made the sick woman smile, in spite of her sufferings, by asking 
her how she should like to have her room furnished if she were 
the lady of a great lord, instead of being only the wife of 
Valentine Blyth. 

"No one but himself ever knew what he had sacrificed in labour- 
ing to gain these things. The heartless people whose portraits 
he had painted, and whose impertinences he had patiently sub- 
mitted to; the mean bargainers who had treated him like a 
tradesman ; the dastardly men of business who had disgraced 
their order by taking advantage of his simplicity — how hardly 
and cruelly such insect natures of this world had often dealt 
with that noble heart! how despicably they had planted their 
small gadfly stings in the high soul which it was never per- 
mitted to them to subdue ! " 

It would be pleasant to say that The Dead Secret, which followed 
Hide and Seel', showed a further development of our author’s art 
in the qualities of which I have been speaking. But this book is, on 
the contrary, less humorous, less genuine, and less tender than the 
one which preceded it; on the other hand, it is certainly more con- 
centrated, and therefore, taken as a whole, more powerful. The 
weakness of the story, as a work of art, consists in the fact that our 
sympathies are never aroused for the protagonist of the story ; 
despite the author’s utmost efforts, we are not interested in Sarah 
Leeson. I think the reason for this is twofold. In the first place, 
Sarah Leeson is introduced.to Us from the very beginning with the 
burden of the secret overshadowing her; there is no special reason 
why we should care for this woman, who, from our first acquaint- 
ance with her, passes shrinking up and down the staircases, and sits 
trembling in the corridor. And, in the second place, the author in this 
instance has prepared his subject too elaborately ; he makes his 
secret like a pancake, and keeps tossing it about from one pan to the 
Other, hiding and seeking it ; missing, getting nearer to, and farther 
from it, till at last the poor thing is scrabbled over with incident and 
description, like an Assyrian palimpsest, and still we do not know 
what it is, and, when we do know, we feel inclined to say ; "Oh i 
is that all?" as at the end of a pointless story. And yet the book 
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is full of ingenuity, and, as in a house built by some misguided 
architect, we are continually opening doors that only reveal dark 
cupboards, and running up and down passages and steps, onlv to 
find ourselves where we started. The book is especially poor in its 
minor characters; Uncle Joseph, the German upholsterer for 
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the plot itself, and as such may he excused, if not pardoned. 

The second point is to me a far more important one : an error 
jdmosl unpardonable,. 
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feeling wit!, his more passionate and tragical interests Th„ • 
of Count Fosco and Sir Pprnv'.l n,.j a , , , , 1 " e crimes 
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' This, in two words. He looks like a man who could tame 
anything. If he had married a tigress instead of a woman, he 
would have tamed the tigress. If. he had married me, I should 
have made his cigarettes as his wife does — I should have held 
my tongue when he looked at me, as she holds hers. • 

'* I am almost afraid to confess it, even to these secret pages. 
The man has interested me, has forced me to like him. In two 
short days he has made his way straight into my favourable 
estimation- — and how he has worked the miracle is more than I 
can tell. 

'* It may be his face. He is a most remarkable likeness, on a large 
scale, of the Great Napoleon. His features have Napoleon's 
magnificent regularity ; his expression recalls the grandly calm, 
immovable power of the Great Soldier's face. This striking 
resemblance certainly impressed me, to begin with ; but there is 
something in him besides the resemblance, which has impressed 
me more. I think the influence I am now trying to find is in his 
eyes. They are the most unfathomable grey eyes I ever saw ; 
and they have at times a cold, clear, beautiful, irresistible glitter 
in them, which forces me to look at him, and yet causes me 
sensations, when I do look, which I would rather not feel. 

"All the smallest characteristics of this strange man have some- 
thing strikingly original and perplexingly contradictory in them. 
Fat as he is, and old as he is, his movements are astonishingly 
light and easy. He is as noiseless in a room as any of us 
women ; and, more than that, with all his look of unmistakable 
mental firmness and power, he is as nervously sensitive as the 
weakest of us. He starts at every chance noise as inveterately 
as Laura herself. He winced and shuddered yesterday when 
Sir Percival beat one of the spaniels, so that I felt ashamed of 
my own want of tenderness and sensibility, by comparison with 
the Count. 

11 The relation of this last incident reminds me of one of his most 
curious peculiarities, which I have not yet mentioned — his extra- 
ordinary fondness for pet animals. 

“Some of these he has left on the Continent, but he has brought 
with him to this house a cockatoo, two canary birds, and a 
whole family of white mice. He attends to all the necessities 
of these strange favourites himself, and he has taught the 
creatures to be surprisingly fond of him and familiar with him. 
The cockatoo, a most vicious and treacherous bird towards any- 
body else, absolutely seems to love him. When he lets it out of 
263 
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English fox-hunters^ and b \ rds ’.™ d an assembly of 
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space 6, ' S me to dijcuts lho subjcct adeqoattlj , 



That directly our sympathies are entirely withdrawn from any char- 
acter whatsoever in a work of fiction, that character has for us 
practically no existence. He is a mere compound of words and 
phrases, and has no more the power to affect as a warning, than to 
encourage as an example. Out of the pages of Frankenstein there is 
no such thing as an unadulterated monster. Unless we can trace in 
any given character of fiction some possible likeness to ourselves, we 
cannot be either with or against. Take away the little touches 
which make Count Fosco human — his fondness for his wife, his 
bravery, his tenderness to animals, his love of music, his overflowing, 
harmless vanity — and you take away the whole vital quality of the 
man, and leave merely a bundle of attributes, for which no human 
being can afford to care. Another, and perhaps a better, instance of 
our author’s perception of this truth is in the sympathy which he 
arouses in us for Captain Wragge (who is an unscrupulous little 
swindler in No Name), in the description of one of his interviews 
with the heroine, Magdalen Vanstone. The girl has been tried past 
her power of endurance, and has, in an outbreak of temper, said hard 
things to the Captain. Her apology touches some kindly feeling in 
the little swindler’s heart, and there seems to be an instant glad 
recognition of the fact that he was not wholly base, in the way in 
which this momentary impulse is described by the author. 

Magdalen Vanstone is speaking : 

“ ‘ You are a kinder man than I thought you were,’ she said ; * I 
am sorry 1 spoke so passionately to you just now. I am very, 
very sorry ! ‘ The tears stole into her eyes, and she offered 
him her hand with the native grace and gentleness of happier 
days. * Be friends with me again,' she said pleadingly ; * I’m 
only a girl. Captain YVragge ; I’m only a girl.’ He took her 
hand in silence, patted it for a moment, and then opened the 
door for her to go back into her room again. There was genuine 
regret in his face as he showed her that trifling attention. He 
was a vagabond and a cheat ; he had lived a mean, shuffling, 
degraded life ; but he was human, and she had found her way to 
the lost sympathies in him, which not even the self-degradation 
of a swindler’s existence could wholly destroy. ' Damn the 
breakfast,* he said, when the servant came in for her orders ; ‘go 
to the inn directly, and say 1 want a carriage and pair at the 
door in an hour's time.' ‘ She has rubbed the edge off my 
appetite,' he said to himself, with a forced laugh ; ‘I'll try a cigar 
and a turn in the open air.’” 

Some two years subsequently to The IVotnan in White (our author 
has rarely had less than two years to prepare each of his important 
novels), No Name* from which the above quotation is taken, appeared ; 
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A I humbly bid you welcome to Thorpe Ambrose, sir,’ said 
Abraham Sage; beginning obstinately with his little introduc- 
tory speech for the second time. ‘ My name 


Before he could deliver himself of his name, Miss Milroy looked 
accidentally in the horticulturist’s pertinacious face, and instantly 
lost her hold on her gravity beyond recall. Allan, never back- 
ward in following a boisterous example of any sort, joined m her 
laughter with right good-will. The wise man of the garden 
showed no surprise and took no offence. He waited for another 
gap of silence, and walked in again gently with his personal 
interests, the moment the two young people stopped to take 
breath. 

• 1 I have been employed in the grounds,’ proceeded Abraham. 
Sage, irrepressibly, ‘for more than forty years 1 


‘You shall be employed in the grounds for forty more if you'll 
only hold your tongue and take yourself off!’ cried Allan, as 
soon as he could speak. 


‘Thank yoii kindly, str,' said the gardener, with the utmost 
politeness, but with no present signs either of holding his tongue 
or of taking himself off. 


* Well ? ’ said Allan. 


" Abraham Sage carefully cleared his throat, and shifted his rake 
from one hand to the other. He looked down the length of his 
own invaluable implement with a grave interest and attention, 
seeing, apparently, not the long handle of a rake, but the long 
perspective of a vista with a supplementary personal interest 
established at the end of it. ‘ When more convenient, sir,' 
resumed this immovable man, * 1 should wish respectfully to 
speak to you about my son. Perhaps it may be more convenient 
in the course of the day ? My humble duty, sir, and my best 
thanks. My son is strictly sober. He is accustomed to the 
stables, and he belongs to the Church of England — without 
encumbrances.’ Having thus planted his offspring provisionally 
m his master’s estimation, Abraham Sage shouldered his invalu- 
able rake, and hobbled slowly out of view.” 

1 have said that with Armadale the power of Wilkie Collins, in 
nty opinion, culminated, but the book which succeeded it was certainly, 
more immediately popular, and, by those who like their fiction of a 
light character, is generally regarded as this author’s most amusing 
work. It is certainly one, if it be the least important, of his four 
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In a whisper he explained to me the apparition of the three 
figures on the platform of rock. 

*' They were Brahmins (he said) who had forfeited their caste in 
the service of the god. The god had commanded that their 
purification should be the purification by pilgrimage. On that 
night the three men were to part. In three separate directions 
they were to set forth as pilgrims to the shrines of India. Never 
more were they to look on each other’s faces. Never more 
were they to rest on their wanderings, from the day which 
witnessed their separation, to the day which witnessed their 
death. 

“As those words were whispered to me the plaintive music 
ceased. The three men prostrated themselves on the rock 
before the curtain which hid the shrine. They rose — they 
looked on one another — they embraced. Then they descended 
separately among the people. The people made way for them 
in dead silence. In three different directions I saw the crowd 
part, at one and the same moment. Slowly the grand white 
mass of the people closed together again. The track of the 
doomed men through the ranks of their fellow - mortals was 
obliterated. We saw them no more. 

“A new strain of music, loud and jubilant, rose from the 
hidden shrine. The crowd around me shuddered and pressed 
together. 

“ The curtain between the trees was drawn aside, and the shrine 
was disclosed to view. 

“ There, raised high on a throne — seated on his typical antelope, 
with his four arms stretching towards the four corners of 
the earth — there, soared above us, dark and awful in the 
mystic light of heaven, the god of the Moon. And there, 
jn the forehead of the deity, gleamed the yellow Diamond, 
whose splendour had last shone on me in England from the 
bosom of a woman’s dress ! ^ ■< 

"Yes! after the lapse of eight centuries, the Moonstone looks 
forth once more over the walls of the sacred city in which its 
story first began. How it has found its way back to its wild 
native land, by what accident or by what crime the Indians 
regained possession of their sacred gem, may be in your know- 
ledge, but it is not in mine. You have lost sight of it in 
England, and (if I know anything of this people) you have 
lost sight of it for ever. 



"So the years pass and repeat each nthm-- „„ .1, 
revolve in the cycles of time What will lie tbe San ! e cvents 
of the Moonstone? Who can tell ?” e ‘he next adventures 
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there be found in these novels any single quality inimitable 'by, or at 
all events usually unpossessed by, other writers, and any defect from 
which the ordinary English novelist is free ? and were both defect 
and quality such as would probably call down the Olympian fire from 
the Critical Heaven ? Before attempting to answer this question 
let us think for a moment, what is the necessary possession 
of a story-teller whose books are to become popular in other 
countries than his own, and through the medium of a foreign tongue? 
At first sight we shall be tempted to say that the question of 
subject is all-important ; that the incidents should be such as are not 
wholly foreign to the experience of the alien nations ; that there 
should be a comparative absence of local allusions and topics, such 
as are peculiar to the land of the author ; and that the general 
sentiment of the story should not be an exclusively national one. 
As a matter of experience, however, wc find that this is not the 
case. If we think, for instance, of the French novels which have 
been and are most popular, we shall be met with the infinite detail of 
Balzac and Zola, the local colour of Victor Hugo, the provincialisms 
of Georges Sand, the intensely Gallic sentiment of Dumas, Feuillet, 
and De Musset, and the phases of Parisian and provincial social life 
which form the staple of the art of Daudet, Sardou, and Ohnet. 

But I think we do find, in all these authors who have-stood the test 
of translation sufficiently long to enable us to siiy that their popularity 
is due to more than accident or whim of fashion, that the local 
colour or detail, the sentiment or the social life, the provincialism or 
urbanism of the story must, if we are to accept it in a foreign tongue, 
be not an end in itself, but simply the vehicle of expressing some 
idea, some truth, which is common or interesting to all nations, and 
that in proportion as this truth, this idea, is valuable, originally 
stated, vitally bound up with the incidents narrated, so will the work 
retain its reader’s interest amidst scenes and people, and by the help 
of customs and incidents, of which he may know nothing, and 
care less. 

The secret of so much fine English artistic work remaining incom- 
prehensible to foreigners is, that we have too often neglected to found 
our themes upon a sufficiently far-reaching and unparochial idea. 
Over and over again do we find in English writers and English 
artists this neglect of the essential, in favour of the superficial. The 
realism which stops short at the delineation of the outside of the cup 
and platter, is a realism which is wholly and almost exclusively our 
national, possession. There is a deep-seated distrust of idea in 
the English character, which is as evident in our art as it is in our 
politics ; and as we cannot live entirely upon disconnected and 
unsystematised facts, we take to bind them that which is the very 
antithesis of idea, namely convention. 
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No doubt a great deal of trouble is saved by having a substitute for 
thought in the shape of some ready-made doctrine, to which, willy- 
nilly, circumstances must be shaped. And in this, our special intel- 
lectual torpidity, we, consciously or unconsciously, have resented and 
do resent in our painting, as in our fiction (we hardly tolerate it even 
in our poetry), the introduition of novel views of life, passion, and 
action, which have for their sanction thought and truth, rather than 
usage and convention. 

But the novel or unconventional ideas which vve Englishmen dis- 
like so much, are found by foreign readers a welcome change ; with 
them they receive the acceptance which we only give to methods we 
have ourselves proved to be sound, and the French, German, or 
Italian reader who once gains a safe foothold in the leading motive 
or idea of an English story, can easily surround it with such details 
of local colour, custom, or incident — no matter how alien to his 
experience — as the author may furnish. 

Now, in this connection be pleased to look at the following tables, 
which give, with briefest notes of subject-matter, the titles of Wilkie 
Collins' chief (and some of his minor) works. It will be easily 
seen therefrom, how fully justified I am in claiming for him an under- 
lying purpose, idea, or theory which vitalises the story through which 
it is enforced, which gives to the work that cosmopolitanism, which 
makes it readable alike in London and Paris, New York or Yokohama, 
Sydney or Timbuctoo, or wherever men and women meet, live, love, 
suffer, and enjoy. 


THE PRINCIPAL WORKS OF WILKIE COLLINS 


Biography of William Collins, R,A. 

(Hia father.) 

Antonina ; or. The Fall of Rome , 
An historical novel. A failure (his only one). 
Rambles beyond Railways 

Notes on a Cornish tour. 


1S48 

1850 

1851 


Basil : a Story of Modern Life .... 1852 

A powerful story, with an unpleasant motive. Written as an autobiography 
of the hero. Essentially a tragedy, the oncoming calamity felt in every 
successive page more and more clearly. Note that in this first book there 
ts no humorous relief whatever. 

Hide and Seek 1854. 

As tender and pathetic a story as Willie Collins ever wrote, and very full 
ot humour. Here the raotive_ of the tale is the study of the affliction of 
clearness and dumbness. It is remarkable that the author represents the 
compensations and alleviations of the calamity, more than its sorrows. 

ote^ also, that the author's protests against conventional religion and 
inansaism here make their appearance for the first time. 
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After Dark ........ 1856 

A good collection of stories, with a connecting thread of narrative. 

The Dead Secret . . . . . . .1857 

A study of character. Here blindness is treated on the same principle 
as in Hide and Seek. 

The Queen of Hearts ...... 1859 

A collection of stories bound together with a narrative thread after the 
Charles Dickens fashion. Remark, however, that the intense dramatic 
realisation of Collins shows clearly in the vivid life here given to this 
narrative connecting-link, and that all the personages therein are careful 
and, in their way, elaborate character-studies. 

The Woman in White ...... i860 

Kept Thackeray up all night to read ; ran into seven editions in a few 
weeks, anti probably excited greater public interest than any novel of even 
that period. 

No Name 1 ........ 1862 

On the whole the finest of Wilkie Collins' works. There is in it no 
study of disease, no secret worth speaking of, and curiously little incident. 
The story hinges entirely on one character, Magdalen VnnstonO, and she 
sustains the burden easily. Round her from the very fust all the other 
characters are grouped, and it is worth notice that in the opening chapter 
of the story, Wilkie Collins deliberately sets the stage for the entry of 
his heroine, just as might be done in the theatre : first the comedy of the 
servants, next the minor dramatis persona, all leading up to the sudden 
burst of action with which Magdalen in another moment dashes into view 
on the dingy old oaken stairs with the suddenness of a flash of light, and 
clearing the last three steps into the hall at a jump, presents herself breathless 
in the breakfast-room to make the family circle complete. 


My Miscellanies 1863 

Sketches of various kinds. 

Armadale ........ 1866 


A study of heredity, and the first appearance of the supernatural in 
Collins' important novels. The most elaborate of the author’s works, 
and in some respects the most powerful. Specially notable for mealing 
more clearly than in earlier books Collins’ descriptive power. See, for 
instance, the account here of the Norfolk Broads, with its underlying 
suggestion of mystery sod terror ; the description of the German water- 
ing-plaee, with the townswomen knitting and gossiping n hile they wait for 
the invalids ; and, perhaps finest of all, the picture of the wrecked ship 
and the Sound at night 

The Moonstone 186S 

After The Woman in White perhaps the most generally popular of his 
stories — a Chinese purrlc in literature, of which, perhaps, no reader has 
ever yet guessed the secret Principally delightful, however, for two 
characters — the oM house-steward, Gabriel netteredge, and the rose- 
growing Detective, Sergeant Cuff. Note that here again Collins returns 
to his medical and scientific experiences, and makes the irregular action 
of a narcotic the pivot of the whole book. 


1 See also the Preface to A 'a A 'amt, quoted o 
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Man and Wife « * - * . * , \ *^7° 

The much-attacked attack upon the brutalising effect of athletic sports, 
or rather of the undue enthusiasm aroused by, and attention given to, 
athletic sports in England Here in great measure the author not only lived 
to see the first criticism on his work reversed, but even to Sec the public 
growing to be of his mind with regard to this subject Athletic sports 
as a means of arousing natural enthusiasm have had their day; they 
are now rightly regarded as good things in their place and in moderation. 
That here Wilkie Collins overstated his case there is no doubt Cut 
how far it was necessary at that time to so overstate it in order to gain 
a hearing, is difficult to say. This book has also a second aim, the exhi- 
bition of the injustice which may be caused by the present condition of 
the Scotch Marriage Laws. 

Poor Miss Finch ....... 1S72 

A corresponding study of blindness (in a woman) to that of dumbness in 
Hide and Seek. Note also the epilepsy and its cure, and their intimate 
relation to the plot 

The New Magdalen 1873 

A plea for the regeneration of a fallen woman, and for a more Christian _ 
view of political economy in so far as it is concerned with the labour 
question. 

The Law and the Lady 1875 

Chiefly directed against the Scotch verdict of Not proven, as Man and 
Wfe was against the Scotch marriage laws. 

Two Destinies 1876 

A mystic tale, founded on the old notion of two souls destined from their 
birth for one another. • 


The Haunted Hotel ...... 187S 

A weird but not wholly successful Venetian ghost story. 

The Fallen Leaves ...... 1879 

A further advance in the direction of Socialism, and another and more 
daring treatment of the Social Evil question. Perhaps the most daring 
book from the Philistine point of view which has ever been published in 
England. 


'A Rogue’s Life from his Birth to his Marriage . 1879 

The Black Robe ... . . „ . . 1S81 

Heart and Science 1883 

I say No 1S84 

" The Guilty River ....... 1SS6 

(A shilling dreadful.) 

The Evil Genius 1SS6 

Little Novels 1887 

The Legacy of Cam 1887-8 


Of these later novels, fine in detail as several of them are, I would, here 
and now, be silent Ariy adequate criticism of them, even in the shape of 
a note, would have to take account of the author's failing power, and this 
is not the place or the time at which, that can fitly be done. 
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Blind Love.’ 

In course of publication, the last chapters being finished, according to 
Wilkie Collins’ scenario, by Mr. Walter Ilesant, this arrangement having 
been raaijc some little time before the author's death. 


- MINOR WORKS OF WILKIE COLLINS 

The following are some of the chief short stories, plays, and 
sketches published separately, chiefly in Household Words and All 
the Year Round : — 

The Dream Woman — published in Household Words. (Subse- 
• qucntly rewritten and enlarged for reading in America. ) 

Mr. Wray’s Cash-box. 

The Yellow Mask. 

A Terribly Strange Bed. 

Please Employ Major Naniby. 

The Cruise of the Tomtit. 

John Jago’s Ghost. (Published first, I think, in America.) 

Miss or Mrs. ? (Holiday Number of Graphic or Illustrated (?).) 

Plays — 1 The Woman in White. (Olympic Theatre. Successful, keeps the 
stage.) 

*The New Magdalen. (Olympic Theatre. Has been several times 
revived ; very successful.) 

1 Man and Wife. ( Prince of Wales’ Theatre. Successful, but not a 
good play, saved by Coghlan’s magnificent acting j Bancroft also was 
very good.) 

The Moonstone ....... 1887 

Miss Gwilt. (Version of jtnnadalc, adapted chiefly by M. Rcgnser. 
Globe Theatre. Unsuccessful) 

Rank and Riches. (Adelphi Theatre. A failure.) . . 18S3 

The Lighthouse and The Frozen Deep . 1856-7 

Both written for amateur performance, but played in semi -public, first at 
Tavistock House, and afterwards at the Gallery of Illustration, and both 
received with great enthusiasm, partly, no doubt, owing to the acting of 
Charles Dickens ; but both are good forcible pieces, with plenty of strong 
situations. The Lighthouse was afterwards plajed at the Olympic. The 
Trozai Deep was played by special command before thc^Quccn-* 


1 Continental (translated) and American versions of these plays were subsequently pro- 
duced successfully. 

’ AV A 'tune was, I believe, dramatised by the author, but never put upon the stage. I 
think 1 remember his telling me that it would not “come right,” 

277 




; s thaAvIlkie Colics 1 tWnk ' t0 answer ,hc why 

'it hJ * n 

the F action of the character. 1^, he » domin ? n ! ■ Wea, which is to 
principle of life in the human body, 


so™ngohteTatuTa„d n p i':o !ch 1 .^endeavoured to show 
Collins' genius mav fit!;. roi?re °? e ,dea ° f the £xtent ' of Wilkie 
less to criticise the writer’s stvle th™^ 6 ' ^ 3 f, en ^ eav ? l ' r has been 
of his genius, bv the most friHJer. ?i ° ^'T, a tbe breath and power 
quotation. I have endeavour,. f“ tab, . e of al! methods, the method of 
prepared to ^5Sl 1 ? ,d ™ ,C! nothin P "hich 1 was not 
have not afforded the reader’ the ™ aS , my . s P ace has allowed me, I 
carefully forborne to ^ontras wSe"^,',' 5 ' *? * ?? d [ have 

special living writers who are at th Collms ' vork Wlth that of 
popular favour. No one will f..? P re f !nt moment in greater 
inadequacy of this naner from V*rJ m ° re keen,y ,han myself the 
be content if it heip^ver so little in'?]?’ P °‘ nt — V ‘ e "’ ; but 1 shal1 
who has probably given mor e „' n tb , e appreciation of this author, 
and present generation than beei ]. a ! , d barmless pleasure to the last 
seldom hear V Serous h w"d npl ‘T' nSWr:ter ' and ^ whom I 
recognises the service he h '°jl_ S P?! cen ' or rea d a criticism which , 


recognises the service he has°dony?h r< i ad a cn ’"' cis m which 

noble purpose which always directed ^; s work ^ ^ Sh °" n ' and 


Wilkie Collins' writing” sav hp C m0raent 'bo question of the merit of 
ties which have ende^i-pd^f,* rG On , e . W0r ^ as to those personal quali- 
beyond the reach of contmvJJ!! £< l U , s ^ nen ^ s - Those friends know, 


beyond the reach of conrrnvJJ” £< l U , s ^ nen< ^ s - Those friends know, 
novelists, and also that in S ^' tbat was one of England's greatest 
and Collins was a ^ Se ^' ac lvertisement ( jealousy, 


- , dthO 

and pretence, Collms wi<= ♦ - — — .w™ WUB ., 

type — of a genuine hind . ? ot wl ’ t ^ lout faults, but still a 

blood, as well as brains “iwZS?: he, P ful -^-others man. He had 
pnde and purpose in his work- r ° s,t y> as we U as intelligence, artistic 
he could do his work that w \ We as P°pular success. Well, as 
he could think, he wrote- "T do ! ,= ■' truly and rightly as 

and the security of a few fair!, fi dlG I )r >du of his craftsmanship, 

[qr no reward of public aonr Jwtw fnends be 1! ved bis life, seeking 
bun legitimately, P a„d indd^dfTV “ hl i nour that did not corne t0 

Perhaps, as I have said eTsmvWe ? Performance of bis art, 
stories sn ,.,.11 ,u.. .l _ els , ew here, it rj a little thing to have written 


stories so well that the whole 6 *™ jjl a ¥. ttIe thin g to have written 
r 2iy years, and listens to them' DrId ,bas listened to them gladly for 
Telegraph and the t et grant to the Daily 

'Way Jlemem and the Zolafsts and the iatladi 


’ mongers, that this was a little thing ; but very certainly it was much 
to remain unspoiled through fame and censure, through popularity 
and neglect, through youth and age, through the long years when, 
famous friend after friend passed away, and left him lingering here, 
still faithfully toiling in the service of his art, and still to keep that 
fresh, unspotted, kindly heart, with which he had won his way to 
equality of friendship and honour with those great dead writers from 
whom the critics would to-day disassociate him. 

Men and women write to me in a confidence which I must 
respect, and tell me the same story of how unselfishly this man 
helped them when they were young and struggling. I, whom the 
journalistic world is always calling cynical and contemptuous, know 
how, with no slightest call upon him, towards the end of his life, 
jaded, suffering, and with but insufficient strength for his daily 
work, he helped me freely, unaffectedly, and continually ; and when 
I read, as 1 have read lately in paper after paper, from writers who are 
unworthy in a literary, much less in a personal sense, to unlace the 
latchet of his shoe, that this was a man whom the nation should not 
honour, I wonder, indeed, where honour should be bestowed by a 
nation upon an artist, if not here — where world-wide fame, unsparing 
artistic effort and achievement from youth to age, unite with a 
private life which respected alike the sanctities of friendship, the 
claims of literary brotherhood, the duties of mercy, charity, and 
truth, the obligation to speak in censure of every worldly convention 
that made for unrighteousness, affectation, or injustice. Whether 
it be wise in men to do such deeds I do not know ; at least it is wise 
in States to honour them. So, or in some such fashion, spoke Sir 
William Temple, and his words apply well here. A sensation 
novelist only! Yes, if you will have it so ; but A novelist whose 
sensations never exalted an unworthy cause, whose tongue never 
faltered in obedience to public whim, and whose words pleaded the 
cause of suffering humanity, of the animal creation, of all things and 
people against whom the self-righteous, the unthinking, and the cruel 
are wont to be banded together. 

From one point of view it matters not a whit — whether England 
says, in raising some remembrance to him, This is one of those 
sons of whom I am proud — but to England it matters much. She 
can receive honour from him, from her dead writer, in bestowing, 
even now, that recognition which in another land would baye been 
given in life, or she can stand on one side and ignore the claim, and 
refuse for the last time the tardy recompense. At least this man's 
monument is secure, even though it be not bnilded at St. Paul’s or 
Westminster, for it stands firm in the hearts of his friends, in each 
unselfish humanitarian impulse which inspired his pen, and in the 
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pleasure he has given to millions for wellnigh half a century. That 
it should have been left to me, the youngest of his disciples, to plead, 
and possibly plead in vain, his claims upon our national regard, is 
surprising and pitiable enough ; but so it is, and I trust that the older 
and more famous men, whose words would have carried more weight, 
will have patience with the inadequacy of mine, for at least the plea 
is genuine. For thirty years I have honoured and enjoyed his work, 
- for a few too brief years I have known and loved the man, and if I 
have succeeded in even making one Englishman feel more gratefully 
towards the last of our great novelists, i shall be able to bear without 
repining the many sneers and insults which have been levelled at me 
during the past few days for seeking to give him this last poor honour 
of remembrance.* 

1 This was written at the end of 1889 . In the next few months 1 did what 1 could to get 
erected some worthy memorial of Wilkie Collins. My success was very partial , the press 
held aloof, or were adverse ; the authorities of Westminster and St Paul’s alike refused to 
allow any monument to be erected in their precincts , the general reading public were in- 
different. A few of Collins’ friends anil some brother artists in literature, painting, and the 
drama, only subscribed. I undertook to form a small Wilkie Collins Memorial Library of 
works of fiction to be. presented to the People's Palace. This is being done, and wilt, 1 
trust, be completed before these lines come before the public. The long delay has not .been 
entirely due to my own fault, but 1 feel that 1 owe for it an apology to both the People’s 
Palace and the subscribers to the Memorial 
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SOME THOUGHTS ON THE 
TENDENCIES OF FRENCH ART IN 18S3. 



j|HERE is not only a difference of degree, there is 
a distinction in kind, between the annual exhibitions 
of pictures in France and England, known as the 
Salon and the Royal Academy. The former is not 
only a national, but an international show; the latter, 
though admitting specimens of foreign work, is 
practically a collection of English paintings, and is chiefly the expres- 
sion of the prejudices and sympathies of our own people. Paris is 
still the great art-school of the world, and the pupils who study under 
• Parisian artists are drawn from every country to that great centre. 
Here they learn their business and imbibe their art principles ; and to 
the great annual exhibitions they send their works long after their 
student days have passed away, secure of space for their pictures, and 
confident of the liberal consideration of what is after all the greatest 
artistic community in the world — the community of French artists. 


The immense space at the disposal of the jury, no less than the 
principle of universal suffrage by which that jury is chosen., affords to 
every comer the chance of favourable consideration, and indeed the 
defect that is most frequently urged against the Salon, especially by 
Englishmen, is that it includes, not excludes, too many pictures. There 
is something almost maddening in the apparently unending range of 
the galleries, as well as in the gigantic size and interminable number 
of the pictures which they contain, in view of the attempt to grasp 
within the compass of an ordinary visit — or even of many ordinary 
visits — the merit and meaning of so many w’orks of art. Many folks, 
I fancy, leave the exhibition, wishing for the moment that there was 
no such thing as a picture or a statue in the world — satiated not so 
much with beauty as with the gigantic diverse endeavour of this 
heterogeneous army of artists. 
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behaviour. It is useless our protesting against the rising of the tide, 
or to sit, like pictorial Canutes, with our backs to the incoming waves ; 
and if the tendencies of modem art are to enlarge the sphere of sub- 
ject, and to modify the technical methods and aims of the artist, all 
those who care to consider the matter seriously, must examine both 
the object, and the manner of the new departure, to see how far 
they can be reconciled with the finer qualities of ancient art, and 
whether they hold out reasonable promise for the art of the future. 

The Salon affords a good opportunity for making this examination, 
as it contains examples of the most modern developments of painting, 
and I shall in the present article only mention such works as illustrate 
the changes which are gradually taking place. The chief difficulty 
of such an examination is to distinguish between what is merely a 
temporary development due to the fashion of the moment, and its 
effect upon the national character ; and what is the result of a per- 
manent alteration induced by fuller knowledge, or necessitated by the 
requirements of a more elaborate form of civilisation. We must 
remember that a certain parochialism has always distinguished 
English art. It has, like the upper middle classes of our country, 
been considered estimable, but not of the highest social importance. 
We have always wanted to have pictures, especially of late years, but 
have desired to have them in a certain passionless, discreet, limited 
way ; desired to have them only so long as they did not interfere 
with our prejudices, or traverse our ideas of propriety. In fact, the 
question of price has always been present with us ; we have only 
been prepared to pay emotionally and intellectually a fixed amount 
for our art ; and, above all, we have restricted the sphere of subject 
and method of treatment, in the interests of conventionality^ There 
is no doubt much to be said on either side of this question. The 
French, as a nation, have always been free from this coloured-glass 
style of art ; there has consequently seemed to most of our country- 
men to be a certain violence, and, so to speak, nakedness of statement, 
about our neighbours’ fiction and painting. We must not therefore 
be surprised if, in the GalYfc pictures of the present day, which are 
the most in accordance with the ideas of the advanced school of 
painters, we find a choice of subjects such as at first sight appears to 
be even more abnormal, even more opposed to the reticences and 
conventions of English painting, than of old. For the great change 
which is coming over the feeling of artists, and is in one way or 
another modifying all they think and all they do, is a change in the 
direction of reality. They draw the subjects of their pictures more 
and more from the occurrences of everyday life, and admit into the 
manner of their representations less and less modification of the 
manner in which these occurrences took place. 

There is no need to point out that, when once the above idea had 
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painting are still in preponderance amongst the majority of the 
artists. That this is so arises from several causes. To begin witfe:.' 
the change to be effected was not so great, the way being prepared^ 
to a certain extent by the English landscape painters ; for in 
essential characteristics, Gainsborough, Bonington, Linnell, Constable, 
Cox, De Wint, and Turner, to a considerable extent inspired the 
work of Rousseau, Daubigny, etc. But in the line of figure- 
painting no such preparation had been made, and artists felt, so 
to speak, the sanction of the old masters, far more strongly. 
To paint a landscape, as it appeared, was bad enough, but to paint a 
figure, without reghrd to the manner of the grand style, seemed to the 
elder artists almost an impiety : besides which, to the outside public, 
accustomed always before-time to what might be called an artificial 
representation of figure subjects, the attempt to put them down in 
everyday prosaic manner, was far more alarming than if the picture 
merely treated of such a comparatively impersonal matter as natural 
scenery. 

Like most other popular movements, the work of the new school 
ran into a thousand extravagances, and gave much occasion to its 
enemies to blaspheme. Not content with clinging to the new truths 
which they had caught sight of, they disdained all other means of 
support, and would accept nothing less from their adversaries than 
the entire remodelling of ancient practices, and a confession that the 
only saving grace was the one which had been so recentty dis- 
covered. Not pausing to consider that in all probability the three or 
four thousand years of artistic example which the world had experi- 
enced, contained some kernel of what was right and requisite, they 
threw overboard, with light hearts, all the ancient equipage of art as 
mere useless lumber, and prepared to navigate their ship without 
compass or rudder — simply with the one bran-new sail of atmo- 
spheric truth. What wonder that the bark has been drifting on a 
somewhat erratic course ever since, and that no man knows whither 
it is bound, or whether it will ever reach its destination ? For, with 
Mark Twain’s friend the nfgrq. we _ma,v say of atmospheric Jtruth- 
that though it may be our brother, it not our father and mother 
and our uncle and our aunt, and our wife's relations down in the 
country. We are to disregard all the ideas of a subject, all desire for 
beautiful arrangement, all notions of composition, and simply accept 
as the one sufficient subject of a picture, a piece gouged out of Nature, 
as it were with a cheese-scoop, from the first place to which the 
artist came : this, or something very like it, is what our new artists 
would have us believe. It doesn’t matter if they paint a picture of 
a crucifixion, or a dish of lights , 1 so long as they represent it en ptein 
air. To an ordinary common -sense person the proposition will 
hardly seem worthy of refutation, nor indeed would many members 

1 There is actually a picture ia the Saioa of this subject, of the very largest We-sire. 
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or the school dare to state it in so crude a form. This thesis is 
however, implied, and is tacitly accented hv n " !S *j S V, S ’ 
number of connoisseurs and picture-fanciers ^ and SL c . 0n J 1 ^ era ^ e 

school in France, and to itsEnglish modification ”' S 

and shut — this is the end tn h‘chan eye can be rapidly opened 
directed ; so alone Jan W „h“ • "'‘i the ar . tIst ’ s <=«>-* should be 

alone can he find salvation The\h erfeCt trUth ’ a " d ln P erfect truth 
is a specious one, and ve™ rid , y ’ ° ne ma X observe in passing, 
for novelty. It makes everv _ ting to young men who are eager 

to use the old expression— Zgreat'defl’htf 3 ^ n ^ ghb °' ,M >'’ and 

once all other criteria than thf indivMuaUmp^^ 31 

of beautiful form, glot^and dc D th C r UtU ^I e c0 "sidered good because 
Itess and poetry of meaning f °f. coI ° u .r. dignity of aim, tender- 
dcpict every portion of its fuhieeff'-fu md “ s 'r ious endeavour to 
but is to rely tvhollv nnnn ^ V,tdl completion and loveliness; 
a cursory glance, and tha? at 7 re P re5end "g the effect of 

another, it is evident that art Jm jbmg or scene just as well as at 
different import from that which *. .become at onc e a matter of very 
times. For, we are temoted to u b as always been considered in past 
our houses with, and spend hnM^'-^V' should we want to decorate 
what Tom, Dick, and Harrv ^ m j°° kln g at representations of 
We can wink our own tyes iPit rn 2S tilE n Wlnk their eyes rapidly? 
selves, all day long, if i e findTh^ 5 that -' and at ‘. he things them- 
If the painter is to have nn c 6 - ° ccl ?P at,on sufficiently amusing, 
exercise no power of selection P eciai vision, no subtle message, to 
result but the reproduction of . v ° mbl . na 'ton, to give us, in fact, no 
that we may all see in our ^ Ulckest "npression of Nature 

for us at least, in his exist!™ is there much ose, 

people want to enjoy a scene in Nan ' ' Vken ordinary everyday 
object or action, do ,h e y7e t to ^ Iook at aa interesting 
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the' incomplete vision rather than the completed one ? Because, say 
they, the first impression is the only visual one — that is, the 
picture imprinted on the retina; and, consequently, that is the one 
you should reproduce. It will be evident to everybody that this is by 
no means logically sound, even if it be true that there is one actual 
moment at which the picture on the retina is visually true, unaffected 
by the operation and previous knowledge of the brain. But this 
contention is manifestly erroneous; we receive no impression, no 
matter how imperfect, without the assistance and the report on it, 
so to speak, of the brain; and there is no one point at which we can 
arrest this modification, or any at which we can say it begins. 

The Avhole theory is based on a mistaken idea that the report of 
the eye, if I may use such an expression, can be dissevered from 
all our previous knowledge, from all mental experience; an idea 
which the slightest acquaintance with physiology would suffice to 
disprove. Even, however, as I have said, if it were correct, there 
would still remain to be proved the conclusion that because this first 
impression could be set down, that is the result to which the efforts 
of artists should be directed — which seems to me somewhat as if one 
should say that because the alphabet is the first step towards learn- 
ing to read, we should prefer a jumble of letters to more highly 
developed literature. 

But enough of this impressionist theory: it is one which will 
refute itself in time, and already it is losing its hold over the best of 
its followers , 1 The naturalist art of such men as Duran, Gervex, 
and others, which is the most prominent characteristic of the present 
Salon, is only but faintly allied to the ultra school of which I have 
been speaking, and it is this of which I must now speak. 

The most popular picture in the Salon is by hi. Gervex, and 
shows a clinical lecture by Dr. Pean in the ward of a hospital : 

"En somme, l'harmonie noire des vfitements de nos jours esc 
eftarmante cans fes tonafftes ciafres ; eiVe peut varfer a eftaque 

4 ceuvre de peintre, selon les milieux, l’heure, l’dclairage, et a au 

* moins Vin appreciable avantage d’etre constnmment vue, et h 
portee des yeux de tous, A cet egard le tableau de M. 
Gervex est absolument remarquable. II est impossible de 
donner mieux l'imprcssion d’un jour d’interieur, de cette atmo- 
sphere impalpable, £clairde par fa fenetre aux ridenux blancs 
releves, modelant de reflets froids les visages, et circulant sur 
les murs nus de la salle d’hopitak Ce qu’il y a d'air dans 
cette perspective rcstreintc, en somme est imaginable. On y 

1 These words have row been verified. Impressionism is dead amongst the French 
(advanced) school, and has naturally found its home in England : like last year's Paris 
bonnets. 

=S; 



h™ A y E y - res P ,rc ' Allons! I’"t moderne a du 
bon. Avouez que la redingote n’est pas si redoutable ct nue 
CSt un ,?? ,ntrc pnv-iligid, d'unc exquise sensibility 
d ceil et d une rare dchcatesse de palette." 


So far, M. Paul Mentz in praise of the modern art and thic 
especial sample : ; and the merits which he finds therein are reallv- 

Mc b o e r y °,lft t ,°tVl th V ! '- C 0/ " ,c ilacis - thc lnl pression 

q" y is «« of admirable 

The Doctor Pean^hlm^r 3 ^ 05 ^ 1 ’ 0 ’ lght and shade > and colour, 
of the work is n iji . j '-’ h ^ e demo Oration forms the subject 
expression full of keen [“tome w* ° f ch ? rac 1 ‘? r painting— his 

little gesture with which he S ^ I ? mpous mtclligence, and the 
he explains its 2l, •. 5 hls ,nstrument one hand, while 

then, HaLT' Wh v LnlT m ° St admirabI J’; "'hat more, 
through the streets «r p, ? houId ' vc not carry this work, too, 
once through Florence in Id, 5* ^"T‘? bu< ;’ s Madonna was carried 
tage consider this nnocri 2 rejoicing ? We may with advan- 
depends the future of rain"intr w for on ‘ be ans "' er thereto 

of all the arts. P ,n *>’ and ,ndeed < not of painting only, but 

matter. Art evMe’nthr'Im Ca ’?’ tbe most elementary view of the 
thing unless we v&t r annot . S ood unless it be good for ^w<r- 

othenvise. It musf h/ r ° m . It . SO r rcsuIt not to be obtained 
:EL cbarac >-«io a tha« r X ,n bes h t% b : S d h ^ t V l“fiT„ nt r°':, tS 


special chanrtpricf?/. P ^i, SUre Y ' n tbe ^'g^ost development of its 
whether these be *%>. st kind of art will be found ; 

developments of hum, 6 not con j?ined with the qualities of other 
At all events let art fircuof a 5jW w,d be comparatively unimportant, 
afterwards we will acce tf glVe , us tbat which she alone possesses ; 


aftenvards we will *% 2 lve us that which she alone possesses ; 
What is, then the vuT ^ h ? r hands every other good gift, 
from pictures ? Whv rln ^ Ua 1^.°^ art ? What do we first ifant 
little ! Is it bemnl Zr ?u ' Ve de ! lre to h *ve them at all ? Think a 


iiHie'i''‘is U i : U)ecaJ^r d , 0 k' Ted ^ !re to have them Tt alF?‘ Think a 

to admhe lif d t e t ™v dC , rful "*“"•$> of th = 

- 3 T as we would that of a Japanese 


, ii uctause ol the wnnr 

Simply to admire his dexterity 

JifSfter? Is it on l y as ‘‘“.' vc WWW that of a japane 

coloured diagrams of lift, r ™ S °, dhngs which are or have been- 
and plainnS rf "* a f k nothin S but 

Walls of our rnnm. When we ham? nictures i 


and plainness of statement > \vT wc a , sk nothm 2 but accuracy 
vvalls of our rooms, do we Ho c We han S pictures upon the 
pictorial dictionary so murk • r° 0n v as so ma ny columns from a 
was low, and the sun ar «* n orm , a V on that when the barometer 
casta shadow of a certain «?! Ven altitude, such and such an object 
certain value, colour, and shape ? If this be our 



'reason; for wanting pictures, art is surely a very tame Board-school 
sort of matter. If the vital characteristic of art is only, that its 
record is shaped in form, and expressed by the help of light and 
shade and colour, instead of being written in ordinary characters, 
the world has been making far too great a fuss over painting 
and sculpture for the last three thousand years. The world is too 
full of learning which life is too short to comprehend, for folks 
in general to hang their houses with long statements as to the 
appearances of all things, even though those statements are bounded 
by the four sides of a frame, instead of by the covers of a book. 

Then, if it be not true that this scientific record is the object 
and - the characteristic of art, what do we seek therein which we 
could not obtain elsewhere ? The answer is very simple : not fact, 
not learning; but — delight. We seek at once that double gratifi- 
cation of sense and spirit, of what we see and know, and of 
what we feel and dream. The power of art over mankind lies 
in this appeal to both -sides of man’s nature ; to those emotions 
within him which are gratified by beautiful forms and colours, 
exactly in the same way as the body is gratified by being plunged 
into a warm bath, and to those thoughts, dreams, indefinite and 
half-shaped spiritual perceptions, which make up the life within 
us. And the power of the great artist is, that he can trace this 
life of beauty, and its connection with our life of thought and 
action, through channels whose source and windings are invisible 
to our duller eyes. By his exquisiteness of perception, no less 
spiritual than physical, he can endue the gesture of a tired child 
with a significance as well as grace of which we know nothing, and 
reveal to us, beneath the roughest exteriors, that throbbing pulse 
of beauty, which beats for ever through all natural things, and all 
true development of human emotion. But to do this he must feel 
as well as know ; he is not the surgeon, but rather the Sister of 
Mercy of mankind, and tends his 'patient not onfy with skiff, but 
with tenderness and prayer. And since the artist is to interpret 
beauty to us, to find it in out-of-the-way places of humanity and 
Nature in which we should pass it by. above all things must he be 
eager in his search, and very human in his emotions. Perhaps no 
very good picture which the world has produced was cold in its 
emotional aspect ; no amount of technical skill in the least atones 
for lack of feeling. 

These considerations prevent me caring greatly for M. Gervex’s 
picture, and they seem to me applicable to much of the modern 
French painting, which is at once profoundly skilful, and as pro- 
foundly heartless. Gallic — and I am sorry to say some English — 
artists have of late years grown so absorbed in their pursuit of 
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half the space of ranras of ^ f TC - put *°S: ether ' not cover 

I have not the •* mg,e p,cture in the Salon; yet 

point of view of an the Mil ^ n 1,1 . s:, f t! “t, regarded from the 
chalk, and pencil dnwiiunW co cct 1 10n (chiefly of pastels, charcoal, 
as the Salon. 1 i n it , v 5 l '? " orlh a hundred exhibitions such 
rt*-ri;«-,-. *»--•- • ^nd a nian not only seeing beauty in 
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ordinary things but* 1 , man , not only seeing beauty in 

and new patios' without -il#!*"®’ beaut >’ ' v,t h new meaning 

be at the P same' time 1, of' " g "? e Iru . ,h of its appearance. To 
and beautiful in the workf hi ' 'i™ ln s,atemcnt . and pathetic 
about the highest pS 'Kieh’^’ staten > e . nts are made, is 
and this praise is MHlct’c m 5^ can . be bestowed upon an artist. 

Painter di’d thoLghfe^ T h “‘ tfa ? hC T °"- pe3sant ' 

similar work to that wh.Vi, u; i. rca hie of the French rustic, a very 
life of the English countrvm-i^^Y nn ^ ^? son d,d ^ or the imaginary 
poetry and pathos • madPit toucbet ! 1£ * that is, to fine issues of 
P os , made it at once significant, pictorial, and true. 

th^French painter '"tt!!" these a «ists tells immensely in favour of 
hut he drew his insnimrinn Jf°u° n y a simpler, truer soul, in himself. 
Examine Fred Walker’s beauty from a purer, deeper source, 
beautiful indeed, in hnfjF ^ Sants aad labourers, and one finds them 
they have is not the special n^ an *?T, geS «f U r e ’ but the S race which 
that which the artist attribnti? * CC at belongs to them in life, but 
were in their own d es ‘ itc T } hem from Bcnius, end, as it 
grandest compositions whW, e as an example one of the 
and notice the actions eVer P a!nted ’ S f ccd i,,s 

man driving the plough thm., J, y £wo figures therein — the 

the horses. The actions the furrow * and the hoy guiding 

been copied from a vase iri? fi are ma g™ficent, and might have 

onlv the slightest acquaintance with nC5t per l?^ o{ " Grecian art; but 
us how little like the actua? 0 „ Jo h bfe.is needed to inform , 

(not untrue, but) uncharacteristic are the plou S hln g— , h °'v essentially 

'IkAflulirti muitc s ■ fhese poses. The same words 
parnwr h„ b™ soId for ^ , 



apply to the splendid gesture of the labourer removing the pipe 
from his mouth in The Old Gate , and to that Of the mower in The 
Harbour of Refuge. These figures are all beautiful in action, but 
beautiful despite the characteristics of country labourers, rather than 
because of them. But if we turn to a shepherd or a shepherdess 
by Millet, we find a .very different manner of obtaining the result of 
loveliness. The artist clings tenaciously to every indication of the 
effect of labour and exposure — clings to the rough, shapeless 
garments, the slow paces, the exhaustion, the endurance, the 
isolation, and, I might almost say, the terror, of life in the fields and 
the woods ; and it is by realising for us these facts, by bringing 
them into accordance with the dew of the morning and the gloom 
of the twilight, with the shifting seasons and the inconstant sky, 
that he gains the material for his poem. Occasionally, it is true, 
as in The Sower, and again in a lesser degree in the Two Men 
Digging, we have a free unconstrained action, but only where such 
is of the very heart of the subject. It would be correct to say 
of Fred Walker that he made country life beautiful, and of Millet 
that he found it to be so; that Walker’s was a townsman's country, 
and Millet's that of a son of the soil. However this may be, 
the collection at the licole des Beaux Arts of the latter artist’s 
work, emphasises the defect of such painting as that of Gervex and 
his imitators. If in these flat fields and toil-worn people, engaged 
in shearing sheep or cutting faggots, planting potatoes or breaking 
stones, there resides such an intimate secret of loveliness that a 
few scratches Of charcoal on a bit of paper, representing them, 
give us so much delight, must there not be something very wrong 
indeed with this elaborate, highly-trained, elaborately -wrought- 
out, gigantic-scaled work of the Salon, which, with all its pounds 
of paint and acres of canvas, awakens no emotion within us but 
that of wonder at the apparently causeless industry of its pro- 
ducers ? There is something very -wrong ; and, at the risk of 
wearying my tenders, \ repent, thnt it is the substitution of technk.nl 
skill for the old end of painting and sculpture, which was to 
express and to excite emotion : to give delight by painting matters 
in which the artist delighted, things which he believed, loved, felt 
to be true. 

What was the secret of Millet’s success against every opposition, 
against lifelong poverty and total want of education. It was that he 
understood and cared for the things he depicted ; saw their meaning 
and their connection with life. Do you doubt it? Here are his 
own words : 

“ I must confess, even if you think me a Socialist, that the human 
sidy of art is what touches me most, and if I could only do what 
I like — or, at least, attempt it — I should do nothing that was not 
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: an impression from Nature, either in landscape or fibres -The 

' ‘?Y4 ,de nevcr sho .' vs !i s elf to me. . I don't know where it is 
I have never seen it. . The gayest thing I know is the calm the 
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bften ve^del‘iciou™ yS Very dream ^ and a «* dream, though 
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their aim, the ^ndustr^am? if we grant the desirability of 
almost beyond praise 5 Nnt ? ' lty i° f I be artIsts °f this school are 
Gervex and Brouillet* there are Speak °{ tbe work of such masters as 
Dantan, and many others r,w "J en . suc h as Girardot, Raflfaelli, Duez, 
out and indoor light and \£Z. C ? e P' ctures which, for truth of 
Girardot s great picture in th* c s ° r f trn P s phere, are unsurpassable. 
ls a composition of this Idnd «?^if nt L exhibitI ‘ on - of Rnih «nd Boaz t 
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first glance, becomes most technically admirable when closely ex- 
amined, from the truth of effect and the evidently desperate 
struggle of the painter to get the strongest possible rendering of the 
fact he had selected. The subject here (Ruth and Boaz) might be 
Jack and Jill as far as the interest of the picture is concerned, which 
depicts simply the effect of a bright moonlight without and within a 
dark farm-shed, in which Ruth and Boaz sit resting. Without and 
within — that is the keynote of the artist’s idea; the flood of light, 
soft, brilliant, and tremulous, breaking in through the open door of 
the shed, and bringing into relief portions of the seated figures, and 
then gradually fading away into darkness amid the beams and wood- 
stacks and farm implements. A really marvellous piece of work this, 
in its daring, and the success of its main attempt; nor is it without a 
certain vague poetry, which seems to show that M. Girardot might 
also have made the picture delightful from the point of view of sub- 
ject, if he had not been too busy with his special problem to care 
about so doing. 

It is hopeless to speak at any useful length of the general landscape 
work which we find in the Salon ; it is beyond all comparison finer 
than our English work in the same department, whether we regard 
it from the point of view of style, of truth, or of technical accomplish- 
ment. Our English Academy has to the best of its ability killed the 
landscape art of England, by neglecting the men who studied that 
branch, and by electing to its ranks only the more superficial land- 
scape painters or the Scotch school. But the Scotch school of land- 
scape is not only a school without poetry and depth of meaning — a 
school of balf-a-dozen effects of mist and sunshine, which it repeats 
without variation from year to year : it is also, and beyond all else, a 
school without style — with no connection with any of the great quali- 
ties of bygone art, and which has substituted nothing for that defect. 
Such painters as Harpigmes, Duez, Rapin, Nozal, Vernier, Laurens, 
Flandrin, Penet, Hanoteau, and perhaps above all (if only for his 
beauty of colour) Le Roux, have no rivals at the present time in 
English art. They are simply miles and miles beyond us, not only 
in their technical skill, but irf the scale of their impressions. They 
see the scene as a whole, not in detached bits ; they see the scene as 
it is,_ not as it prettily might be; they see the scene too with a 
certain dignity, a certain quality of style very difficult to describe, 
but which continually saves their work from being merely a sort of 
natural history painting, as it for the most part restrains them from 
weakening their pictures with the flabby parochial sentimentality of 
which our own artists are so fond. Take the green depths of the 
forest as painted here by Pelouse * (one of the very greatest land* 

. 1 I know it is the fashion in Paris to laugh at this old master, but— fashion passes, and 
good work remains. 
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as a L.nlfl ^ 1S tIle knowledge tW stutJ )\ to the artistic rank 
subduincr L hUman ^nd, has been at * ^ umari intelligence, as well 
them fo? - to settI ed predeterml^? on , the materials of Nature, 
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artistic education, and the habit of working on a large scale. I have 
no space to dwell ori the details of these facts — they are well enough 
known to need but little comment ; but 1 cannot leave this subject 
without pointing out, especially to English students, how humiliating 
this Salon exhibition is to us in the extraordinary industry and pluck 
which the young artists display'. Knowing what I do of the straits 
to which many of them are reduced, and of the difficulties of every kind 
which attend the production of a large picture, there is something 
splendid in watching these young men, who generally are far poorer, 
and live far more economically than English' painters, spend their 
last dollar upon a huge canvas — twenty feet square or so, and hurl 
thirty or forty life-size figures thereon — with as great a determination 
as if they had the Bank of England at their back, and the reputation 
of Michelangelo. 

No doubt their works are crude, exaggerated, most defective in 
various ways — often insolent, sometimes brutal. " But,” as Tom 
Thurnall would have said, “ these painters are men at least " ; they 
are alive with pulses throbbing in obedience to a vigorous 
humanity ; there is about them none of the whine, the fine-finger 
affectation, the sickly morbid fear of spoiling their genius by bring- 
ing its results before the world, to which many of us Englishmen 
are prone. 1 like to think of these shabby-coated young fellows, in 
their garrets of the Latin quarter, standing before huge Death of 
Cezsar, Triumph of foan of Arc , or Apotheosis of Victor Hugo , or- 
whatever be the subject of their picture, plastering on their great 
pounds of unpaid-for paint, with cheerful confidence, and dining after- 
wards, midst a great deal of noise, and practical jokes, and thick clouds 
of cigarette smoke, at a twenty-sous restaurant. They are types of 
the race who shove the world along in their profession ; they mean 
business, to use an expressive slang phrase, and they have their 
reward : the fierce competition for the prizes, the watchful eye of the 
Government always to put Commands far VEtat upon any unusually 
good ambitious attempt by an unknown painter, the habit of tackling 
subjects of tremendous difficulty, and, well or badly, Pulling them 
through — all this keeps them up to the mark, till their business is learnt, 
and their reputation, if it may be, assured. It is no use for English 
artists or critics to minimise these facts ; no use for us to bestow an 
easy sneer at the horrible subjects, and the vast sizes of these Salon 
pictures. The subjects are frequently horrible, it is true ; but why ? 
Because they are wholly unconventional; because they cover, or 
attempt to cover, the whole ground of human interest. We who go 
on repeating from year to year our Vicars of Wakefield, our Georgian 
costumes, our pictures of Scotch moor and Cornish coast, our suver 
birch tree' or shining waves, are safe enough from such a condem- 
nation ; but the safety is on the whole inglorious. The material 
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of our artist? is, I believe, as fine as that of any nation, but their 
training — in narrowness and blindness, in absence of all encourage- 
ment and all guidance — is contemptible, and unworthy of a great 
nation. 

The Government and the Academy between them might remedy 
this state of things in no small degree, but it will never be really 
altered till there grows up amongst our people themselves, a less 
pettifogging, less parochial view of art ; till our countrymen cease to 
place Mrs. Grundy in the seat of judgment on their books and their 
pictures, and allow to the arts the freedom on which alone they can 
really flourish, Pictures are, after all, but experiences of life, and life 
is not constructed with a view to the axioms of the copybooks, or 
the cheek of the young person. 
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I; — ART AT THE ROYAL ACADEMY — TRADITIONS * * 
AND CHANGES, ; 1872-1890. ' 

HE first portion of the following essay (1872-1882) 
was originally written in Rome, where I was then 
studying sculpture in Signor Spelta’s studio in the 
spring of 1883, and without -books of reference other 
than the catalogues of the Royal, Academy Exhibi- 
tion, which I was {fortunate* enough to be able tq 
borrow from an old artist friend. tThis may, perhaps explain if it 
does hot excuse the -omission of many' -pictures which certainly 
-deserved notice, but which had passed- a\Vay, from -my remembrance, 
•or so .nearly, passed as* to' preclude their criticism. The introductory 
remarks 1 leave as written. The second portion (1882-1890) is 
mainly .composed of revised extracts from my Spectator articles. 

But it seems to me that there is a great need in England just now 
of Art writing which can be definitely traced to its first principles. 
Believing that the power and beauty of Art are intimately connected 
with its relation to life, and to the great passions, desires, sufferings, 
anti joys'of humanity, .1 have tried for some years to show how such a 
, ‘belief may_be substantiated. The question of how far this refation- 
-Ship is- inextricably entwined with the beauty* of the form in which.it 
is expressed is; 1* perhaps, the greatest crux in. art, and sometimes one 
sees very splendid art in which the. relationship is almost invisible. 
But if sought- for sincerely, it is; as far as my experience goes» always 
th^re.olA beautiful: thing — statue, 1 picture, or- building— may always 
be traced back to its ’connection with the.great facts of- life ; /.remove, it 
utterly ttherefronv and its true -beauty fails. Boucher's' cherubs are 
pretty," not beautiful — Raphael’s are beautiful, not. pretty ; the one 
altogether 'uriakin. to life, the others, simply* children -touched with 
some divine influence. The .one man in England who might have 
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and is amazed at the power, dexterity, or technical excellence of the 
great mass of the pictures, and wonders why the effect of the whole 
should be so unutterably wearying and depressing — should leave 
so little impression. Is it not because the artists are painting to 
show us what they can do, rather than tell us what they feel ? 

Those who think that art is a great mystery, of which only its 
high priests hold the key, who fancy that a painting can be great 
for some inscrutable, unexplainable reason, lose sight of the fact, that 
if this were so, half the real power of art would be gone. Pictures 
are only great when they express with deeper perception or 
intenser feeling than that of the majority — some fact of thought 
or emotion which is true in its relation to life. It need not be a 
noble one — for all men are not noble, nor all emotions worthy. 
Veronese’s devotion to Splendour produced as true, though not 
as exquisite, an art as Titian’s devotion to the beauty of the human 
form ; and Rubens’ coarseness and vulgarity of nature did not 
prevent his art possessing the beauty of strength and imaginative 
freedom. 

Previous to the last twenty years, our traditions were in the main 
derived from the Dutch rather than the Italian schools. For this 
there were many reasons — the prevalence of Dutch influence on the 
nation, the comparative propinquity of the country, the greater 
similarity between the character of the inhabitants of Holland and 
England, the solid technical excellence of the Dutch painting— and 
many others. For whatever cause, the majority of English figure 
paintings were founded upon the principles of the Dutch and Flemish 
schools, and aimed rather at solidity of workmanship, and careful 
attention to chiaroscuro, than at vivid imagination, splendour of 
design, or brilliancy of colouring. Tf^ school was not a great one, 
but was safe, and on the technical side sound. It had, moreover, a 
certain simplicity which was in harmony with the English character. 
A little stupid, a little dull, and perhaps a little brutal (think, for 
instance, of Wilkie’s Village Festival), it was sincere, sturdy, and 
national. Not unlike the novels of Sir Walter Scott, in honesty of 
• purpose, freedom from morbid feeling or minute analysis. The 
danger of the style as a national one was the foundation upon 
excellence of technique, rather than upon natural fact — for the Dutch 
work owed its greatness not only to technique, but to what George 
Eliot with her usual insight calls “the rare, precious quality of truth- 
fulness in these Dutch paintings.” 

And when the English schools first followed in the track of the elder 
masters, they too clung a little to this precious quality. Look at the 
earlier figure pictures of this century, and much of their charm will 
be found to reside in their truth. The main principle of the Dutch 
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tional in their treatment, but sincere and simple in their feelings, had 
been succeeded by a generation who were equally conventional, but 
far less sincere, and who, in deference to the supposed wish of the 
time, endeavoured to supply the place of truth with sentiment, and 
beauty with picturesqueness. Though these latter had formed for the 
twenty years we have mentioned, and the twenty preceding, the bulk 
of the Academy — their hour was come, and their fall and that of 
their theories is already matter of history. But in their stead, and 
side by side with their last efforts, there sprang up, what ? Well, 
such a war of opposing creeds and theories as, perhaps, was never 
before seen. On the one hand the pre-Raphaelites, real and imitation, 
on the other the Scotch Impressionists; here, echoes from the “ Beaiisc 
Artsy there, fresh dry traditions from Munich or Dusseldorf. Realists 
on the one hand, idealists on the other, and everywhere of course con- 
ventionalists, treading despondently yet safely in their habitual road. 
Every one doing what is right in his own eyes and wrong in his 
neighbour’s ; not a single principle generally admitted, not a single 
practice in common. 

The old days of contented dulness were over for ever, the days 
of unrest, and diversity of aim and method had arrived. The last 
trace of the old order of things faded with the death of Sir Francis 
Grant, and the election of Sir Frederick Leighton in his stead ; but 
we are still no nearer to an artistic creed than we were before. Out 
of the divine forty who constitute the Royal Academicians , it would 
be hopeless to extract any agreement as to either the aims or the 
methods of the art the)' practice ; to parody Tennyson — 

u They do but draw because they must, 

And paint but as the linnets sing.” 

The majority, indeed, would probably deny that any principle or any 
aim in common was possible. As one of them once said to me, 
apropos of his own work — “ Meaning in a picture! I hate the word ; 
who wants any meaning in a picture ? There’s no meaning in my 
pictures ! ” I remember humbly suggesting that possibly people in 
general preferred one, but I was laughed to scorn. 

However, to return to our subject. For much of the hopeless 
diversity of aim amongst our painters Mr. Ruskin is in one way 
responsible, for he headed the revolt from tradition to nature, 
and many of those who either adopted or were influenced by his 
teaching, have stuck fast in the clutches of a dull realism which is as 
far removed from great landscape art as if it were the most conven- 
tional of methods. The race of English landscapists which during 
the first half of the present century seemed to promise such great 
things has died out ; we have no one living in this branch of art who 
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necessity of increased expenditure, and therefore increased gains ; 
and so he, like all the rest of us, gets scrambling for the mighty 
dollar, and paints not what he iikes best or believes in most, but that 
of which the public will buy most. The fashion for art, of which we 
hear so much praise, has, nevertheless, nearly destroyed our painters. 

And there are many other causes which I must not dwell on here 
— the decay of religious belief, the decadence of national morality, the 
growing tendency to copy the worst fashions of our Continental 
neighbours, and to despise the insularity of feeling of which we were 
once so proud ; all of these militate in some measure against the 
growth of any great national school of painting. The Universality of 
Sir Frederick Leighton, on the one hand, is as distracting as the 
eclecticism of Mr. Ruskin on the other ; and, while the former will 
admire a cocotte, a contadina, or a countess with equal ardour, the 
other will look at nothing but an English Girl by an English Painter: 
the truth, however, is more nearly with the last than with the first 
mentioned of these. 

It must be ourselves by ourselves which shall form the foundation of 
our future art. Englishmen painted by Bavarians, Americans, or 
Belgians, will never have a truly national life ; and foreigners painted 
by ourselves are equally hybrid, whether they are ancient Greeks or 
modern Parisians. There are a few great traditions which are the 
property, not of a nation, but the whole world, and in these all 
painters, poets, and musicians have an equal share, but for the rest 
we are what God made us and shall be, and our painters must make 
what they can out of the rude material. After all there has been a 
good deal of stuff in the nation in former days, perhaps even traces 
of the old divine fire may linger yet if they are sought for. 

The truth is best, however unpalatable, and the truth is that there 
is no very great art in England just now. Much art there is of 
exquisite merit in its minor way, and some of which is imperfectly 
striving after the highest qualities. But of art serenely accomplishing 
work which will live, there is little or none. The perfection of Sir 
Frederick Leighton's technique will not save his dainty -skinned 
damsels from the oblivion that awaits them ; they will not die, for 
they have never lived, but they will cease to charm. The portraits 
of Mr, Watts approach most nearly to the dignity and suggestiveness 
of great painting, and they have occasionally qualities of colour such 
as entitle them to rank with the highest. But they are imperfectly 
realised, and far too unequal to form a type of excellence ; the painter 
has never entirely mastered his method, or rather he has never had 
a method that was not an experimental one . 1 

Probably the most vital of contemporary English art, is that of Mr. 

1 Bui see the paper on Watts. 
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>There is also a certain similarity between, them of subject, style, and 
'method of thought ; and, though both are marked by an exquisite 
sense of colour, there is also to be found in them a quality of design^ 
which fs'more akin to the art of sculpture than painting. Or which, A 
■‘jJerffaps, it would be more rightly said, is only to be found in those 
' painters whose sympathies are allied rather to the Greek than to the 
Italian schools. This was the case with both artists. Mason, during 
hts two years' residence in Italy, had imbibed much of the spirit' of 
classic art, and in Walker the grace of action and propriety of gesture 
of ancient sculpture, were visible from the very first. The paintings 
were yet very different in their main effect, and showed clearly the 
distinction of character between their respective artists. The Harvest 
Moon, a long low picture with many figures of reapers and their 
sweethearts going home after the day’s work, had scarcely more 
affinity with facts, than an idyll by Theocritus has with the everyday 
life of the peasant. One felt irresistibly on looking at it, that the 
work was justified by its beauty ; but that this thing was not, and 
never could be, true. Not false, for it was too frankly unpretentious 
to reality ; and not futile, for it had that exquisiteness of beauty which 
sanctions art, if it does not morality ; its appeal to the spectator was 
purely unconnected with the reality of the story that was told. In 
Arcadia, such labourers and girls might have moved thus slowly 
homeward to the sound of their pipes and violins ; but not in Eng- 
land, not in Italy, not in any land that we see, save in dreams. 

The Harbour of Refuge , on the other hand, relied for its power 
upon truth alone. It was a picture of some red alms-houses flushed 
with sunset light, a few figures of the old inhabitants dotted about 
under the trees, or in the gravelled walks ; and in the foreground a 
grass plot half covered with daisies, which a mower was swiftly reap- 
ing. The chief figures of the picture were those of the mower, and 
two women who were coming slowly down the long walk towards 
him. Moral we can hardly say the composition had, or was meant 
to have ; but it was full of delicate hints of meaning. The young 
woman in the pride of life and beauty, supporting, with somewhat 
disdainful ease, the steps of her aged companion ; the free, careless, 
toil of the mower, indifferent alike to the beauty of the daisies beneath, 
and the sunset above ; the unalterable patience and self-concentration 
of age ; all of these were there, expressed with grand impartiality, 
and framed and suffused with a beauty that greatly enforced their 
meaning. A most true, exquisite, and pathetic picture, missing, 
perhaps, the perfect dreamy loveliness of balanced form and tender 
grace, to be found in The Harvest Moon, and just shadowed with 
a gloomy feeling of weariness and futility, but secure in just appeal 
to the facts of life and death, and to that unheeded beauty of Nature 
which surrounds us all. In the sense of great art there was nothing 
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(if J remember rightly) in the follow I no™ A a ?w m / a £ ain > and died 
picture in iS 75 ? rl’xiZ Y seitt ® small 

About that time died also'Geome Pr^v^l" d d !? d th ?. same a ™mn. 

perished the three bSSS 1 a ,? d , S0 "? th,n ,hrt * 
combining figures and landscape °" e m thcir P° mr » r 

LeS n 7/rPrZr h oT^M TSTTV* in thi5 »»™ Jd» 

Eastern scenes of whi^jb this arrf^ -““a ** Suk was one of tflose 
the interior of a house with an t ,? a,n 5 ed so man ) r * and. represen ted 
grouped round him the women °r .^ding l ^ e Koran, and 

• of great perfection, it was a lawe™? 6 famdy ' 1 .' hou g h technically 
as l\Ir. Lewis' compositions i ™ d so c mewiiat “nmterestingpicture, 
this artist was singufarlv kl / fi £V res were wont to be, for 
of a scene, and -ft h?f P »? b f ° f se } z . ,n S the dramatic meaning 
powers of execution m sub J ects where his marvellous 

flowers, or architecture t? e concentra ted upon details of dress, 
absolute calm, unfailing * P p rf ^° tlon worried him, his work required 
inexhaustible that oatmnrrf mty ’ an ,j 2nex haustible patience. How 
T/ie Lilium Auraium in ke seen ,n *he second picture, 

Persian lady and her maid ->nd a® are ? nl y ? vo % ures - a young 
behind which we catch n , the scene is at the door of the house, 
bright blue sky. The r»;5 £”P S l an oran g e grove and a patch of 
for her lover, and the £;j 3S been to pick a bouquet of roses, etc., 
at her sentimentality q., ' servant is standing behind her, laughing 
« “of little importance 8 ^ 3t Jeast * se ems to be the meaning, but 
work itself, the absolute ™ tr rea y valuable part of the work is the 
sa . ld, .J us t now. abnuf * In j> on °f the paint. A good deal is. 


Perfect ,S ’r° f ? ourse . not that nf 'T « gives, tnougn uic 

them<!pi rea ISat ' on °f things W JT , creat, ve work, but depends on the 
lovinrr * n trut h a Missal n!‘ f * ma ^ trivial or uninteresting in 
mg skUI an A patience ofTm w‘ n ,ng art ' and admirable morefor the 

^■^nkHoIlw. T han ‘ ni,Se,f - 

C and the Life might well 




be placed as a counterpoise to Mr. Lewis’ brilliancy, but in its 
way was equally sincere. A dark funeral-picture, with mourning 
figures gathered round an open grave, under the greyest" of skies. 
Could we have a greater contrast than this to Persian sunshine, 
trailing robes of crimson and gold, and a maiden gathering roses 
for her lover ? This was one of the finest of those delineations 
of the mournful side of life by which Mr. Holl made his reputation, 
and should be ranked with his earlier composition of The Lord gave , 
and the Lord hath taken away , to which it was perhaps intended to be 
a companion. Mr. Holl set a difficult problem to his admirers in 
those days, and one that was tolerably new to the English public. 
English painting bad aforetime been confined to pleasant things; 
or, at all events, if it touched tragedy, had done so in a frank 
Shakespearian manner, meant to be interesting, or exciting, but 
scarcely heartrending. But here was a painter who deliberately 
set himself to harrow our feelings, and who was no doubt successful 
in so doing. Anything more dreary and more depressing than the 
[ two pictures above-mentioned is not to be Found in the whole range 
of art, ancient or modem; even Israels himself, who carries joyless- 
ness to the pitch of mania, is more frank and therefore more bearable 
in his want and woe than Mr. Holl, and hides in the merciful 
darkness of his cottage interiors, hints of peace and comfort. 1 Yet 
these were genuine, and in one sense, almost great pictures ; they 
struck a note in modem art which may possibly rise to be the 
dominant one. The traditions of the schools are passing away; 
the costume art is dying fast, and it is pictures like these which 
devote unsparing power to the facts of everyday life that are 
hastening the change. It is perhaps inevitable that the most 
picturesque elements in modern life should be those which are con- 
nected with the sorrowful emotions, or perhaps it is only the reaction 
from the days of pleasant futilities which makes such work acceptable. 

Mr. Holl has now deserted his former style, and become almost 
extfjireJyj! parJxajt psxotes — .the finest pwSxait painter yye .have; jwjJ? 
the exception of Watts and Millais — but the scent of the roses cling 
to him still ! and often in the delineation of a decent father of a 
family, a grave senator, or a reverend dean, there flashes out a 
little of that dark tragical feeling which marked his earlier painting. 
Like Hamlet, his mourning livery lies deeper than his outward garb, 
and probably he could not, if he would, paint a picture which had 
not some trace of desolation in its beauty. 2 

Mr. Cecil Lawson, the young landscape painter who died so 
suddenly last year, had a small picture called A Lament in this 

1 The feeling of these orks by Mr, Holl is probably due to the study of modem French 
art They have a shadow of" Montmartre ” cast upon English daisies. 

* Sec the Essay on Frank HolL 



savs- * * 

BAsar ifesesas «* - at! 

developed, and a certain quality of stvle h dffiSt n ! er ^ bS T en , t!y 
probably due to the studv of th / " , d , cu “ , to describe, tut 
years after this Mr. *Z-,' ie J sch ? ok of Escape. For 

work almost invariably hung- where it could'Hot-iT'’' 1 " 1 ’' haVlng h!s 
altogether. And> it was nnr tin* c- Id ot r be seen » or rejected 
place of honour at the Grosvenor r^P* 11 ? 5 , Lmdsa F it the 
knew of the existence of this „ • 1 E ? . t lat most people eun 

the Academy hanging C ommhL P a"' II “ “ fi rave "9P™ch >» 
should have shown S eithTrucrirrnl C ° UnC 3 S t ]e ™’° n ' lI,at ,fcc f 

MSS a « =£ S2SS?£ 

upon the /fur, and just before" h/di^.e'ctS him 

Millais' ^/LS° S L P ^rJ?LL and ? a ^ CS ° f this >’ ear were Sir John 
name denotes, river scenes ^ ■F/muiug t° ihe Sea. Both, as the 
ment; both full of skilful Iar S e I ,n size an d realistic in treat- 

toth unsatisfactorv to thf P n '™ ,n g and carefully-studied detail, and 
preceding year had brought iSi'/vvJ ^f 10 ? sincere admirers. The 
first landscape) and seen ChtUOaobcr (practically the painter's 
was undoubtedly then ^ £ ™ arvell , ou l s , success. Sir John Millais 
popular painter :n Enoknrl 'I Rf ot>abI y. still, the most generally 
new departure and makino- e ' ^ P ul,lic delight in his taking a 
I confess that, after sepL^ll 1 a / f. u ?. < : e ^ therein, was unmistakable, 
the dozen years that hivJ* i e Ocioicr several times during 

merits were overrated j. e J psecl since its exhibition, J think its 
of a great landscape but m h °- eS ?° l seem to P oss ess the merits 
feature, presented with pre-ir . s,m P*y a piece of keen observation of 
f 0 mewhat insipid. o np ‘:_ * earness - Asa picture the composition 
dull sky, and cold water md C i^ mp i ec * to turn away and ask why this 
50 And" shivering reeds shoulc f have been pa J intcd 

pictures. They do' not^IlS?»i* • eV * t ^^ e Wit ^ the two succeeding 
t Cn< l our Se nse of selection P°mt, but they have none — they 

j n to fi°d in great hnrlv st ** e> and all that we arc accus- 

or even t^Tre.R^? "?*■ and they do not give us 

realt^^.u^V' 6, hough, or . 1 ^ . C lt . e beauty of each individual stick 
which i_ wh i cfl has little relation to j° arse rea!ism pervades them, 
only redeemed from \vnrfM° ndneSS *°. r tIlc thing painted, and 
* four >*.-»« a-vo, mss ness by its technical excellence.* 

ict • r " ,&ie '"ho temembf 

Escapes with inanimate nature in such 

P C Kj *P hae, »e vork. *-«*»** £tnm, n ill not confound Uicse 1 j 
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The truth is a very simple one, albeit most visitors to the Academy 
did not and do not see it. A landscape is not to be painted casually 
by a figure-painter, just because he can reproduce a little bit of 
Nature. It takes more than that to make a great landscape picture. 
There are only two kinds of great landscapes; the one depends 
on the painter’s power of animating a scene with some human 
interest or emotion, till he makes it akin to humanity, and the 
other depends on the painter’s power of selection and composition ; 
on the power, that is, of so arranging his subject as to create in 
the mind of the beholder an impression of its sufficient beauty, 
dignity, and interest Broadly speaking these may be called the 
modern and ancient schools, and within their boundaries falls all 
really great landscape painting. But Sir John Millais’ art has no 
kinship with either of these, he is essentially a figure-painter, and 
there could be no more terribly significant sign of the utter absence 
of all critical perception in English art judgment, than that his 
landscapes should have been hailed with such joyous acclamation. 
That there are beautiful bits of work in them, and that they have 
considerable superficial truth to nature may he readily conceded, 
but they have little meaning, dignity, or interest; they show no 
perception of the finer beauties of nature, and they must be considered 
simply as studies of everyday natural effect. As such they are far 
inferior to the work of Mr. Brett, of whose painting more anon.* 

In the same exhibition Millais had some fine portraits, including 
the celebrated picture of the three Miss Armstrongs, entitled, 
Hearts an Trumps, but the best portrait in the Academy was Mr. 
Calderon , by Mr. Watts. It was a life-size head, painted on a plain 
and very dark background, without accessories of any kind. Mr. 
Calderon’s face, with its traces of Spanish and Jewish origin, its 
handsome features, and its somewhat stern expression, formed doubt- 
less a splendid subject, and one peculiarly suitable to Mr. Watts’ 
tastes, but even so the portrait is a very remarkable one, full of con- 
centrated power and dignity, and singularly successful in its beauty 
of colour. The character of Mr. Watts’ finest portraits is, indeed, 
unrivalled in contemporary art ; they have no relations nearer than 
Reynolds. 1 n some ways they are finer even than Reynolds’ ; for they 
go deeper into the character of their sitters. In England there are 
at present only these three first-rate portrait painters, Watts, Millais, 
and Holl, 2 and each has a method of his own. Watts ponders his 
sitter, and tries to express him fully, sometimes with too great an 

1 I should dearly like to alter this last sentence. It is most entirely mistaken ; but this 
jHpcr is inserted to show- «» hat I thought rn tS 8 j and not in 1S92. So it must stand. 

* I fear that all readers of this pamphlet will be unanimous in thinking that I should ha\e 
included “ Oulcss ”_in this list, but it lias always seemed to me that his v. ork, earnest, solid, 
and life-like as it is, lacks all essentially fine artistic qualities A portrait painter who is 
not sympathetic is an impossibility, and, to my mind, Mr. Ouless' work is absolutely defi- 
cient "in this quality* 
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outside splendfdly^inted • ^keSly"^ M *S ai * ,?' Ves US a 3 P'<n« 
«gour, and brilliancy. Hoil drivls ht^ • e 1,ttc ™g with lift, 
then flashes a dark- lantern noon hL ! “ ,er ' nto . sora “ ™raer, and 
strongly, and, if I may use the exnress inn : Z pa M ts h ' m s:e ™!y, 
workmen — Millais is irmomoarabkZhffi lm P Iacabl 3’- AH are fat 
portrait painter; it is only in Mr VattodTl bU ‘ on J )r ° ne '“great 
depth of insight which render/' • likenesses that we find that 

the name of sUrTnd arfl^Kik^ded" 1 ^’ 
portrait here whirl, . 'a ve . allK = laded. There was another 


the name o7shter'Ld h arflst d 1Svnfifce eVe " 

of A™ 'Lflst e /h;ch b ras exh?bherl CCd / tr ^ Se ^ dr ^ b '“ n ^ rl ''™'' b 

the likeness t ' he Ro ->’, aI A “ d ™y- This was 

tnent in grey and black and )c - r s ? n * ft was called an arrange- 
time by the vigour andthe nerdf/'^ c ° ns ' clerable attention at the 
has since then become a in 1 u ;iesof „ lc f method. Mr. Whistler 
circles, and his works have founT^h' "' eI . , ‘ kn ° wn %ure in artistic 
where their merits ran be nd ^° me m ,he Grosvenor Gallery, 
at this time, for private re,J * deq f te ^ appreciated. I was unwilling 
Mr. Whistler's work r h ns ’. lo ex press any critical opinions upon ' 
personal attacks upon me in rtfr/rS-^ r d t0 feeI lhat his num erous 
and I therefore may insert 1* ° rt ‘¥ 0TI ? an ^ reason for s!,ence > 
some years later, I considered " he !l 1 sa "' tbls P ortra it again 

Thcre ’'considered it of great beauty and originality. . 

notic/ re sTr Frederickrih’/; ?' h . ib , ill ’ on which calls for special 
f ' r Edwin Landseer was ^ Leighton had no important work, 
Mr. Briton Riviere’s -Danir/ ru' ne i. s,gr n of a E e a "d felling power, 
"■anting i n life, an d the l ’ ou £ b ' ve ll drawn and dignified, was 
"hole mature f ar i n f erior ,be P r pphet was tame, and 'the 

Ir. Poole’s diploma work to - V,icb >* was a companion, 

maginative graceful art and ar a favourable specimen of his 

Sf“ sutcessfuli/h'umor Mr - / ,arks ' Waili «S fir Pmc ^ 

crogill, Horsley, Com- °ra tkan usual. Messrs. Redgrave,' . 
.! tber 1 better nor worseZhn H r ’ rt ' , an d Charles. Landseer , were 
'heir peasants sad of usuab . anc l Messrs. Faed and Nicol 
WlZZ™ 1 ’ Mr - Brett, Mr P?.t/V",' thei ''' womed manner. Mr.- 
itself C w?t?’-° r Seasca P^. *k£\u hT^™' were al! Pointing good 
a . v .,' w *h ‘ ,n creasin£p power k,,/' j , ^°° re was painting the sea 
l ^ e beauty of his «r a , du ^ ess °f colouring which took 
had nr ,f|f* tw ° 0 ^ most exaiMci*r r ^r L*^ r * -Albert .Moore, who had 
Andt-M D** in exhibition anrt T\°/ ^ es, £ ns the preceding year, - 
Wharnrr^’ ‘°. ne the fou/ Inro- P °y n ^ er had the Perseus, and- 
reSnSv billiar d-room“ of Pointed for the.Earl of . 

called m. r. v ’' ° rie , but had riniv r & V ' 10 fij tbe exhibition was a 
• mSmor ^~rs,e Pm'uVes that deserved to be 

■ 1 fihd perhaps Franic if oil' ^ w ". aud.the Harbour if ffeft/fl} 

0 ’ 1 /-.jfc-iSgr. . . 





Q The most notable event of this year’s exhibition was 

570 the first of those seashore compositions by Mr. Brett, 
/ *3 which subsequently became one of the yearly features 
if the Academy. Having been one of those who vainly urged the 
ight of Mr. Brett to academic honours for years before the 
K cade my tardily elected him an associate, I may perhaps be par- 
loned for pointing out that this artist has since produced no work of 
iner quality than this picture of wave, and sand, and seaweed 
;overed rock which he called Amongst the Boulders} If as seems 
jto be the case, the present doctrine of the Academy is that land- 
scape art is to be no more than a realistic copy of Nature, hdre was a 
picture to which the highest honour was due on the spot ; for, in 
truth, realism pure and simple could go no farther. After ten years’ 
interval the painting of rock, and sand, and water herein, remains in 
my memory as clearly as when first noticed, and I seem still to see 
the bright sunshine, the blue waves, and the glistening of the sand 
round the half-buried rocks. 


Perhaps an exception to the doctrine of landscape painting laid 
down in the last chapter may be made in favour of those who can 
light up our walls with sunshine such as Mr. Brett’s ; for there lurks 
within it a joy of its own which almost dispenses with other mean- 
ing. However, we may note that Mr. Brett went on painting and 
exhibiting analogous works to this year by year, and was elected a 
member of the Academy about eight years subsequently. 


Mr. Leslie’s Fountain — some girls in classical draperies grouped 
round an ancient fountain, with a background of leaves very care- 
fully painted — was another of the pleasant pictures of the year, but 
one in which the painter’s peculiarly delicate powers scarcely showed 
to advantage ; for Mr. Leslie has little in common with Greek art, 
except the simplicity and directness of his intention, and these are 
best seen in his painting of national subjects. The Sehool Re- 
visited, which he sent two years later, shows him at his best, giving 
a simple grace of his own to a commonplace, almost trivial, 
incident, and finding a way to make youth and innocence beautiful, 
without endowing them with artificial beauty or sweetness. 

His work is an anachronism truly, and smacks of our forefathers, 
and knows nothing of board schools and electric telegraphs, being 
indeed almost too exclusive in purity of atmosphere. But the artist 
shows Englishwomen and children such as wc like to fancy they may 
have been in the days when George the Third was king. 


H was this year that Sir Frederick Leighton exhibited the small 

1 And since 1SS3 none so good. — 1S92. 
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the South Kensington Museum Th ^ ?“ i - uslrial Ar ‘ s °f Pauth 
? ho '' ed traces of that German influenrr^^l "' as 5’ ne ' !lmu .?h it 
th th r f res,dent ’ s Work. There was a com "f . occas , ,onaI1 )’ appears 
the Industrial Arts of War The “ J? pi ‘P!™ sketch to this of 

finished. 1 Not at all inspired work b?fr ° fi ! vhlc , h . has bee " Wy 
■n the highest degree. ‘ k ’ “ C efined ' cultivated, and skilful 


the L fe“i“ *"* Jndy picking 

Prettiest of allL id pt “ C | he 
difference between a ma^who d °" e , Sees ln a mome "‘ the 
to paint. Here we have Sip lot ‘ ifr"n ? n,an Y ho has lear "t 
the same gallery we have him i° a ! s , at his test, as in 
dressed, over-laboured and over p{ ; rJla P s - at his worst in the over- 
sheim. Mr. A . Moo £ “^-coi loured likeness of Mrs. Bischoff- 

tf I remember right) called T. IS ,/ ear a la rgish picture (badly hung, 
the thinnest dtJ&Tdran ^ T ”‘ y Z «^-a bevy of girls ia 
amongst grey tree trunks £ a daisied meadol ° W - fashione<1 S™' 


_ ■■ “ ««»icu meadow. 

deficient' is it fif depth^and '? bG thought of as an oil painting, si 
texture, so little of sobditv Hn» U ? ln ° Slty " o! co,our . 50 slight is it: 
rative panel the composition ? P ° sse£s : b,,t regarded u a deco 
hmd- hor the paiminn h co 1 m P nris °n with anything of it! 

execution, freedom and® ' ‘ ab «>'“tely right in apparent ease ol 
vith the greatest and anm ^ movement, lovely lines combined 
fvi? P i ,Clty of effect - and in , th< r most uncOJ1 scious science, 

w !j! ch Pervades the whole J? en f ra} a,r °f unrestrained enjoyment 
. ,?■ thoroughly Greek feelin P e n san t picture, pleasantly painted, 
wh'l 1I r^’ t ^ leir happy uncon'jri^’ * n ^ lr ^ s ' eas y movement of body 
thintr ^* CeS are fair » and skie«t tf ness aught but the joy of living 
donFJ? ““ 'Y? re being now u L hav ? sai ’^ that some mino. 

Alhp r=/? re - of these is r ;,° nG - JGt(Lr than they' ever had been 

Albert Moore A. , ese IS the paint no nr fh;„ A. 


ajg® b f? re - One oTrifeseTIr k°" e . be .“ er lhan they Yv 

ha s grasped^th 1° the b<:st ° f mybdltf £ ° f ‘• h “ 1 drapen ’ es by M: 

thinrT f;i. P l the beauty and rh,* ,e * pa |nte r, past or presen 
call\f h u £ ^ e succ ess which th' ^aracter °f such robes with anj 
makinu'vt- S'ven his life to th; ar L'? t babi tually attains. Pract 
g n his own. t s -subject, and he has succeeded i 

‘ Tbi. 1. 1. . . 


boih S" d h ™self SSfer °' b b = ttSlS* of purpis »i « We .. 

d, s ,r ara ssn d SKsI S$sftt 

but I kno» “ S,n s this word ^ draw,n? and for considerable beauty 

n™,!. ,0 " DO Othw A? 1 * 1SSO rim, . 


8 I disl L e; 

but I kno« e n? ng . lh ' S WQrd , Which , ° “ J,u JUI consiaerauie ueaui, 

"r possesses. Flat are one time 
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Mr. Marks comes naturally after Mr. Albert Moore, if only because 
of the utter contrast — as perfect a one as could be conceived between 
two painters, both of whom work more for a decorative than any 
other purpose. 1 Both are fine craftsmen, and there all similarity 
ends. Mr. Marks’ painting (take The Ornithologist, The Page of 
Rabelais , or any other of his humorous works, as an example) is solid, 
good work, very unobtrusive in its method, and perhaps a little flat 
and monotonous in its execution. And if the painting is skilful and 
industrious throughout, so is the drawing in a somewhat rigid 
mechanical manner. The subjects of his picture are originally treated, 
and their points are struck clearly and sharply. A burgess or a 
serving-maid by Mr. Marks is just a little different to all other 
burgesses or serving-maids. But in all essentials of art, as Mr. 
Moore sees art, these works are wanting. For beauty of any kind 
is absolutely unthought of within their limits. Strange, quaint, 
humorous, satirical and amusing, Mr. Marks is frequently’ ; interesting 
always — beautiful never. It is work which is far too good for its 
motive, its attraction would be equally great in a woodcut to a 
weekly paper — it is, in a word, wasted art — the art of the gargoyle 
out of its niche, useless and fruitless. 

The miserable state of artistic ignorance amongst our cultivated 
classes, may be gauged by the fact that this modern form of Gothic 
humour is what is supposed to be most suitable for decorative 
purposes, and that the public, in fact, have probably employed this 
artist to paint more friezes, and make more designs for glass and 
decorative panels, than any painter in England. The truth being, 
that of all conceivable styles of painting in the world, this is essentially 
the least decorative. I cannot stop here to discuss the subject, but 
any one who cares to think of what qualities are desirable in deco- 
rative work, will find that those are exactly the qualities which are 
lacking in this style of art. And in speaking of the Academy, and 
estimating its effect for good or evil upon English art, it is well to 
remember tins instance : that the Academicians select to form one of 
their body, the Gothic painter, and despise the Greek ; that is to say, 
they, being artists, deliberately prefer the art which is based upon 
grotesquene,* to that which is based upon beauty. As I shall not 
nave occasion to mention Mr. Marks' painting again, it is desirable 
to note here that his most serious, and, on the whole, most admirable 
picture, was the one entitled St. Francis preaching to the Birds , 
exhibited previously to the years of which I am writing, and 
after this the Capital and Labour (1S74), which showed the 

1 This is hardly an accurate expression. Mr. Marks has, probably, done more work of a 
decorative tlnn any other character, but his oil paintings in the Academy are decorative only 
in a secondary degree. Their main motive is not to make a space beautiful, but to tell a 
story' amusingly. 

* I don’t know whether there is such a word as this, but if not there ought to be. 
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hi~mef e ° f “ d, ' SpUte - bctwccn » mediaeval employer and 

H- W. B. Davis-, 

»1°pS h Sf Of plS Ct e"7 tT 

generally made up orgreeneeTand ( ^L doud , and s “” sh ™‘ 
cattle. Cows and oxen hi V ’ and . Brass, and a few rough-coated 

to. this that he owed his elSo^for he*" 6 " ' a , nd k was Ptohably 
animal painter than a Penuino N S' • he *'?* always more of an 
early painting was its e-tcessi tl a?.? t“ P r St ' .T!* e Peculiarity about his 
a word. His pictures avefe lilr i°^ ?en ' alit >’- if 1 ««h 

but a trifle heavy Pardv hi« a lmasters j° ke > irreproachable, 

impression, but probablv Yt „ coI ? u , rm 8 was responsible for this 
habit of mind, which calculated ma,n >’ duH *° a somewhat precise 
its pictorial effects. One felt before ?” ed “ calc “ late ' to ° =11 
ful not to like them better in ' hl * P lcture s that it was ungrate- 
his election, Mr. Davis h^"" ° ne adn ” red them so much. Since 
constdered the first of our ™V npr “'' , ' :d Greatly, and may now be 
unsympathetic quality still I;™* 1 ’ ain , t ? rs : hut something of the old 
made up his mind a^to wh' t fe'ee^in^" 15 ^ ^ 

FoturL^biTf^th^iiierK’f, colie u‘ion did not lie in the figure 
The Hook’s, the Brett’s the H c l ua l a f °1 the land and seascapes. 
Days', and the Leader's were M ° 0r ?' s ' ,he A,fred Hum’s, the 
L., a ^ ra g e of what would ntj, - e , and nu ™erous, and made up 
exhibition. The two vacant l h ""l Se i ave bee " a very indifferent 
death of Mason, and the orom '? tIle i l: ? ° r -Associates, left by the 
Messrs. D av i s and Hodvs™ T Mr ’ Dobson ' were filled by 
draughtsman and a careful som’ t f the Miter was a good 

frt?r eSt 'LV ,c, ' dent in Ea“ 'ernTfe a » Id -- rash!oned P a; " te r. chiefly of 

urttst, addicted to semiScS,! h- He ,s a cleveS somewhat dull 
heavy hand, and one who - ubjects ’ but treating them with a 
There was, however, at "his rime “ i? rceIy j ustifi e d his election. 
an g eh at , b!a ? ia the Acadl for fears subsequently, 

Hodw so ntdy colourless and T'- towards domestic painters of 
Hodgson’s pictures had consider-, hf jec,, ? nable character, and Mr. 

^ . onstderable mem of a technical kind. 

^ ® 74 if . OIlI y ^ecaus'e 3 !! 3 !! even . t, ' d >’ ear at the Academy, 
Scotch /TV -Picture CaUerv \r ^ r - Alma - Tadema’s 

Thomps^c ’ „ ai ¥ ar ‘ A - Wcsl ^sage, 
estimation the*^ Cal1 ' Tb e last of t’h F> des Casuals, and Miss 
” the ptcture of the year w ese was certainly in popular 
Fortu nately it is too well known 
•s r 4 



to need description. How much the intrinsic merit of the picture 
had to do with success, would be hard to say, but certainly 
in a snobbish land like ours, no amount of intrinsic merit would 
have produced half the excitement about a work of art that the few 
words of the Prince of Wales produced about this picture. Now that 
that excitement has faded, I may perhaps be allowed to say, without 
failing in courtesy, that it appears to have been greatly overstrained. 
The picture was a cleverly conceived, and carefully painted one, of a 
sentimental type. It was remarkable for resolute adherence to truth 
in so far as the artist could discover or imagine what the truth had 
been, but had no great qualities of colour or design, 5 and touched no 
feeling other than a sentimental one. The subject, which was bound 
to attract sympathy from every Englishman, was represented in 
at once a popular and possible way. Its sentiment was contained 
in the facts. For power it could not compare with the picture of 
Quatre Bras , which the "Same lady painted the next year, and in 
which, taking a subject of infinitely greater difficulty, she succeeded 
even more strikingly than before. 

Mr. Tadema's Picture Gallery is one of his largest, if not his best 
paintings, and represents the interior of a Roman picture-house, with 
a connoisseur showing the works to his friends. In execution 
inferior to none of his later pictures, and in realisation of the scene 
scarcely to be surpassed. How far the skill of the execution, 
and the accuracy of the research which are here displayed, atone for 
the artistic purposelessness, is a difficult question. There is some- 
thing essentially futile in the endeavour to render with elaborate 
realistic detail the minutire of ancient life — the labour, even if 
successful, must be so infinitely out of proportion to the worth of 
the result. 2 What is gained after all by this marvellous painting of 
objects collected, invented, or discovered by the research of the 
artist ? As I sit here writing in the Forum, at the foot of all that 
is left of the Temple of Saturn, it seems as if the chipped bits of 
drapery round me everywhere, are worth all the details of Mr. 
Taderna put together, and that they tell more truth about Rome 
than could ever be got out of his work. However, this is no place 
to argue such a subject, and if 1 do not give greater space to this 
artist it is because he is not an English painter in any right sense 
of the word. 

Mr. Millais’ North-West Passage and his two landscapes of this 
year, show almost the last trace of his early pre-Raphaelite proclivities. 

1 In fact, the composition was singularly ugly. Nor had the artist any real knowledge of 
what she painted. This picture was sentimentally true, but had not the unmistakable look 
of having been done from nature. 

* From an art point of \ icw such pictures have only great value if they are to be considered 
as pictorial school-books, but to this Mr. Tadema would hardly consent. 
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that there are pleasant things in the world, Mr. Albert Moore’s Shells, 
a damsel wandering along the seashore with wind-blown hair and 
garments, came as a good antitype to M. Legros, and Mr. Marks’ 
page of Rabelais was also welcome, Perhaps this last is the most 
perfect of all Mr. Marks’ smaller pictures. Mr. Watts’ portrait of 
Martineau, Mr. Pettie’s Juliet and Friar Lawrence, and Mr. Orchard- 
son’s Ophelia and Hamid and the King, and Mr. Poynter’s Rhodope, 
were all in this exhibition, which was, on the whole, an unusually 
interesting one. 

But most famous of all was the Casual Ward, by Mr. Luke Fildes, 
talked of within a month all over England as The Casuals . This 
picture of the squalid crowd waiting at the workhouse door is too 
well known to need description, but it is worth while to point out 
that its power resided entirely in its appeal to a vital fact of life. Mr. 
Fildes is a good, not a great painter, but he here hit upon a subject 
which is perhaps the most significant of all subjects for Englishmen 
at the present time. He painted it with absolute truth, and a con- 
siderable amount of dramatic insight, and his success was perfectly 
genuine and unmistakable. 


q This was probably the best exhibition of the decade, 

I 0 V not only ^ representative of the Academicians and 

/ D Associates, but in having several pictures of worth by 
outside artists. The Babylonian Marriage Market, by Mr. Long ; 
The Last Muster, by Mr. Herkomer; The Bearers of the Burden, 
by Mr. Bough ton ; The Spires and Steeples of the Channel Islands, 
by Mr. Brett; The Qrntre Bras, by Miss Thompson; and The. 
Charge of Cuirassiers at Waterloo, by M, Philippoteau, were all 
paintings of indisputable merit, and might well remain to this -day 
as first-rate examples of their respective artists; whilst within the 
Academic circle there were to be found, the finest portrait Sir John 
Millais ever painted (Miss Evelcen Tennant); The S linger of Sir 
Frederick Leighton ; the grand design dedicated To all the Churches, 
of Mr. Watts; The School Re-visited of Mr. Leslie; the Rachel 
of Mr. <uooda\\, and The Samphire Gatherer of Mr. Hook ; while the 
sculpture gallery possessed what, if wc may trust Mr. Ruskin, was 
the most precious work of the exhibition, the life-size statue of Carlyle, 
by Mr. Boehm. 


Andfirst,of the four painters who have since been elected Associates, 
and who probably owe their election in no small measure to the pictures 
sent to this exhibition. Mr. Herkomer $ Last A faster was a large oil 
painting, the design for which had previously appeared as a double- 
page illustration to the Graphic, as an illustrator to which paper the 
artist was at this period chiefly known. It was a study of Chelsea 
pensioners attending sendee in their chapel. It was hardly to be 
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Assyrian maidens, or Christian converts, or Roman soldiers, are 
merely correctly dressed dummies, using appropriate gestures; but 
M. Gdrome's Arab, who sits by his dying horse in the desert, is a real 
character ; we feel that we know him and his grief and love, almost as 
we know an old friend. Let the English artist have all the merit to 
which he is entitled for his careful painting, his picturesque arrange- 
ment, his unquestionable ability of realising the superficial aspect of a 
dead civilisation, and the industry' and accuracy with which he has 
collected and displayed his facts. 1 But telling us many (kings is not 
equivalent to telling us muck, and the picture’s merit does not depend 
upon the amount of its artistic patience and research. 

As usual, in artistic matters, the truth lies in an exactly opposite 
direction to the popular impression. The only excuse for these grim 
historical, scmi-archteological works is, that the artist should feel that 
he must paint them, and should justify that feeling by showing in his 
work the effect of his prepossession. Then the ancient life lives 
again in the modern artist’s sympathy, and through that sympathy 
affects all who see. This is, of course, the gift of genius, and we may 
sufficiently say of Mr. Long’s work, that such a gift is the last one 
with which he could be credited. 

Miss Thompson’s Quatrc Bras has already been alluded to, and 
The Spires and Steeples of the Channel Islands by Mr. John Brett 
must pass with the remark, that the picture showed all the power of 
• his brilliant realistic painting. Probably this was the finest pictorial 
rendering of sunshine which had ever been executed. A pity that 
Mr, Brett’s sunshine has less meaning than many another artist’s 
shadow. He is like a millionaire in a desert, he does not know 
what to do with his gold. 

Mr. Boughton’s Bearers of the Burden , touched with a less faithful 
and less sombre, but equally vivid, hand the chord which Mr. Fildes 
had sounded the year previously in The Casuals . Most of us will 
remember this incident of country life, with the vista of dull road, 
the scarce, loveless Foliage of bush and tree, the brutal men, the 
draggled weary women. It might have been called The Nineteenth 
Century , and served as an illustration to Burke’s lament. And it 
was and is terribly close to the truth of the relations of the sexes 
amongst the English poor. The fact makes one's heart bleed 
to believe, but being so, perhaps the sooner it is dearly under- 
stood the better. No Englishman probably would have painted this 
picture,* and never (to my knowledge) did Mr. Boughton before or 

* Perhaps the most \ital tiercel of Mr. Long's work is a weak washy frtlimcts, which is 
more hopeless than any amount of crudity, or harshness of colour form. It’s the preference 
of “ShanVhn Chine® to Alp or Moorland. 

* Mr. lloughton is tin American. 
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work, was fully appropriate. His clear sharp painting showed to the 
best advantage in the silk stockings and satin skirts of the danfcers ; 
and the slow movement of ’the figures, and the old-fashioned grace of 
the dance, were caught to perfection. If a contrast to this were 
needed it might have been found in Miss Starr’s Hardly Earned , a 
woman in a threadbare shawl, who has sat down wearily by her fire- 
side after a hard day’s work. Each part of this picture was studied 
with a patience and elaboration beyond all praise, and the result 
could scarcely have been more successful. Of many hundreds of 
pictures, representing this and other similar well-worn subjects, I 
remember none which told its tale at once so simply, so powerfully, 
and so well. 

Of all the pictures in the exhibition this was the most pathetic, but 
it was nearly approached by Mr. Briton Riviere’s War Time , a 
country scene in winter, with an old shepherd gazing desolately 
across a dreary waste of snowy fields and hedges. Mr. Riviere's 
touch upon the feelings is very keen at times, and in this work 
he was quite at his best, the horrible dreariness of the landscape, 
and the pose and expression of its single figure, told the story 
intended, better than a page of description. War Time 1 was a 
'genuine poem of daily life, which had this advantage over the pathos 
of the Last Muster and The Bearers of the Burden that the motive 
was'drawn from a deeper well of feeling, and combined therewith a 
greater amount of natural beauty. 


'1876 


In reference to this year’s Academy exhibition the 
late Lord Beaconsfield, with his usual happy audacity 
of statement, and contempt for the intelligence of his 
hearers, expatiated upon the originality and power of the English 
schools of painting, and told the delighted artists who clustered 
round him, that the eyes of Europe were fixed upon the walls of the 
Academy. Now, however, that the roses of that Academy banquet 
are dead, and the polished periods of the great earl have ceased to 
confuse our judgment, we must confess that this was as dull and 
uninteresting an exhibition as any one of the decade. 


There were two large pictures by Leighton and Poynter, and half 
a dozen interesting ones by little-known painters,. There was one 
of Mr. H. W. B. Davis’ best landscapes (sufficiently criticised else- 
where), an& a beautiful little Alma- Tadema, An Audience with 
Agiifpa. Notable this last, amongst many other merits, for com- 
plete mastery over different conditions of light and shade, and for the 
excessive difficulties of perspective 3 which the artist had vanquished. 


' The poem illustrated by this picture was by Sidney Dobell. 

3 Owing to the point of view chosen. Mr. Tadema’s perspective, however, is always 
carefully worked out for hint by a draughtsman who performs the same duty for several 
well-known artists. 
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and showed long continued industry and study. No one could help 
seeing that the painter was striving after an exceptionally high ideal 
of art, and giving up much in the struggle -there was little grace 
in the picture, no softness or splendour of colouring, and no beauty 
of drapery, but there was much grappling with difficulty problems of 
muscular action, scientific drawing of arrested, and continuous move- 
ment, and there was a certain strong individuality about the whole 
painting, which gave it vigour and reality. This was the third (if we 
mistake not) of the pictures intended for Lord Wharncliffe’s billiard- 
room, and certainly the best. 


Mr. P. R. Morris' Sailor’s Wedding excited a good deal of com- 
ment, and very justly, for though in a poor style of art, the picture 
was clever and amusing, and represented a sailor and his bride, 
followed by their friends and bridesmaids, walking by the sea after the 
wedding ceremony. The composition was full of wind and spray, the 
bridegroom holding on his hat with one hand, while he grasped his 
wife with the other, and every one was being well blown about, and 
drenched with salt water. It was the kind of painting which, with 
substitution of French for English people, you might expect to see 
at the Salon, and in the manner of the misty execution resembled 
the work of the Beaux Arts rather than that of the Academy. Mr. 
Morris was two years after this elected an Associate, but he has since 
made no success at all equal to that of this picture.* 


Mr. Andrew Gow’s Relief of Leyden was of very different merit : 
one of the few genuine and valuable historical paintings in the 
Academy, though the historical portion was of the slightest, as the 
subject was treated mainly from the point of view of character and 
picturesque incident. The scene represented the quays of Leyden, 
when the vessels, laden with bread, were entering the harbour. 
Certainly Mr. Gow’s most sympathetic, if not his .finest, painting, 
carefully studied in all accessories, and full of good drawing and 
right expression. Not a great picture, for it lacked genius, and was 
too evidently painted without any strong emotion, but a bit of honest 
craftsmanship well bestowed, shirking no difficulty, and justifying its 
daring by success. A little picture by Mr. George Clausen, called 
High Mass in a Fishing Village on the Zuyder Zee , 3 gave promise of 
considerable powers in a then little known painter. Mr. Clausen has 
since become successful, but he has done no better work, and very 
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• Academic' Landscape {more or less conventional ). — Leader, Vicat 
Cole, The Linnells, C. E. Johnson! Oakes, Redgrave; and with 
Animals — Ansdelt, Cooper, Davis, Birket Foster. 

Modern English Landscape (i chiefly realistic). — Hook, Brett, 
Alfred Hunt, Henry Moore, Albert Goodwin, Aumonier. 

Scotch LTaturalist Landscape. — Peter Graham, MacWhirter, Colin 
Hunter, Hamilton Macallum, Lockhart. 

I do not name these as necessarily the best of the school, but as 
fair representatives ; the list is not intended to be exhaustive, nor can 
it be said to be strictly accurate. Pages would be needed to define 
the exact sense in which each of these painters is conventional, 
Academic, or realistic, and the label I have affixed must only be con- 
sidered as a rough and ready generalisation, useful for purposes of 
description. None of this first class are really conventional in the 
sense that Poussin and Claude were so, but their style may be 
described as a half-naturalistic, half-conventional one, founded upon 
an inability to resist the influence of modem art, and yet hankering 
after the restrictions and dignities of the ancient methods. The 
necessity of formal composition, for instance, which I have alluded 
to above as characteristic of Claude, is accepted by all these painters, 
but they are unprepared to pay precisely the price which is necessary, 
to surrender, that is, the naturalism of modern art, and so they 
attempt to give something of the outside form of earlier work ; 
to balance their composition, to arrange their light and shade, etc., 
in a similar manner, and all the while to twist Nature into accordance 
with this. The proceeding is a half-hearted one, and the result is 
necessarily poor. The old landscape painters were not great 
because of what they rejected, but for what they gave ; they viewed 
Nature as a whole, in subordination to their traditions of dignity and 
meaning, and painted her in relation to men of like traditions ; their 
works were grandiose often, erroneous frequently, and limited 
always; but they were never timid and never unmeaning. But a 
landscape which is constructed somewhat in their manner, and yet is 
informed with nothing of their spirit, must be always both feeble and 
contradictory. Feeble, because it was the spirit rather than the form, 
in which lay the power of these painters, and contradictory because 
the artist will profess to be ignorant of much that he must know. 
Mr. Vicat Cole, for Instance, paints with infinite dexterity, and com- 
poses his picture with great care (so do Mr. Oakes and Mr. C. E. 
Johnson, so did Mr. Redgrave), but his pictures leave us cold and 
uninterested, for the simple reason that they have neither the 
dignity of the old school nor the truth of the new. If Nature is to be 
painted without any relation to man — as it was never painted by the 
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I ! The first and chief peculiarity is size and confidence— the second 
haracteristic triviality and haste. But allied with these qualities, 
here are to be found in the works of this school, or at all events of 
he leading members, merits which partly redeem the work. To 
jnderstand these we must bear in mind that most of the most earnest 
minting of Nature in the present day is either wearied, over-subtle, 
jr morbid. The pre-Raphaelites, amongst much good, have done , 
some harm to landscape art, and have this to answer for, that they 
have caused many painters either to despair of painting landscape at 
all, or have forced them into missing in their research those broad, 
simple aspects of Nature, which all know and all can appreciate. 
With characteristic keenness, the Scotchmen perceived that there was 
a great opening for those who would relieve the public mind from 
the oppression of these laboured, over-minute, almost over-faithful, 
paintings, which needed knowledge to be understood and feeling to 
be appreciated, and so they chose their part. Ignorant of the tradi- 
tions of the great masters on the one hand, and contemptuous alike 
of the difficulties and the aspirations of the pre-Raphaelites on the 
other, they covered large spaces of canvas with such simple matters 
as a mass of mountain mist, or a flash of sunlight on the side of a 
green hill. Now and then a broken bough, a herd of rough-coated 
oxen, a flock of sea-birds, some stormy water, or a blasted pine-tree, 
was introduced to give emphasis to the composition, but the painting 
was chiefly representative of simple natural truths, and its relation was 
as distant from great landscape art on the one hand, as from great 
realistic art on the other. 

1 am not denying either the skill or the power of these men. I 
am ^denying that their art is worthy to be called great in any way 
whatever. The truth is entirely of the superficial kind ; succeeding 
when at all successful, by ignoring all the finer qualities of form and ^ 
colour, all the subtler effects of sun and shadow, all the more refined^' 
and glorious facts of Nature. * • ^ 

\ must not, however, enlarge upon this topic, and wiff only de-^ ■ 
scribe briefly the third class of landscapists. These are to be spoken ’ 
of with, at once, reverence and pity. Reverence, because they 
are painfully, and with little applause and personal success, 
building up the foundations on which must rest the landscape ' 
art of the future; and pity, because that art will never be seen ' 
by them but as Moses saw the Promised Land from the top of 
Pisgah. The microscopic minuteness and brilliancy of Mr. Brett; 
me no less wonderful delicacy and iridescent colour of Mr. Alfred ’ 
.Hunt; ffie gentle simple veracity of Mr. Aumonier; the vivid \ 
impressions of the Wyllies ; the delicate imagination and truth to -- 
atmospheric effect of Mr. Albert Goodwin, — all of these things are' ' 
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precious in their way, and all of these are preparing the road for a 
new landscape art. But as yet these men are working, as it were, 
at the different parts of a pin, and in ignorance of their ultimate 
destination. Whatever this may be, theirs is the only vital painting 
of Nature in England at present — their mission, though humble, is 
neither fruitless nor insincere. 

It seemed better in a review like the present to speak thus gener- 
ally of this branch of art before giving especial mention to this or 
that picture. In all these classes many individual pictures are 
worthy of admiration, from the Scotch mountains of Mr, Graham, to 
the fairy voyages of Sinbad by Mr. Goodwin. Mr. Halswelle 
paints a long stretch of rolling clouds, with a truth of power and a 
consistency of series hitherto unknown, gives us sky landscapes, as 
an Irishman might say ; and the grey mystery of a stormy sea is 
shown us by Mr. Henry Moore for the first time in its full and 
dreary beauty. Calm waters, in sunshine and in shadow, have been 
drawn by Mr. Macallum and Mr. Aumonier to a point which is 
very near to perfection, and so throughout the list . 1 A last word 
must be given to the veteran artist who has brightened twenty years 
of the Academy with his work, and never sent a single picture 
which did not breathe of English breezes, and glow with English 
health. To Mr. Hook belongs the supreme praise of having found 
beauty and truth in what lay nearest to his hand, and of having 
succeeded in creating a series of landscapes and seascapes, which 
are as national in their truth, as they are universal in their loveli- 
ness. Technically, too, this painter must rank at the head of all 
our landscape artists, though of late years his work has been some- 
what slighter and coarser than of old. Such pictures as the Luff 
Boy and The Trawlers glow with ‘a loveliness of colour, which has 
scarcely a parallel in English painting, and are at once true in their 
feeling, worthy in their subject, and dignified in their conception and 
treatment. 


Amongst the younger artists the chief success of the year was 
won by one just emerged from studenthood, named Frank Di'cksec 
Harmony, so he called this scene of a lover and his mistress playing 
the organ, was remarkable both in a technical and a sentimental sense 
The execution was careful, skilful, and patient in a high degree, anc 
the quiet interest of the scene was exactly hit off. It was, to us< 
an artist’s phrase, a happy picture. Everything had gone righi 
therein. The contrast of feeling especially, between the devotiona 


‘ No one wl> ? reads tt!ls description of the landscape painters, will feel more keenly that 
the present nnter its excessive imperfection, and my only excuse must be that I had ti 
Choose t\ hat I would leave out. 



enthusiasm of the girl, and the very human passion of her lover, was 
rendered with great distinctness, if not great subtlety, and the 
success of the whole picture was as genuine as it was undoubted. 
Since then Mr. Dicksee has gone on steadily improving in his 
technique, till he may now be considered one of our most skilful 
painters . 1 A great artist he is not at present, despite what his 
admirers tell him, for his compositions are too cold, too mechanical 
in their perfection ; but his skill of hand is really marvellous, and 
should he ever discover that there is a third organ in a painter’s 
composition besides hand and brain, he may do very great things. 
At present he only does very praiseworthy ones . 2 

The Dove returning to the Ark , by Mr. Watts, formed perhaps 
the strongest possible contrast to the Harmony just mentioned. 
And yet this was a harmony too, of rainy sky and ruffled plumage, 
and troubled watch The least describable, and the most poetical 
picture ever hung upon the Academy walls. It was little appreci- 
ated at.the time, but a few people cared for it very much, even then, 
and since it has been exhibited at the Grosvenor Gallery, the 
opinion of the few has become that of the general public. 

Contrast again with these faint harmonies of blue and grey the 
lour de force of Mr. Millais, called The Yeoman of the Guard, in 
which a scarlet uniform blazed into insignificance the poor mortal 
whose healthy, vacuous face loomed above its splendour. Or con- 
trast, with Mr. Watts’ sad-tempered, thoughtful reverence, and 
hinted poetry, the matter-of-fact dexterity and prose with which Mr. 
Long painted his Egyptian Feast, and chose perhaps the most 
significant of all ancient customs, as a medium for showing off his 
acquaintance with the forms of Egyptian furniture. Or for a con- 
trast of a different kind, think of the romantic historical painting of 
Sir John Gilbert, and notice how his dressed-up, over-accentuated 
picture of Cardinal XVolscy at Leicester , almost vulgarised its really 
patriotic subject, and reduced the interest of the spectator to a mere 
question of champing steeds, flashing armour, and smoky torchlight. 

The succession of Sir Frederick Leighton to the post left absent 
by the death of Sir Francis Grant was the great event of this year's 
Academy. It inaugurated a new era of change, and ap advance 
to a more lihcral policy. It foreshadowed a greater tolerance for 
Continental forms of art, and, in fact, as liberal a policy as could 
be maintained under the circumstances. All of this has been fulfilled, 
and the Academy is in many respects, notably in its general interest, 
greatly improved. If English painting is not what it once was, or 

1 He was elected to the Academy rather more than a year ago. 

* This of course was written nearly six >ears ago. Since then Mr. Dictsee has shown 
conclusively that he wilt only do in the future the work which has rendered him poputar 
in the past. Ills painting grows more Philistine, more respectable, and less interesting 
1 early. — 1S95. 
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now might be, there is more of good foreign work to be seen at 
Burlington House, and traces of that influence can be seen in the 
painting of many of our artists. Sir Francis Grant was a sportsman 
and a kindly-hearted gentleman, rather than an artist ; Sir Frederick 
Leighton is a man of rare artistic talent, who has seen much of 
many forms of art, and acquired a tolerance for all. Artistically 
he is something like Mr. Brooke in Middleman ]. , and we can fancy 
him saying to a young student, Ah, Titian now ; I went in a good 
deal for him at one time, and so on throughout the list. But he 
has a keen eye for merit of any kind, he is no less kind-hearted 
than his prototype, and with far more judgment has helped many 
a young artist who would otherwise have had but a bad time, and 
he makes, as people are almost tired of saying, an ideal President. 
Possibly a man whose genius was greater, and whose education had 
been less widely gathered, might have done something towards 
bringing into some accordance the different aims and practices of 
English artists at the present time, but short of this. Sir Frederick 
Leighton has done everything. And the very last election to the 
Academic ranks, that of Messrs. Macbeth and Gregory , 1 was the 
most tolerant and liberal one which had ever taken place. 

The compositions which attracted most attention this year were 
the portraits of a Society- beauty (Mrs. Langtry), and the series 
of pictures by Mr. Frith, ; R.A., entitled The Road to Ruin. The 
former we need not criticise further than to say that they were three 
in number, of which Mr. Millais' was a fine graceful picture and 
a good likeness, Mr. Poynter’s a very elaborate and very dull piece 
of good painting, and Mr. Weigalls indifferent as a likeness, and 
poor as a work of art. 


But the series of The Road to Ruin demands attention as a 
good type of a species of art which has been for the last thirty 
or forty years very popular in England. These compositions pro- 
fessed to represent the career of a modern. spendthrift, and were 
perhaps intended to rival the celebrated series of Hogarth, I have 
sa 'V nothing hitherto of Mr. Friths art, for the same reason for 
which I have omitted {and shall omit) the names and works of many 
another Academician of the same school . 2 Whatever their merits 
may be, and there is much careful thought and occasional good 
painting bestowed upon them, their shortcomings are too evident- 
to need description, or to warrant interest. It seems inconceivable 
n l an y P eo P‘ e that some of these painters should be deemed 
worthy of Academic honours, and I prefer to omit them altogether 
ia ,his P^r.ehUfly ° r his 

to !EL5 ?a < " tf ? e ? ame ? for ob’^ous reasons, but the diligent art-student will 
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from these notes, rather than spend time and patience in explaining 
defects which should be evident to every one who cares for art. 
If they give pleasure to the public, and it must be supposed that 
in some inscrutable way they must do so, or their pictures would 
not continue to be painted, so much the better for those artists; 
and the sooner a critic or a painter arises to tell us what single 
great artistic merit is to be found in such work, the better for every 
one. But when, speaking generally, we see year after year a mass 
of pictures exhibited, which possess neither beauty of form, beauty 
of colour, nor beauty of meaning, when we find the subject of these 
pictures devoted to the most trivial of domestic incidents, or the most 
used-up specimens of domestic fiction, we are, I think, justified in 
assuming that, until some explanation be given us of their merit, 
we may pass them by in silence. 

Mr. Frith, however, is a typical instance of a painter who has 
been immensely popular^ and whose work must have some great 
attraction. The Road to Ruin shows us what that attraction is : 
it is the attraction of subject, carefully chosen and clearly expressed. 
Now to expression of a certain kind artistic capacity is only a 
hindrance. Advertisements, the trader will tell you, may be too 
artistic. And in some way Mr. Frith’s pictures may be considered 
as moral or social advertisements. They are, so to speak, printed 
in big type, for those who run to read, and those who run (round 
picture galleries) do read them easily. They occupy nearly the 
same relation to serious figure -painting, that the Scotch realists 
do to landscape art, i.c. that of broad elementary statements of 
facts. It would be wrong to say there is no art in them. There 
is great art in saying anything so clearly that the biggest fool in 
the world can understand it But not fine art, that’s another matter. 
And it is this which Mr. Frith has reduced to a science. If he 
paints the Derby Day it is a concentrated essence of everything 
which is connected in the popular mind with Epsom and racing. 
If he paints a Railway Station it is the typical railway station. 
Every dot is put upon every "i”; no imagination is necessary to 
complete Vhe picteTe. Given this, given also great dexterity in 
the marshalling of his facts and figures, and an utter absence of 
any predilection for one kind of incident over another, and the 
reason for his popularity is evident at once Add to this the fact 
that the painter never offends by any undue lack of conventionality, 
but gratifies in all his work that cautious avoidance of disagreeable 
truth, and love of observance and propriety, which is characteristic of 
the middle-class Englishman. This was the secret of the success of 
The Road to Ruin , round which an excited mob struggled day after 
day, under the guardianship of two friendly policemen. A young 
gent ic man 1 flaying cards in his rooms in college — A young gentleman 
1 Singularly unlit e what undergraduates osed to be in my time. 
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in a white greatcoat, betting at Ascot— A young gentleman being 
arrested for debt— A young gentleman writing for the papers while 
his wife nurses the daby—znd, finally, A young gentleman blowing out 
his brains in a garret ,— such were t^e incidents of The Road to Ruin. 
All honour to Mr. Frith for the clearness with which he preached 
this little sermon. The advertisement was as clear as one of the 
placards of the Salvation Army; but the place for such homilies 
is not on the walls of the Academy. All these fashionable frock- 
coats and gloves and white ties, and polished boots and dressing- 
gowns ; all these details of rosewood furniture, green table-cloths, 
and cut-glass decanters ; all this stage business of life, in spasms 
of gambling, scribbling, and suicide — this is not fine art, not even 
nature. It is simply cheap shoddy, manufactured sentiment — 
sentiment of the scene-shifter and the costumier — and the sooner 
it is estimated at its proper value the better. 

It is not as if the evil stopped at the waste of power of the clever 
man who gives us this rubbish, it affects every one whom his ability 
forces to take an interest in such work ; all appreciation of true art 
becomes impossible to folks who are accustomed to futilities. The 
painting bears as much relation to art, as the abuse of a Society 
paper does to literature, and is about as valuable, and has, moreover, 
this in common, that those who become accustomed to its personalities 
care little for any other species of information. I have mentioned 
Mr. Frith’s name in connection with it, and omitted others, because 
he is a man of such great ability that it renders the mistake of his 
painting the more pitiable . 1 Had he turned his strong powers of 
delineating fact to painting the real, instead of the sham, life which 
he saw round him ; he might perhaps have been another and a more 
genial Hogarth, but, as it is, he has never descended below the 
superficial aspects of his facts, and has not given us a single picture 
in which the sentiment, the passion, or the feeling, has not been 
purely conventional. 

Mr. Eyre Crowe was elected an Associate in this year, and sent a 
fair specimen of his precise, hard, and unpleasant-coloured painting. 
This was, to the public, one of the inscrutable elections in which the 
Academy used so frequently to indulge, for whatever may be thought 
of Mr. Crowe’s merits by his admirers, they have certainly never 
entitled him to Academic rank. 

Mr. Armitage sent a very important work to this exhibition : 
a composition of many figures, entitled Serf Emancipation. It 
represented a Saxon noble giving freedom to his slaves on his death- 
bed. It was as good an example of this painter's work as could be 

1 ^ es '^ es because he is so popular that there is little feat of my words making 
any Difference to bis reputation. I believe this to be true, but it is like everything I wrote 
at this period, too strongly expressed — a very bad habit writing for the press almost invariably 
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wished, dignified and carefully cbmposed, accurate though very harsh 
and unlovely in its drawing, and aiming more at the qualities of 
fresco than oil painting. Notable as an attempt ,at a higher ideal 
than ordinary, it could not justly be. said to be successful. It was 
like a Scotch sermon, too long ( too ponderous, and too dogmatic. 

. Very little else in this exhibition of more than average merit. A 
pleasant society picture of Mr. Perugini of a woman having her hair 
powdered, and an equally pleasant bit of Nature by Aumonier, of 
Eastoii Broad, Suffolk. Large landscapes of inferior interest and 
equal skill of those of former years, by Messrs. Brett and Millais, 
and a clever bit of dramatic painting by Mr. Pettie, of a half-naked 
Highlander, Hunted Down. This was a picture as unpleasant as it 
was powerful. A magnificent study of Palm Trees and Bananas , 
by Mr! E. W. Cooke, and a fine unfinished picture by Mr. J. G. 
Lewis, R.A. 1 

Two interesting pictures by Mr. Hodson, one humorous, the other 
poetical ; a pretty group of children by Mr. Leslie, and four of Mr. 
Tadema’s most successful small pictures, entitled The Seasons. Quite 
admirable these last, accepting the artist's exclusively sensuous point 
of view. Mr. Long's Egyptian Feast has already been incidentally 
noticed, and with a glance of pleasure at Mr. Watts’ lovely portrait 
of a lovely woman, Miss Dorothy Tennant, I must pass to the 
exhibition of 1879.* 

Q This was a collection in which the lesser-known men 

J Q y O bore the chief part — a strong average exhibition, very 
/ S disappointing in the main features, or what should 
have been the main features. Sir Frederick Leighton's Elijah was 
large, ambitious, and unsatisfactory, unpleasing in the attitude of the 
prophet, and uninteresting in the angel. Clever only as an anatomical 
study of a difficult posture. Mr. Poynter’s Nansicaa was even less 
satisfactory ; poor in colour and composition, and lacking in all the 
delicate grace which the story required. Mr. Fildes’ Return of the 
Penitent was important in size, but missed the dramatic point ; one 
had to look for the penitent, who was huddled up in a corner of the 
•picture, the main part of which was occupied by a conventional group 
of labourers and villagers — a composition, not a picture. Mr. Pettie’s 
Death Warrant, though impressive and powerful, scarcely showed 
sufficient study of character, or refinement of work, to justify the 
scale adopted ; it was conventionally dramatic, and grew less attrac- 
tive upon each successive examination. Mr. Goodall’s companion 

1 The last picture on which Mr. Lewis worked. 

* I have omitted the 1S7S exhibition, unintentionally in the first place, and I do not supply 
the omission, since I wish these notes to represent only what was written in the essay here 
reproduced. 
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pictures of Bagar and Ishmael, Sarah and Isaac, were comparatively 
unimportant; and might, perhaps, not be unfairly described as 
religious pot-boilers. They had the simplicity of Mr. GoodaUs best 
work, but neither the insight nor the dignity. _ Mr. Sants Adversity 
showed him at his best, but this Academician is not one of our great 
painters ; he is the Frith of portraiture. 

The portraits were very good, however. The Gladstone of Sir j ohn 
Millais, strong, serious, and life-like, equally unaffected in pose and 
painting; and the Samuel Cousins, R.A. , by Mr. Frank Holl, 
sufficiently true and good to make his reputation in this line. This 
was Mr. Holl’s first great success as a portrait painter; and since 
then he has never lacked sitters, and in fact now does little 
work of other kinds. 1 


And some of the younger men did very good work. Sir John 
Macallum's Water Frolic , with its sunny sea and larking swimmers, 
was bright and fresh as Nature itself Mr. Ernest Parton s Waning 
of the Year , a wonderful specimen of elaborate study of Nature, though 
the chief charm of the work was the extreme delicacy of its har- 
monious grey and green. Mr. Alfred Parsons' Ending of Summer , 
and Mr. George Reid’s Norham, and Mr. Aumonier’s Norfolk 
Broad, and Mr. Hennessy’s Aftermath, and Ernest Waterlow’s 
Midsummer Day , and Mr. James Macbeth's Scotch Mountains, were 
all good careful landscapes, and marked by a suggestion of poetry and 
thought. Their Only Harvest, by Mr. Colin Hunter, almost recon- 
ciled us to the ruggedness of the painting by the force with which the 
meaning was driven home. No work in the whole of the Academy 
told the story so clearly as this picture of the fishermen gathering 
seaweed from the waves on a stormy evening. The danger and 
dreariness of the sea were perhaps never more powerfully expressed. 
Good, too, in this manner, was the pathetic picture of The Empty 
Saddle, by Mr. S. E. Waller — a servant bringing home his master's 
horse, and Mr. F. A. Bridgman's Royal Pastime in Nineveh showed 
an amount of thought, and care in details, which would not have 
disgraced Mr. Tadema himself. Mr. Blair Leighton’s Till Death 
do us Part , was an idyll of society life, told with an incisive force 
which Mr. Frith must have envied — -for it vanquished him on his 
own ground; the work, moreover, was relieved from commonplaceness 
by the extreme solidity and sharpness of the painting, and by an 
amount of expression rare in this style of picture. Mr. C. Green, 
most skilful and original of illustrators, sent A Consultation , which 


A pity, bat who can blame an artist for being templed by the prices paid just now for 
In fact * a . !1 Pnces noware preposterous for people with a fashionable reputation. 
L ^\. waspass,ft5 E * T0U S h P ress > Mr.BntoB Riviere’s Sympathy, a portrait of a 
up £ n \ hc ! t3irsn,th a**'te dog by her side, has been sold at Christie’s for 
W red gumeas - Jh ,s P ,cture neither large nor exceptionally well 
painted, nor remarkable in any way whatever. v 3 
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is probably the best work he ever did ; a pity that its ability should 
be so fruitless, and Mr. Barnard , 1 whose ability equals Mr. Green’s, 
but is less subtle and, perhaps, less refined in its humour, contributed 
At the Pantomime , a contrast between tlie pleasure of a child at her 
first play, and the weariness of an old man at his last Mr. H. M. 
Paget, but lately an Academy student, sent an illustration to Enid, 
which showed power and study, and Mr. Lockhart’s Gil E/as was 
vividly conceived and expressed. These, with the Bailiff' s 
Daughter of Mr. Brewtnall,* were all interesting, and in one way or 
another good work, and made up in some measure for the deficiencies 
of better-known artists. But the exhibition was on the whole dreary 
and uninteresting, and never had the want of high aim amongst the 
Academicians been more painfully evident. As one passed from 
room to room only to encounter the same worn-out themes, treated 
in the same conventional manner, the heart and brain grew weary 
as the feet, for, speaking generally, there was to be found here in the 
majority .of the work, neither thought nor beauty. 

Three artists aimed, however, at this last, Messrs. Long, Brett, 
and Goodwin, and their work deserves attention. Mr. Long in his 
Esther and Vashti, two laqge companion pictures, showed us two 
types of Eastern beauty, richly adorned, and surrounded with all 
appropriate accessories. Attractive and powerfully painted as these 
were, they lacked depth of feeling, and real penetration into their 
subjects, and presented only a superficial book-of-beauty sort of love- 
liness, something akin to those large-eyed young ladies whom Miss 
Florence Claxton draws for the advertisements of How small these 
gloves make one's hands look / or the something-or-other corset. Mr. 
Brett sought his realistic beauty of sun and sea successfully in 
his Stronghold of the Saison, but the scene was almost oppressively 
still and hot, and lacked the freshness with which this artist 
usually invested his landscapes. 

Mr. Albert Goodwin had two Voyages of Siitbad, which were the 
only' works in the Academy deserving the epithet of imaginative. 
Delicate compositions these, in which reality and unreality w’ere 
mingled so gently and so inextricably*, that the mind accepted them 
as frankly as the incongruities of a dream. I remember no touch of 
nature in modern art more beautifully introduced, than the painting 
of the pools of sea-water in one of these pictures. The wrecked 
ship lay stranded upon one side of the shore, and Sinbad was 
going -hurriedly up the beach towards the cliffs; but, in the fore- 
ground near the wreck, a great case of oranges had been burst open 

1 Mr. Barnard's best picture, however, should have been noticed previously, in 1877. A 
Safurdiy A 'ight in the East End of London. A work which, although almost repulsive 
in »ts details, realised sen* powerfully a scene which is perhaps as sigm 6 cant a one as any 
in English life. 

1 Hung where it could hardly be seen. 



bv the force of the waves, and the golden fruit was floating in the 
clear pools amongst the rocks, with little fishes nibbling at it eagerly.' 
On the other side of the moon, were the little atmospheric gems of 
•Mr. Cecil Lawson ; in which imagination showed dearly, but con- 
fusedly. The work surrendered too much to mystery, and all its 
meaning was only shadowed forth. One word must be given to 
the industrious, enthusiastic, but, alas ! futile work, of Mr. Rooke, an 
artist who is chiefly known as an admirer of “ Mr. Burne-Jones. 
At this time he painted habitually a series of subjects in the same 
frame, generally illustrative of the Old Testament. This year it 
was A /tab's Coveting which formed his subject-matter. This work 
was notable only for its attempt at making the qualities of design 
and meaning into a beautiful whole. Neither a great painter nor a 
good draughtsman, Mr. Rooke nevertheless might read a lesson to 
most of those who exhibit at the Academy, in the height of his 
aim, the patience of his endeavour, and in the almost sublime per- 
sistency with which he follows the best art with which he is 
acquainted, and he has at all events grasped two truths, that a picture 
should be beautiful, and should mean something. 5 

Q O This year there were three pictures, two of them 
I O O O by Academicians, which were deservedly the chief 
favourites, and were upon the whole the best works 
of their respective artists — these were The Visit to s£seu?apiiis,hy 
Mr. Poynter ; On Board the Bellerophon , by Mr, Orchardson ; and 
Britannia's Realm, by Mr. Brett. 


The Visit to VEsculapius was an oil-painting enlarged from a 
small water-colour, which had been in the Dudley Gallery some 
years previously. 3 In many ways this was an especially fine work, 
its chief defect being that inability to realise any ‘type of female 
loveliness which Mr. Poynter has always shown. This Diana would 
have attracted no Endymion, nor, indeed, was she more attractive 
.than the nymphs who accompanied her. But the pose of each figure 
was excellent ; the background was constructed with great care and 
success ; the painting good throughout, and the colour, though a 
little lifeless and dull, by no means unpleasant. A seriously-intended, 
scholarly picture, produced with labour and skill, and thoroughly 
deserving of the favour met with. 

. 1 l catmot resist stating here, that this picture of Mr. Goodwin’s and its companion hare 
•since been purchased for the Gallery of his native town, Maidstone. A rare instance of 
honouring a prophet in his own country — before death 1 
„ Mr- Rooke’s best picture was exhibited the previous year, if 1 remember right, and was 
cat led The Story of Ruth. It was purchased by the Academy with the Chantrey funds. 

It is strange how critics and the public arc affected by increased size and a change from 
water colours to oils. The earlier and smaller edition of this picture was very superior to the 
oil-painting, but no one would see at the time th3t it was a work of really exquis.de quality, 
and 1 remember papers, which shall be nameless, that did not even mention it. 
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M r/ Orchardson's work has been already criticised, and I have 
only space here to say of his Napoleon on the 'Belle rophon that 'it 
showed him at his very best. Always dramatic and powerful, in a 
more or less irresponsible Fashion, the painter here- manifested a 
^restraint and a concentration which even his admirers could scarcely 
have expected. .The situation was treated gravely and without 
exaggeration, and the composition was of a simple, natural kind, free 
from apparent artifice, and yet thoroughly good. 

Mr. Brett's Britannia's Realm was a curious companion in patriotism 
— or Jingoism — to Mr. Orchardson’s Napoleon. It represented a 
sunny sea, and in the distance many ships dotted here and there making 
•up channel, with what little breeze they could discover. Though not 
perhaps better than the painter’s other works, this wide stretch of 
blue water was certainly more attractive to English eyes — there was 
a delicate compliment in the title, to each of those who looked at the 
broad expanse, and felt that in some sort it belonged to him. Any- 
way the popularity of the picture was undoubted ; the hint of meaning 
,was just what Mr. Brett's work had always lacked to render it 
irresistible, and no one was surprised when Britannia's Realm was 
bought by the Academy 1 (together with the two other pictures of this 
year that 1 have mentioned), and when shortly afterwards Mr. Brett 
was elected an Associate. As he had been one of the chief attrac- 
tions of the Academy for nearly ten years, it was perhaps about time 
to recognise his merit. 

In this year public notice began to be attracted to the Venetian 
- street scenes of Mr. Henry Woods, full of what I must consider to be 
a degraded cleverness, and founded upon the manner of a still more 
clever Venetian painter called Van Haanen. 2 It would not be worth 
while to mention these were it not that Mr. Woods, to the surprise of 
'every one, save the few who had noticed that his works were always 
hung on the line, has been lately elected an Associate of the Academy. 
His style of work is like that of dozens of foreign painters, but is 
tolerably rare in England. It is painted from dark to light, with black 
shadows and a deficiency of chiaroscuro. The painting possesses 
great manual dexterity of a coarse kind, and is probably as sharply 
opposed to all the methods of great Italian painting as any work could 
be. In subject it is exclusively vulgar, in the sense of invariably 
selecting incidents, of little meaning and no elevation, a dirty Italian 
surrounded by bric-H-brac , a crowd of tourists and print-sellers on the 
Rialto, the interior of some Venetian garret or workshop — such are 
the themes on which Mr. Woods expends such talent as he possesses. 

1 With the funds supplied by the Chantrey bequest. 

* Van Haanen is indeed a man of genius, though he does huh that is worthy of hi s 
powers. The study of a nude mode! in this years Gros\ cnor Gallery is magnificent from a 
technical point of new, and utterly degraded from any other. 
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A bad art, industriously and cleverly exercised, and thoroughly unfit 
to be recognised by an English academy as worthy of reward. 

There were two beautiful landscapes in this gallery, if landscape 
be the right word to apply to a seaside cliff and the Beach'd Margcnt 
of the Shore. These were Mr. Alfred Hunt’s picture of Whitby 
Churchyard, called Unto this Last, and Mr. Henry Moore’s coast- 
scene, entitled as in the above quotation. The former represented 
the summit of a sandstone cliff, to the very edge of which came the 
scattered tombstones, from the midst of which rose darkly the tower 
of the old church. By the side of and beneath the cliff, showed the 
roofs of the fishermen’s dwellings, and on the other side of the 
harbour glimmered here and there the lights of the New town. Over 
water, churchyard, and dwelling, a soft shadow of twilight was settling 
slowly, but far above all these the sky was purple and gold, as with 
a promise, or a hope. In all ways this was a beautiful picture, 
impressive without being morbid, and sad without being dreary'. It 
would be difficult to explain to any one who did not know Whitby as 
a painter knows it, how essentially accurate and true this work was to 
the character as well as to the details of the scene. The magnificent 
painting of the sky, and the subtlety of colouring in the twilit town 
and churchyard, ever)' one could sec for himself, but the truth of such 
points as the chancier of the church and its scattered gravestones, of 
the manner in which the old houses lift themselves at evening against 
the side of the cliff, and of the aspect at sunset of the new town— -all 
these little things peculiar to the scene can hardly be appreciated 
by a stranger. Perhaps the hardest thing to explain in the picture 
was the difference from a simple sketch of Whitby at evening, for it 
was far more than that, being penetrated through and through with 
the feeling hinted at in the title, a complex feeling, best perhaps to be 
described by the lines of two poets of different ages and nationalities, 
Gray and Longfellow : — 

“ Each in his narrow ceil for ever laid, 

The rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep " r 

and 

“ It crossed the churchyard with a sigh. 

And said ‘ Not yet ! m quiet lie.’ " 

Mr. Henry Moore’s picture was a very different kind, and was 
perhaps the finer of the two, though possessing little of Mr. Hunt’s 
roxr f .”£• The effect is a fleeting one of great pictorial 
difficulty, given with perfect truth. . The scene is a beach from which 
a rough sea has just ebbed, the waves beyond, and above a sky of 
heavy cumulus clouds, lurid with a flash of stormy sunlight. In the 
distance, close to the margin of the water, are a cart and horse, and 
a man presumably gathering seaweed or wreckage, and perhaps the 
subtlest piece of observation shown in the picture is the manner in 
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SHINE AND SHOWER 


which Mr. Moore has painted these objects, quite firmly and distinctly, 
and has yet managed to give them that air of being swallowed up in 
the vast expanse of sky and sea by which they are surrounded. 
That inexplicable sense of majesty and immensity, which most of us 
have at some time or another felt in the presence of some of the 
wilder effects of Nature, has been caught fast hold of by Mr. Moore 
in this work, where Nature seems big, and man small, yet not some- 
how quite insignificant, if only because he can stand there with his 
horse and cart carrying out his daily work in face of all that blind 
power of sea and sky. In every sense of the word, this was a fine 
picture, and one of which an English painter might well be proud. 1 

For the other extreme of merit, which received (in its painter) the 
Academic recognition always denied to Mr. H. Moore, it is instructive 
to think of Mr. MacWhirter’s Lord of the Glen, an enormous (con- 
sidering the subject) picture of a single Scotch fir on a ledge of rock ; 
or of the same painter’s still more important composition of two bee- 
hives and a hay-rake. 3 The contrast is advisable and instructive, as 
Mr. MacAVhirter was at this time the only pure landscape painter 
who had received Associate rank for some years, and it was a very 
curious question for what qualities of execution or feeling he was 
selected. As far as I am aware, his chief qualification for election, 
was his capacity for painting a birch tree, a subject on which he had 
several times displayed his ability at the Academy. In any case, a 
study of^ the actual brushwork on his pictures may be recommended 
to dispirited students, as showing them how low is the standard of 
merit which the Academy fixes for its members. 


Q Q T I must say but a very few general words as to the 

J_ 0 O X exhibition of this last year. Mr. Cecil Lawson's 

Pool was the most impressive and significant, if not 
the best landscape. The dark trees overhung the still, unhealthy- 
looking water, with art apparently sinister meaning, even the light on 
the landscape beyond looked wan and ghostly. A fine picture from 
its own point of view ; abandoning beauty of colour and definition of 
form for a purpose, and gaining its end sternly. Those who 
admired the modern French School, found a good example of fes 

valeurs in Mr. Fantin’s portrait of Mdlle. L R , a dark 

woman in a black dress against a grey background. And Signor 
Gaetano Chierici’s Frightful State of Things showed a power of 

* Some part of tlie description of these two pictures appeared in an article written at the 
time. I ha\e repeated tt here, because I beliere that, though perhaps a little over-enthusi- 
astic, the words are essentially true, and more accurate to detail than I could be after the 
lapse of time 

5 I forget the name of this work, but it was probably The Three Inseparables, or Golden 
Summer, or some other such frequent title. 
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elaborating the plumage of various fowls, and the squalid details or 
a cottage interior, such as Gransommeer himself might have envied. 
The picture represented a child alarmed by the intrusion of various 
turkeys, hens, ducks, etc,, all intent on seizing the piece of bread 
and butter he had been given to eat. It was wonderfully painted — 
the animals not too well drawn, but full of expression, and the child’s 
face, in its terror and disgust, beyond praise. His very toes were 
curling up with anger and fear. Mr. Leader's February fill Dyke 
was one of the wet-road, evening-light landscapes, by which he 
is so well known, and is only noticeable here because Mr, Leader 
has since been elected an Associate. Mr. Long’s Diana or Christ 
— his least meritorious picture — utterly failing to tell its story*, or to 
realise the scene intended. 

Mr. Millais’ Cinderella ^ as pretty a child model as one could wish to 
see, the same as he has painted several times before and since . 1 Mr. 
Tadema's Sappho showed his imitative dexterity at its highest point, 
but told no story — had, in fact, none to tell. It might as well have 
been called playing at marbles . Mr. Poynter s Helen , notable for 
some very good painting of the gold necklace ; but as for the Helen , 
the remark made upon his last picture applies equally here. 

The Last Voyage of Henry Hudson , of Mr. John Collier, was one 
of the pictures purchased this year by the Academy with the 
Chantrey bequest funds, a large, somewhat dismal composition repre- 
senting the explorer after his crew had set him adrift, with his young 
son, in an open boat. It was a dull but meritorious picture, carefully 
drawn and painted, and telling the facts of its story* unmistakably, if 
not reasonably ; the work of a patient, conscientious painter failing 
to touch the chord of pathos which would have been the only 
excuse for the choice of such a subject. With this should, perhaps, 
be placed Mr. Gow's large Montrose at Kilsyth , which, according to 
•Mr. Gow’s usual custom, depicted a stirring semi-historical scene, but 
did so coldly, and with a thoroughly Scotch lack of enthusiasm. 
Carlyle's Chelsea , by Mr, Frederic Brown, I must give a word of 
praise to, despite its unimportance, from my knowledge of its truth 
to the locality. Mr. Herkomer’s Missing was certainly the pathetic 
picture of the year— at all events in subject and importance. It was 
a very large composition of life-size figures, showing the sad crowd 
which gathered round the posters placed upon the dockyard gates 
at Portsmouth, respecting the loss of the Atalanta. A finely con- 
ceived picture, insufficiently thought and worked out, but good and 
true in intention, and instinct with a great deal of rugged power. 

It seemed to me that Mr. Arthur Stock’s At Last was even more 
truly pathetic than this, though it was of a simple, somewhat 

* One of the daughters of the late Mr. Buckstone, the comedian. 
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hackneyed subject: the return of a bronzed soldier to his aged 
mother’s home. Its difference from other works of the same class 
lay chiefly in the intensity of the expressions in the two faces, and 
the’ dramatic power with which they were contrasted. Mr. Stock had 
given the soldier a look of reckless, careless pleasure, of genuine, 
but superficial gladness, at seeing the old lady again ; but he had 
given to the -mother’s face only patience, a patience which told of 
many days of past longing for her boy , of hope deferred, which had 
at last brought about almost the loss of feeling. Not a great picture 
artistically, but a very true, and, in one sense of the word, a 
beautiful one. 

To be compared with it on this latter score of truth, was thd 
composition of The Queen's Skilling, by Mr. P. R. Morris; the last- 
mentioned artist, though possessed of equal, if not superior artistic 
feeling to Mr. Stock, has failed entirely, because, as in Mr, Tildes’ 
Penitent, he forgot the meaning of his work in the execution. He 
painted a picture, and incidentally illustrated a subject, and so, from 
all but a strictly technical point of view, the work was a failure. 
Mr. Walter Shaw’s two studies of waves, Atlantic Rollers and A 
Comber ; were worthy of attention and praise from their conscientious- 
ness, but one had only to turn from them to the work of Mr. H. 
Moore and Mr. Hook, to see the difference between painting waves, 
and painting and loving the sea. The mystery and the gladness of 
these latter artists’ work has no correspondence in Mr. Shaw’s 
painting, elaborate and skilful as the latter is; it knows almost 
too much, and feels far too little. 

I should like to have contrasted the studious elaborate art of Sir 
James Linton with the sincerity of aim, multiplicity of detail, and 
the broader, more superficial, and more dramatic manner of Mr. 
Seymour Lucas, but it is quite time to bring these already over- 
long notes to a close, and only mention those artists as doing good 
work, and with them Messrs. Crofts and Caton Woodville, the battle 
painters, the latter of whom was to do in the following year the 
best English battle- picture I know — that of the Retreat from 
Maiivand. 

To sum up the results of these scattered notes on the exhibitions 
of the Royal Academy from 1872 to this date (1S81) a few points 
may be noticed. 

The old traditions of the Academy, gathered mainly from the 
Dutch and Flemish schools, and consolidated by the practice and 
influence of such men as Mulready, the elder Leslie, and Wilkie, 
have passed away, and at the present time every one is painting in 
his own wild way. The time is not one of decline, but of change. 
Foreign art is powerfully affecting English ; its merits, eccen- 
tricities, and failings are all visible. English painting is no longer 
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so dull nor so good as of old, but more lively and less settled. 
Landscape is practically dead, and Scotch impressionism, pre- 
Raphaelite minuteness, and French V lines divide its field between 
them. The group of idyllic artists, who promised at the be- 
ginning of this decade to do such great things, are dead ere 
they have properly founded their work or created a school, and no 
one has taken their place. We have no equivalent at the present 
moment for such art as that of Sir Edwin Landseer in animal 
painting, Lewis in Eastern life, and Linnell and Palmer in land- 
scape, all of whom were painting ten years ago. We have no 
Walker, no Mason, no Rossetti. On the other hand, never was 
portrait painting so strong, or so little conventional. And never 
were there three living artists who could show a prouder record 
of laborious earnest work than can be shown by Sir Frederick 
Leighton, Mr. Watts, and Mr. Poynter. I have left out of all 
account those artists whom the insolence, the eclecticism, or the 
indifference of the Academy has excluded from its exhibitions, 
but I should be giving a wrong impression of my estimate of 
English art, if I did not add my conviction that the painting of the 
so-called pre- Raphaelites, Mr. Madox Brown, Mr. Rossetti, Mr. 
Burne-Jones, and Mr. Holman Hunt, has been the most vital develop- 
ment of art in England during the last twenty years, and that it is 
to their influence that English painting is mainly indebted for the 
increased earnestness and truth which are to be found therein. 

They have prepared the way for the changes that have come and 
that are still coming. They have struck a blow at conventional and 
costume painting, from which it can never recover, and they have 
shown the possibility of painting landscape from an entirely different 
standpoint from that of the old classical one. At present they look 
simply like destroyers, but hints of reconstruction are to be found 
here and there in their work, and at any rate it is something to 
have gained a broader and more worthy view of art as a whole 
— of its vitality, its meaning, and its beauty — than we had in the 
old days of placid and contented ignorance. 

And as to the Academy — well, one is tempted to say with Beppo, 
‘‘with all thy faults T love thee still” The institution might be a 
little more liberal, and perhaps will some day ; but, in the meantime, 
it is what we English people have made it — a genuine product of an 
inartistic ‘soil. A. trifle commercial, a trifle .obstinate, and a trifle 
dull, but representative of the sturdy common sense of the nation, 
and identified with many interests and traditions which are not lightly 
to be cast away. 


Atofe-^-Here enis essay which I wrote at Rome in the early spring of 18S3 : the 
notes which followare collected from ray criticisms v. fitter* from year to year in the Spectator. 
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THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 
PART II. 1882-1S90. 


Q Q This year introduced Jan van Beers to the English 
I O O 2 public; and is so specially notable, in view of the 
,»v frequent exhibitions of that painter’s work which 

‘ have since been held in Bond Street, and of the high estimation in 
which the artist is now held by a certain section of the critical public. 
Here is my remark, written at the time, on his picture The Yacht , 
La Sirhic : 


** In its way a very remarkable work; a perfect specimen of sensually 
suggestive French art. We say French, because the motive 
and style of the picture are entirely French (the painter is a 
Belgian). Taken as a pictorial expression of a page of Arsene 
Haussaye or Adolphe Belot, it leaves absolutely nothing to be 
desired. Some of us may perhaps think that this is hardly one of 
those fair-seeming shows which lift the soul up higher — but of 
that tne Academicians are no doubt the best judges. Next 
year, perhaps, we shall have the original studies for the illustra- 
tions to La Vie Parisians exhibited in the Great Room, while 
the Gr£vin sketches for the Petit Journal fill up the odd 
corners." 

I had never before seen any of this artist’s painting ; but his 
subsequent exhibitions confirmed the idea suggested above. For it 
is distinctly the baser side of modern life, and the unmentionable 
half of the world in which Van Beers chiefly delights. His art 
is essentially caricature ; caricature not only of clothes but emotion ; 
he revels almost equally in elaborations of dress and undress ; and it 
does not need to be a very strict moralist to feel a considerable 
dislike to his frequent pictures of little improper girls sticking their 
silk-stockinged legs as far beyond the limits of their frilled petticoats 
as the artist thinks suggestively desirable. It was a curious experi- 
ence to me, a year or two later than the period of which I am 
fwi tfcwA. wav.y Ex\glvsJa imi ot.tA’kots nfowcgVA 

it the proper thing to frequent the Van Beers collections, for not 
only the subjects, but the motives of the compositions were simply 
detestable. The pictures were worse than coarse, and their prevailing 
characteristic was morbid indecency. The painter has lately, I 
notice, become a contributor to one of our newest illustrated period- 
icals, entitled Pick-me-up, and there the admirers of his work will find 
several choice examples of that peculiar art which has for so many 
years been a favourite with the Parisian public, and of which it now 
seems we are to become the latest exponents. 


One is glad to remember that in this same year of rS82 the 
president of our Academy sent what might fitly be classed as an 
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antidote to the above. This composition he entitled Phryne of 
which 1 then wrote : 

“The President has done his best to escape from that slough of 
waxy women and brown-shinned men in which he has dis- 
ported himself so long, and has given us a work great in size 
and execution, and almost great in intention. His Phrync 
recalls the painter of the Hercules and Alcestis, and is 
certainly the finest work he has produced since The Stinger. 
For on the whole, the Pkryne is a great picture, though 
hardly a natural one, and crushes all the surrounding pictures 
for one single reason, that it is beautiful, and the majority 
of them are not, and the motivelessness is less irritating to 
us from the nature of the subject. Pkryne, we may con- 
ceive, was neither very loving nor very wise, but a fine animal, 
and this is a very fine animal indeed, strong and glowing, 
yet delicately moulded, full of life and health, and yet with 
something of sculpturesque purity and dignity about her — a 
golden-brown woman, with slight draperies of crimson and 
orange clinging here and there to her soft limbs, and standing 
in a flash of sunlight against a blue sea.” 

I have called it an antidote because of the purity with which Sir 
F rederick Leighton endowed his subject, raising the courtesan almost 
as much as Van Beers lowered his silk-stockinged lady, and the 
tailored ape of a man who hands her down the pier steps. 


The President’s Wedded was also exhibited this year ; a composi- 
tion which has since become too popular to need description. Here 
for once he wedded grace of line to true feeling. 

Mr. Poynter sent, too, a work rather interesting at the present time, 
a design for the decoration of St. Paul's, which was never destined to 
be executed I criticised it at the time as wanting in simplicity and 
decorative suitability, and I believe that when the height and size of 
the dome of St. Paul’s is considered, and especially the absence of 
light therein, the remark was correct. 1 


One portrait of this year for old sake’s sake I must repeat my 
delight in — the portrait of my old Master— the Master of Trinity:, 

1 After ten years, the St. Paul's authorities have entrusted the decoration of the choir to 
Mr. Richmond, the first part of whose work thereon, consisting of large single figures on a 
ground of gold mosaic, is about half completed. And the same remark may be applied 
thereto as to the suggested design of Mr. Poynter; that is, that in a couple of years the 
more delicate portions of the design mil be wholly invisible through smoke and dirt, and 
«« ten years firoiad/y -we shall see nothin? but the golden ground of the mosaic. '1 1 should • 
be noted that Mr. Richmond s designs, though somewhat feeble and commonplace, are yet 
of simpler character, and so far more appropriate than the Poynter cartoon ; tne least salts' 
tactory feature of the present mosaics being that the figures do not adequately fill the 
architectural spaces allotted to them, but are, 3s it were, plumped down in the centre of 
each spandnl, leas ing the comers empty. _ f ... 
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41 One of those marvellous if unpleasant likenesses which haunt 
the memory like a too-persistent nightmare. The rigidity and 
dull immobile smile that Mr. Herkomer has fixed upon the 
canvas are wonderfully characteristic oF Dr. Thompson, and 
though perhaps his friends might wish for a less stem reading 
of the character, it is a vitally true one. This might well be 
the man of whom we used to tell the story that when he was 
preaching to us in our chapel one Sunday morning, he looked 
round with a cold smile as he gave out his text on the Parable of 
the Talents, and began his sermon in die following words : Now , 
you have all of you one lalcnl (a pause), and some of you have 
two talents (a longer pause), perhaps one or two of you have 
even three talents!" 

The only other remarkable work of this season was the Perseus 
Arming: the first work exhibited by Mr. Alfred Gilbert in London, 
of which I may reproduce my criticism : 

“ We cannot close this notice better than by referring to a little 
piece of sculpture, which is in reality the most delightful thing 
in the Exhibition. It is called Perseus Arming , and is by Mr. 
Alfred Gilbert, a young artist who is, we understand, studying 
at Rome, and who should do great things." 

This work was not in the Academy but in the Grosvenor Gallery, 
and Mr. Gilbert’s sculpture has since become well known to the 
public, and even, I believe, received notice from the press. 

The second portrait painter I care to remember this year was M. 
H. Fantin, whose painting is entirely French in its method, and 
whose pictures have absolutely no attractiveness of colour or acces- 
sory to recommend them : they win what favour we have to give, 
by their sheer truth to certain effects of dull atmosphere upon the 
human face. It is a kind of winter-afternoon light, in which M. 
Fantin. poses bis. sitters in their black, dresses, against their dark 
grey backgrounds ; everything else is surrendered to what the French 
call tes valenrs. The result is a strange and, in some ways, un- 
attractive art, but one in which fine results of tone, and a certain 
unity of impression, are undoubtedly gained. These pictures are 
extremely subtle in their gradations of colour, and the work is such 
as to grow upon the liking, more than to arrest the attention. The 
effort of the artist is to combine a picture and a portrait, and in this 
process the dress and background of the sitter, and the light and 
shade upon the face and body, become of primary importance . 1 

l _I have some pleasure in remembering that, about this period, M» Fantin, who was 
on tire!)' unknoivn to me, wrote to say mine was the first word of praise, or even sympathetic 
■criticism, he had ever received in England. WeU,he cannot 53y that to-day, at all events — 
for no one’s reputation is more secure. 

2 A 
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qq “At Burlington House this year there were only two 
T aaO works of art which are likely to live, as being of 
x w O absolutely first-rate quality. One was a'picture ; the 
other a bronze bust. Let us take the picture first. It was 
by Mr. W. L. Wyllie, and was called, Toil, Glitter, Grime, 
and Wealth on a Flowing Tide , and showed a scene upon the 
Thames just below the Pool. The work was admirable in 
several ways. A significant bit of national life was depicted 
with truth and clearness; the power shown of combining an 
aspect of Nature with the doings of men, which is at the root of 
all great landscape painting ; and the picture also succeeded in 
making a scene significant and beautiful without in any way 
violating the facts of the case. Mr. Wyllie had had the heart to 
feel and the brain to understand that in art, as in life, beauty may 
He in unexpected places, and depend no less upon contrast than 
harmony, and so he had made the dark strength of his barges 
beautiful against the glittering sunshine of the unstable water, 
and given to the rough forms of his watermen the true pictur- 
esquencss which is their birthright; the freedom and power born 
of the sea and wind, and of a life in which action is bereft 
of uncertainty, though beset with danger. I can imagine no 
higher praise for this picture than to say that it might be 
worthily placed in our National Gallery as a companion to the 
Old T<f> admire of Turner. It shows the life of the men who 
helped to make the tradition of England, and 1 cannot see why 
we should refuse that sympathy to the everyday labour and 
danger of the living, that wc bestow so plentifully upon the 
vanished heroism of the dead. 


In any case "Mr. Wyllie is to be congratulated upon his achieve* 
ment. He has succeeded in giving one more disproof to the 
doctrines of those shallow, morbid sentimentalists who groan so 
loudly that modern life has nothing picturesque or beautiful, 
and ne has painted a picture which, for truth of action, natural 
effect, and vividness of delineation, may rank with any painting 
of the present day. 

The other work to which I have alluded, is the bronze entitled, 
Study of a Head, by Alfred Gilbert. This is a very fine 
though very unpretending work, done with equal skill .and 
sincerity, and instinct with a feeling for the antique, which 
is difficult to explain. The truth is, that Mr. Gilbert’s 
uork.is like the antique less from the outside than the in. 
He is penetrated with the Greek spirit rather than the 
Greek form, and he is gaining from Nature and himself what 
the Greek gained from like sources. The chief works of 
346 



modern sculpture fall, as a rule, from being either too brutally, 
or, perhaps, l should say, too exclusively, realistic, or from 
being simply echoes of the work of the Italianor Greek 
sculptors; and the peculiar quality of Mr. Gilbert’s work is, 
that it avoids either of these extremes, and that it succeeds in 
reproducing much of the Greek simplicity and unconsciousness, 
without imitating the mere outside form in which those qualities 
are displayed.” 

•' _ There was a small collection exhibited in this year at a minor 
gallery, which should not pass unrecorded. This was a series of 
terra-cotta plaques, modelled in very high relief, by Mr. George 
Timvorth, who was at that time, and is, I believe, still, a workman 
at Messrs. Doulton's pottery works. I find written of these in my 
notes of the years art, 1 that— 

" All of these were Scriptural subjects, mostly compositions in high 
relief of many figures, very rough and naturalistic in treatment, 

. and full of a spirit of sincere and somewhat dogmatic belief. 
They reminded us a good deal of early German work, notably 
of such sculptures as those on the walls of St. Sebald’s at 
Nuremberg; but it seemed strange to see the naiveli of the 
early Bavarian sculpture reproduced in the nineteenth century, 
and exhibited in a liond Street gallery' for a shilling. That Mr. 
Timvorth is a genuine and talented artist is beyond all doubt ; 
- that he is a sculptor who will or who could develop, wc think more 
than doubtful. His very’ virtues will probably prevent him 
carrying his work any farther than he docs at present ; if it 
became more perfect it would become absurd ; it is only’ while 
it remains childlike in its execution, that wc can condone its 
simplicity of thought and its frankness of expression. It is a 
sort of Watts’ hymn in clay’, and would never bear elaboration.” 

^On the whole, it must be said that this was a somewhat uninter- 
esting Academy. The President’s frieze was uninteresting, and. 
impossible as it may’ seem, almost awkward in its arrangement. Mr. 
Albert Moore sent nothing; and Mr. Goodwin, whose landscape is in 
sonic ways analogous to the last-mentioned artist's figure composition, 
did not show at his best in his Enchanted Lake, which was but a 
coarse arid spotty reproduction of his former Voyages of Sinbad. I 
confess to have been personally very much charmed by Sir John 
Millais’. Grey Lady flitting drearily up a dimly-lighted stairway in 
some old manor-house. A fine shadow of a picture this, very literally’ 
a ’nocturne in grey. There was, too, a splendid Millais portrait, that 
< of the Duchess of Westminster, a fresh young English lady in a black 
silk dinner-dress, black gloves, and with a fan in her hand, turning 

‘ In the CunUrftvrxry Hr /rtf, from which also the £nt quotation is ulen. 
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little more than a profile to the spectator. One of the best of Sir John 
Millais' ladies’ portraits, absolutely lifelike in its reality, without in 
the least straining after effect. And if this was good, the same 
artist's presentment of Mr. Hook, R.A.,'was even better, and ivas 
the finest portrait in the exhibition, and one of the painter's strongest, 
freshest, and most brilliant pieces of painting. Tlie old sea and sea- 
coast painter has been taken in his habit as he lived, in a rough frieze 
suit, with a palette on his thumb, and his face glowing as if it were 
fresh from wind and wave. 

For intense cleverness — cleverness as distinct from genius — I think 
there was nothing in the '83 exhibition comparable to Air. Logsdafl’s 
Piazza of St. Mark , which represented the evening gathering in the 
great Venetian square in front of Mr. Ruskin's favourite cathedral. 
Mr. Logsdail, whose later work is criticised elsewhere, has since 
developed his amazing power of realisation, till at the present day 
there is, I believe, no living artist whose work has so much apparent 
solidity and relief. His pictures this present year of 1S92, chiefly of 
Venetian architecture, were simply marvellous in this respect. There 
was in one of them some painting of sculptured bronze, which for 
texture, and the management of its light and shade appeared to me 
absolutely perfect. 

QQ This year is set down in my notes as a better one 
lOO 4. than usual, and the reason given is that there were in 
1 the Royal Academy “ four works which are distinctly 
first-rate." Of these, two are works of sculpture and two are paint- 
ings, and three out of the four examples are by members of the 
Academy. The two sculptures, one of which is a smallish bronze, 
something under three feet high, and the other a life-size plaster cast 
from the clay model, are, without comparing their different methods, 
finer in their kind than the paintings ; and one of them is so good 
that it alone would justify us in thinking this year’s exhibition 
especially interesting. 

As it is very much the fashion to go to the Academy and alto- 
gether disregard the galleries devoted to sculpture — a neglect, by 
the way, for which the behaviour of the Academicians themselves 
has been mainly responsible — our readers will, we trust, pardon us 
for asking those of their number who care for art, as distinguished 
irom caring for a popular subject for conversation, to go, while their 
eyes and attention are still fresh, and they are as yet unwearied with 
trymg to see a thousand pictures in two hours, and give five minutes’ 
time to the bronze figure of Icarus , by Alfred Gilbert. It is not only 
the best sculpture in the Academy of this year, but it is an essentially 
fine work of art ; fine for any time and any age of the world’s history 
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ail its grace and beauty, which are very great, some touch of that 
heaviness, that Britannic quality of mind, which dulls so much of 
our artistic work. It is strong, and graceful in strength; but it 
is not delicate, not- dainty; it does not seem to have been wrought 
with the finger-tips, and touched lovingly from beauty to beauty 
till it reached perfection. From this there results some limitation 
of its artistic merit, and the statue lacks style; it is distinctly of 
a period, and its place is limited by the nationality of its author, 
his English parentage, his Greek sympathies. Just a hint of 
imitation rather than inspiration defaces the work. With all this, 
Mr. Thomycroft deserves very high praise indeed ; his statue is 
the finest attempt to express modem English labour in terms of 
plastic art which we have ever seen ; it is equally fine in its way 
with the two figures of the ploughman and his lad leading the 
horses, in Walkers celebrated picture. Mr. Thomycroft has had 
to struggle with great difficulties, and rather prejudices us against 
his statue at first, by having taken his mower’s shirt off and suspended 
his short leather breeches round him by a single brace. It seems 
a rather strained device to show the pectoral muscles, though in 
the retired parts of England, no doubt, it is common enough for the 
mowers to work in this airy costume. But the position, the face 
of the man, the unconscious dignity of strength and labour, are all 
fine in the extreme in this statue. 

-• Both of the sculptures of which we have been speaking are good, 
even great, works of art, of which England and the Academy may 
be proud. And we cannot resist mentioning here the fact that Sir 
Frederick Leighton was one of the very first to appreciate Mr. 
Gilbert’s talent, and that we believe the present work of which we 
have been speaking was a commission from him. It is no mean 
honour to a man in such a position as that of the President, that he 
can habitually find time to help and encourage those young artists 
who might otherwise in many instances have sought for such aid in 
vain. 

To pass to a very different work — a picture ’by Mr. Orchardson. 
On the whole, the Ma riagc de Convcnancc which he sends this 
year is the finest picture he has ever painted. Like all his work, it 
has many faults ; the canvas is half empty, the painting unequal and 
somewhat ragged, the drawing and modelling harsh and unpleasant. 
Look, for an instance of this, at the woman’s bare arm, which is, 
perhaps, the most prominent portion of the picture, and should 
certainly have been one of the most delicately and tenderly treated. 
It is like a badly-cut piece of stick ; there is not the least attempt to 
give the delicacy, the modelling, or the transparency of human flesh. 
Little bits of the colour, too, are garish and unlikely, if not impossible — 
see the hue of the wine which the servant is in the act of pouring. 
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But to all these things we are habituated in Mr. Orchardson’s work, 
and when the figures are, as here, on a smaller scale than usual, the 
faults do not tell so much. In every other respect this is a very 
magnificent piece of painting. Magnificent is the right word for it, 
for the picture is neither lovely, delicate, nor attractive in the right 
sense of these words. It is a drama of modem life, treated with 
Zola-like realism, but not touching those themes upon which his 
realism expends itself. It is at once a satire, a sermon, and an 
illustration upon the most common instance of society— the case of 
a woman who marries without love. And, to our thinking, the 
power of the picture lies in the fact that the artist has left it entirely 
to tell its own story, without the faintest hint of pictorial artifice to 
help out his meaning, and — that the story is told. The husband is 
not represented as especially old or unattractive ; the woman, though 
beautiful, is neither very young nor very angelic. Two perfectly- 
dressed people of our modern world, there they sit opposite to each 
other over their dessert, while an irreproachable man-servant pours 
out the claret — and there one feels they will sit, and sit for ever. At 
least that for ever is the thought of the picture— the thought in the 
woman's mind that the loveless years will go on and on to all eternity. 
He has what he wanted, not being of a very intellectual or very 
exalted frame of mind, and liking his claret perfectly warmed ; and 
she — well, she has what she bargained for. The story is old enough, 
but Mr. Orchardson has made it live anew. There is not a single 
detail which does not help the effect: the fruit on the table, the 
glasses and the plate, the care with which the servant pours the wine, 
the perfectly immaculate perfection of costume, and conventional air 
of the husband, and the traces underneath of the life he has led 
and the passions he has worn out, — everything tells. The picture is 
quite French in its unsparingness, its absolute refusal of surrender to 
the domesticities and the goody-goodyism with which we cloak 
our vices. After all, the thing is true. Let us have it in naked 
hideousness, and let our girls go and look at it ; and perhaps some of 
them will one day thank Mr. Orchardson. For a glimpse at the 
other side of the moon, they can walk across the galley and look at 
the fourth work which we have to mention to-day — Sir Frederick 
Leighton’s great picture of Cymon and Iphigenia, hung, as it deserves 
to be hung, in the centre of the great room. The story is too well 
known to bear repeating, but Sir Frederick has treated it very much 
from the high-falutin' (we do not mean these words ironically) point 
pf 'dew. His Cymon has a rather fine, thoughtful face, and is clad 
m thick folds of scarlet drapery ; his Iphigenia lies on a couch under 
some great trees, covered with a wide-spreading gold-embroidered 
drapery, while beyond is the deepest of blue seas, and the moon just 
S a ^°^ e t ^ ie horizon. This is at the very opposite pole of art 
to Mr. Orchardson s — lovely composition, and nothing else — and -his 
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is nothing less than lovely ; but then Sir Frederick's work carries 
beauty so far as to be justified. The colour here is full and strong, 
compared with much of the President’s later painting ; the head and 
arm of Iphigenia are delicious in softness, without having the pinky 
waxwork quality with which one has of late associated his faces, and 
the disposition of the great drapery about the woman's limbs, and 
over her couch is very fine. But it is as a whole we like the picture. 
This is not nature; we cannot imagine nature like this under any 
circumstances ; but as a decorative composition of beautiful lines and 
forms, delicate modelling, and softest contrasts of glow and shadow, 
the picture is very fine and very beautiful. We can imagine no wall- 
space which would not be made fairer for having such a panel, and 
the artist himself would probably be the last to claim for his work any 
other office. 

In connection with these Academy contributions there should be 
remembered in 1884 the King Cophetua of Mr. Burne-Jones, and the 
Lady Archibald Campbell of Mr. Whistler. 1 The former I have 
spoken of elsewhere — of the latter I wrote at the time : 2 

" Look at the portrait of Lady Archibald Campbell by Mr. Whistler 
which hangs in the large east gallery — a work which is of its 
kind excessively fine, and by far the best example of its artist 
which we have lately seen. Circumstances have rendered it 
difficult for us to write of Mr. Whistler’s work without consider- 
able hesitation, but we shall at least not be suspected of any undue 
partiality in our admiration of this portrait. We do not find it 
possible to take the artist's point of view — we do not believe in 
his conception of what painting and portraiture is and should be — 
but if we accept this difference, if we judge this work from its 
own standpoint, it is difficult to see how it could have been better. 
The drawing is delicious throughout — easy and masterly as Mr. 
Whistler’s drawing can be when he takes the trouble ; the tones 
of the black dress, and its colour and its relief against the dark 
background, are all good ; the attitude and poise of the figure are 
natural and graceful, and the whole picture is fresh, powerful, 
and striking, — on the whole, a masterly piece of work, complete 
and good, full of distinct individuality and great artistic insight.” 


T QQ Was a year marked by the election to the Associate- 

J QqL ship of .two artists whom the Academy had for years 
passed by. These were Edward Burne-Jones and 
Henry Moore. The latter had been the best sea-painter in England 
— that is, in the world — for at least ten years before this date ; the 
former is one of the greatest artists of modern times, and had done 
his most exquisite work from 1865 to 18S0; both when elected to 
the Academy -were past fifty years of age, and only received election 
1 Both at the Grosvenor Gallery. 8 Spectator, May loth, 1884. 
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from those motives of policy which have always rendered the Rovil 
Academy w.Ilmg ,o recognise painters who became too strong . 0 ^ 

Another artist since elected an associate, Mr. Stanhope Forbes srnr 

exEon Th ns P ' C ‘ Ure ° ( u fish ' sale < at Newlynfto this y“ s 
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Mr. Horsley shut his eyes' modestly, unless he has recanted his art 
lecture upon the undraped model. And yet it is, whatever may be 
its faults, absolutely without true reproach in this respect. No one 
who has eyes to see can doubt this picture of the mermaid, who drags 
down through dim, still green water her mortal lover, unconscious 
that he is dying in her arms, to be absolutely pure in intention and 
significance, — 

“ ‘Hates tota quod mente petisti 
- . Infelix.’ 

A strange picture in many ways, — strange in its colouring of 
tender shades of yellow-brown, green, grey, and purple ; strange In 
cramped, twisted gestures, strange in mixture of human and 
un-human interest; strangest of all, perhaps, in curious mingling of 
great imaginative power, and almost childish simplicity^ of detail. 
The mermaid's silver tail, for instance, is fitted neatly on to her pale- 
yellow body as if it had been done at a silversmith’s ; and the floor of 
her rock palace is covered with hundreds of little brown pebbles, like 
the' bottom of an aquarium. The picture does not look well in its 
position, on these walls, — the work all round is so entirely opposed in 
character ; and, moreover, while taking this into consideration, it is not, 
in our opinion, one of the artist's finest works, though it possesses 
many beauties. 

“Mr. John Sargent’s life-size portrait group of The Misses 
Vickers is In its way probably the cleverest thing in the exhibition. 
This is the ne plus ultra of French painting, or, rather, of the French 
method as learned by a clever foreigner, in which everything is 
sacrificed to technical considerations. The effect of a white dress or 
arm against a purple chair, the value, in short, of one object against 
another ; the effective disposition of masses ; the concentration of the 
attention upon the main point, to the comparative neglect of all the rest 
of the picture ; the losing sight of the object of all painting — that is, 
the production of pleasure to the beholder — in the pursuit of 
painting itself, that is, of smart, clean brushwork, undisturbed from 
the moment when the paint was taken from the palette and transferred 
dexterously to’the canvas, — all these are the marks of modern French 
painting, as taught by, say, Carolus Duran ; and all of these Mr. 
Sargent has mastered, or is in a way to master. And yet, when all is 
done, what good is it ? Could we fancy any one a hundred years 
heace "caring to possess such a picture as this, where colour and 
imagination have really no place, which calls aloud for us to admire 
its artistic dexterity, but seems never to have felt at all that there was 
anything more in its subject than a good opportunity of displaying 
the painter s power ? 

“Let us look at a very different kind of art: Sir Frederick Leighton’s 
statue of The Sluggard, of which so much has been said. Tersely told, 
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the subject is a young man stretching himself the irm, t • 
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upright leg has been split into two portions. The head doubled up, 
and arms apparently joining it and the trunk, give a clumsy and 
over-toppling air to the whole figure ; and it is not till we get im- 
mediately in front or behind the statue that this is removed. This 
is evident, indeed, in some measure, even when either a back or 
front view is chosen. A defect of this kind is almost always visible 
in the statues of those who are not professional sculptors, and arises 
simply from the habit of thinking of a figure from the pictorial, that 
is, one point of view, rather than on every side. These are, we 
think, the most notable points both in praise and dispraise of this 
work, which is rather a painters graceful exercise in another art, 
than a fine statue.” 

Beyond all question the most important statue of this year was 
Mr. Alfred Gilbert's life-size group in plaster, entitled The En- 
chanted Chair ; but I must leave this unmentioned here, as I have 
already criticised this artist sufficiently. 

I think a j*ood many people felt with me this year that the hang- 
ing of M. Carolus Duran’s great portrait of a woman in a black 
‘dress was very disgraceful, when we consider the great reputation 
of this painter in Paris, and the extreme merit of the example in 
question. Certainly this was one of the best portraits in the Academy, 
especially if regarded from the technical point of view ; and it was 
an interesting experiment to stand in the doorway of the room in 
which it was hung, and notice how its vigour and lifelikeness seemed 
to obscure all the surrounding pictures. The more the figure was 
looked at, the more vividly truthful it became; the slightly-parted 
lips seemed to be unclosing in the act of speech ; the little foot, in its 
delicate shoe and. silk stocking, was tapping the floor eagerly. A 
fine example of a great artist, which sunk the babies and sentimental 
damsels, Scotch landscapes, and classical futilities, hanging around 
and beneath, into utter insignificance. And there was a large portrait 
group by Fantin, also skied in this exhibition, which was beyond 
doubt the work of a master. 

“This represented a group of Frenchmen, in black clothes, stand- 
ing round one of their number, who is seated, playing. It is a 
large picture, and the figures life-size ; painted in M. Fantin’s 
well-known manner, in deep, almost grim, tones of grey and 
black. The whole realisation of each individual is remarkable 
in its clearness, and in the apparent simplicity of the means by 
which it is obtained. The impression given by the whole work 
is almost purely an impression of reality, such as one might gain 
from looking at the actual scene; but we find on examination that 
this effect is by no means obtained from a slavish repetition and 
emphasis of each detail, but from the painter’s grasp of the 
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sions, been kind enough, with more or less delay, to corroborate, by 
purchase, my opinion of the meritorious work of the younger artists. 
I mention this fact with the more pleasure, because I am tolerably 
certain that the Trustees did not make these purchases from any 
special desire to substantiate my judgment — for which, indeed, I have 
reason to believe they have a most wholesome and unbounded con- 
tempt — and therefore the compliment is as valuable as uninten- 
tional. It is quite true that these purchases were accompanied in 
nearly ever)' instance by those of other paintings of, naturally, far 
greater i mportance : — and value, from the easels of the Academicians 
themselves, which I could not have conscientiously recommended, 
but this fact is easily explicable. 

From a twilit garden to the crowded circus in front of the Royal 
Exchange is an abrupt transition, but the latter formed the subject 
of the cleverest (not the best) picture in this year’s exhibition. This 
was by Mr. Logsdail, subsequently mentioned, and was a marvellous 
piece of dexterous handling and keen perception. Clever, too, in the 
extreme was the Mariamne of Mr. Waterhouse (recently elected to 
the Associateship), though the intellectual aspect was but thinly 
dramatic. A Sarah Bernhardt conception of the scene, the tragedy 
of a star actress surrounded by lay figures. Mr. Herman Herkomer 
had a fine portrait of his uncle, the Professor of that name; and 
Frank Hotl — now, alas! to exhibit no more — a very delightful one 
of Mr. W. S. Gilbert, the dramatist ; and perhaps best of all was 
Professor Hcrkomer’s Briton Riviere , R.A., admirable as a likeness, 
dignified and characteristic, and painted in a masterly, unaffected 
manner. Herkomer, I think, never shows to such advantage as in 
his best portraits. Of course Mr. Henry Moore had a fine seascape 
with tumbling masses of blue water and a great expanse of cloudy 
sky. Messrs. Bartlett and Stanhope Forbes were well represented ; 
Mr. MacWhirter sent a fresh sketchy impression of a Highland Loch ; 
and Mr. Ernest Crofts had a Retreat ftx»n Moscow sufficiently, good 
to make us think bow much better Meissonicr had done it before 
him. 1 liked the big Hook landscape this year very much : it was 

• Hook at his best doing what all our old landscapists used to do, i.e. 
painting a picture instead of making a study. The Royal Academy, 
however, docs not care for such work, so \vc must content ourselves 
with Colin Hunter, Peter Graham, Leader, and Davis, and their 
scenic effects for the future. It was in this year that, thinking 
bitterly of what English landscape had been in the days of Cox and 
De Wint, Nasmyth and Muller, Turner and Linncll, William Collins 

* and Barret, 1 perpetrated the following atrocious parody, my first 
and last attempt at rhymed criticism. It was supposed to be written 
a few years later when the special vogue of the painters named 
had passed away. 
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Mr. Gow had this year one of the very best works which have 
come from his. hand — a garrison marching out with the honours 
of war (Lille, a.d. 170S}, which is the best military picture in the 
Academy. It is a work somewhat low in tone, the colour being 
chiefly in pale greys and buffs, and the figures are both numerous 
and on a smaller scale than is usual in Mr. Gow’s painting. The 
chief peculiarities of the composition are the absence of clap-trap, 
and a somewhat methodical and almost commonplace conception. 
And yet the picture has that best kind of reality which makes the 
spectator feel not only that the facts might have been as they are 
rendered, but also that if they were, the scene was touching and 
beautiful, — in other words, they give evidence of the artist’s grasp on 
reality and beauty. 

The painter has seen the poetry of his chosen piece of life, and its 
capabilities of awakening unstrained emotion, and has set down the 
poetry for us on his canvas in legible language. To the best of our 
recollection, Mr. Gow has painted nothing so good as this since his 
Relief of Leyden , about ten years ago. Just above Mr. Gow’s 
picture hangs one which has probably been more talked about than 
any in the Academy, one which forms a very complete contrast to Mr. 
Gow’s work. This is the gigantic Samson of Mr. S. J. Solomon, a 
young artist of great ability, and perhaps even greater ambition. It 
represents Samson struggling with the Philistines, who have already 
well nigh secured him, while Delilah (who, by the way, is of a rather 
commonplace type, as conceived by Mr. Solomon) shakes at him 
derisively a bunch of the hair which she has just cut off. Mr. 
Solomon has received plenty of praise for the pluck and ability 
shown in this work, and we should not have mentioned the picture 
in detail did it not afford a good moral to many young English 
artists in the strength and courageousness with which the artist has 
encountered great technical difficulties. We think that though Mr. 
Solomon may not be a great artist, yet that, if he has got the stuff 
in him, he is going the right way to become a painter ; he is, as 
rowing men used to say up at Cambridge, putting his back into it : 
trying to overcome every kind of technical difficulty, and in the 
attempt overcoming very many. We should recommend those 
who are interested in seeing the result to which the contrary 
method has led in one instance, and is likely to lead in many 
others, to look at "Mr. T. M. Rooke’s little picture- in the first 
room, entitled Autumn's Pipe , a composition of two figures 
sitting under a hedgerow, piping, surrounded by small flowers 
and leaves delicately painted. Now, Mr. Rooke is a genuine 
artist, and a good dozen years or so ago did this pretty, poetical, 
gentle work, which he is doing to-day. But he was too timid to 
attempt more than he felt to be within his grasp ; he confined 
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himself to his little figures, a foot or Ucc . .. , , 

the most part out of his head and to hhn ^ Pointed for 

and flower, such as we have in tl^ nrn ! ? ^ surr( r din S s of leaf 

ttz ifd S' u fjsssz 

are sadly wanting in Mr. Rooke’s pictures" 1 ^ eff ° rt ’ ' vhich 

«h e “wte\E^S^ itf ^osvs ntarked.v 

and well painted, but can hardh^b,. dra ' vn ' well posed, 

sequence of a fault which is J C i ca .udjf ( ’nsnn:, for, in con- 
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the ycinge? artist is more nen 7 i ° rN S’ 3, . 2 T ° ne feels directly that 
Academician. M r . Shannon's fl '' , Dn . I IC n ght track than the Royal 
and brilliant some day but „» ed, ' l " ltS ai l d shadows may get clear 
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of which more anon; j Ir 8 AJfiS. n< fe?P' 2 s , tudy h? Sir J ohn Mflfafsi, 
Queen; the CaJ,i;„ And’,*. !/, ^ s seated statue of the 

Mo beds Voice, moil ^mnathedc m n ,r „ Frcderick Leighton; Her 
*gh life ; and a wonderfully P M, ft 3 Mr. Orchardson’s scenes of 
r popular painter par fitddlscifr P ‘*r ce sentimentalism by 
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with important pictures on l '. Ir ’ Lo gsdaiI and Mr. Loudon 

owed conspicuously, Mr p ry , T ^5 lr excellent foreign training 
portratt of Paster byMCarofos Dumn 3 LeW ZMer ‘ aod 3 

sh T vs us tha ' the chief 
life and T ' V t°- rk ’ the c Wef medro^nrv a,,tUre ‘ the chief deficiency in 
he chief decline in the df»no \ In scenes °fi modern domestic - 
Some of the * P rtment of Escape. 

portrajts are excellent, notably three by Mr. Holl, 



each of which is good enough to make a painter's reputation ; and 
we here take great pleasure in saying that we are too glad to find 
that the slight decline*' in merit which has been occasionally observ- 
able for the last two years in Mr. H oil's work, has this year been not 
only arrested, but that the artist in question has attained an average 
excellence higher than in any previous exhibition. The sitters for 
the three pictures in question were Mr. Gladstone, Lord Spencer, 
and Sir William Jcnner, so that the artist had no lack of interesting 
subjects for his pencil, and he has done them justice. It is worth 
while noticing that Mr. Holi has this year discarded in some measure 
the sharp chiaroscuro effects — reminding one of electric light — of 
which he has hitherto been so fond, and adopted a quieter method 
and a richer scheme of colour ; and attention should be called, also, 
to the magnificent painting of the hands in Sir William jenners 
portrait, and the strength and solidity of modelling in the portrait of 
Mr. Gladstone. In expression, Lord Spencer’s picture is perhaps 
superior to either of these. 

Those of our readers who think that Art should be restricted to 
the representation of pleasant and mildly sentimental stories, will 
probably be much pleased with Mr. Frank Dicksec’s Within the 
Shadow of the Church , which may be described on the one hand as 
being cleverly painted.graceful.and popular; and, on the other, as being 
theatric and superficial, both in representation of natural fact and 
emotional feeling. This picture raises the whole question — which we 
have no adequate space to go into here — of how far it is permissible 
(artistically permissible, we mean) to paint merely for the purpose of 
catching the applause of the unthinking portion of the public. If a 
plebiscite were taken of the works in the Academy this year, Mr. 
Dicksee’s picture would very probably be named as the most popular 
one in the exhibition, as was the case last year. Whereas on the 
other hand, if a plebiscite were taken only of the opinion of the 
artistic and intellectual visitors to the Gallery, it is probable that 
this work would be placed in the lowest rank. This is the subject : 
a fair-haired young mother leads a fairer-haired young child past the 
gate of a church, into which a monk entering pauses for a moment 
to look at them regretfully. The monk is in shadow, the child in 
sunlight, the woman in mingled light and shade, and above the child's 
outstretched hand, relieved against the dark robe of the priest, two 
butterflies arc fluttering. Now, it is evident that the subject of this 
picture, though ordinal*)' enough, and painted perhaps a thousand 
times before, is still a genuine and pictorial motive, and we may also 
grant, with a fair presumption of certainty, that seven out of ten 
uninstructed people will be, in the vulgar phrase, " fetched ” thereby. 
Fetched cither by the pretty girls face, the pathetic glance of the 
priest, the fluffy golden hair, sunlit, of the child, or the pretty colours 
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shown to us ; a belief in their existence, and therefore an interest in 
their quaintness or their beauty- Nothing recalls the painter, — we 
dotiot feel that there is an easel somewhere ^on the premises; no 
‘shadow of the white umbrella falls across the picture. Still, techni- 
cally the work is as dexterous as could be desired, and shows a fine 
perception of harmonious colour, and a very clever rendering of 
subdued light. On the whole, an excellent picture, and one which, 
like all really good artistic work, will never be fashionable and never 
out of date. 

Take, as a contrast to this, Mr. John Petrie’ s Clash of Steel, a 
street scene of bygone times, wherein a woman in a Mary Stuart 
cap is trying to prevent her lover from joining in a brand. The 
picture is full of dramatic force of a certain kind ; but in our opinion 
belongs to a class of art almost the exact opposite to that of which 
we have been speaking, and though likely to be popular enough, and 
certain to arrest the eye in an exhibition, the work possesses no quality 
of permanence. "One feels inclined to say, Yes ; that's a fairly good 
Pettie ; but we never for a moment believe that these things were so, 
nor care, indeed, to consider whether they could have been. And 
as the sentiment, so is the technical character of the painting, — at 
once able and careless, dirty and brilliant, successful and imperfect ; 
everything in it forced a little too far for the sake of effect ; action, 
colour, chiaroscuro, sentiment, all with their is dotted half-a-dozen 
times, so that no fool who passes by can fail to recognise the letter. 
This is the curse of so much of our painting nowadays; triviality 
enforced by emphasis, as of a child shrieking at some one who 
stepped upon one of his toys. 

Let us look at a very different composition. Here is Mr. 

' Orchardson’s Her Mothers Voice , a quiet piece .of feeling, and a 
first-rate piece of art, waiting to welcome us when we have escaped 
from the solid rose-showers of Mr. Alma-Tadema’s Hcliogabalus , or 
grown tired of listening to Mr. Armitage's very prosaic Siren ; a 
maid who surely would never have tempted Ulysses, his master- 
mariners, and not even the little cabin-boy. Mr. Orchardson’s pic- 
ture has been sufficiently described ; we need not linger over the 
details. I would only ask my readers to consider this picture 
with reference to the work by Mr. Dicksee of which I just now 
spoke. For here, too, is a well-worn theme — a daughter singing to 
her widowed father one of her mother’s songs. We might have had 
here, too, any amount of property surrounding, and prettily-contrasted 
^ light and shade, and graceful poses, and general bric-a-brac , had the 
painter so wished. This artist, however, was thinking of other 
things. We might almost fancy that he had forgotten how to com- 
pose a picture, if, on looking at his work, we cared to remember 
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diluted naturalism into which *the peri ! ous S u,f of ua - 

frequently fall, " the best Italian sculptors of to-day 

not in actual meritf^^defd'ffnf 0 ^^-.' 1 '^' t0 ‘ his in importance, if 
such as no other member of the And ’ S dra ' vba cks, the picture is 
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However this may be, our artists know and care very little about 
the archaeology of the matter, nor is it worth while to upbraid Sir* 
Frederick because he does not put his Andromache in a tight jacket, 
or sow her gown all over with stars and palm branches, dots or 
stripes. But it is worth while to point out that a picture of this 
size and elaboration should derive its claim upon our attention either 
from accuracy to historical fact, or from accuracy to the repre- 
sentation of some emotion or action which is beyond the reach of 
time. Scarcely worth while we feel is it to drag poor Andromache 
from her two-thousand-year-old tomb to make her figure in a deco- 
rative show in which the first nameless damsel might have played her 
role must* And the feeling is just; no one plays slow music save at 
the crisis of the melodrama, and this Captive Andromache is slow 
music of a pictorial kind. 

Mr. Ruskin once said of another work by the President (then 
plain Frederick Leighton) something to the effect that it irritated 
him to find that all this grand straddling and turning down the 
lamps, etc., only meant practically an Egyptian lad shying stones at 
sparrows, and a similar remark is not inapplicable here. All this 
paraphernalia of elaborate gesture, of duplicate actions, of graceful 
poses, of careful composition, is only to introduce us to the merest dea 
cx mac hind of an Andromache, who attracts no whit of our sym- 
pathy, whom we shrewdly suspect of being only a super carefully 
trained for the part. 

So much for the motive of the picture. On the technical side there 
is much to be said, both in praise and objection, on which I have no 
space to linger. The science of the composition is evident at a 
glance, and yet, great as this is, it is insufficient. The groups are 
composed together, and yet — the de’il’s in it — they are like opposing 
cliques at an At Home, and won't mix. There are six distinct 
masses in the picture ; indeed we might (with a little Irishism) say 
there arc seven, and that Andromache makes a group all to herself 
in the middle of the composition. Worse still, she divides the work 
into two nearly equal halves, and has three groups on her right hand 
and three on her left. Much too might be said about the colour, 
which is discordant in several places, especially in the bright yellow 
robe of the woman with the child in the foreground, and in the 
crimson fez of the man on her right hand. And, again, it were 
scarcely hypcrcriticism to object to the fact that all the personages on 
the right hand of Andromache, are turning their backs upon her, the 
principal actress in the scene. 

All these matters are faults more or less important, but worth in- 
sisting upon is the fact that the picture might possess all these and 
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yet be great, and justify the painter's commission The 
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makes away with his booty Wb ^ ^'c// as Sir John 

panorama? Consider this tinint i^J r -l obn ’ ‘ s the rest of the 
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with ourselves, and a quicker than electric interchange of sympathies 
takes place between us ; and though the express be flying along at 
sixty miles an hour, our hearts have outstripped its speed,- and are 
the richer for 'one more of those definite human impressions, by 
which, all unconsciously, the fabric of our life is built. I feel this the 
more strongly in the present picture because of the accomplishment 
of its painting. Accomplishment is here the right word, Tor there is 
a prettiness about the colour, and a finish in tne execution of this 
work, which is akin to that of porcelain painting, and perhaps no 
more severe blame could be justly given to this representation of 
Nature than to say that it could be satisfactorily reproduced upon a 
china plate. Scattered pools fledged with sedgy grass and closed in 
by a belt of Scotch firs (which stretch across the picture), above 
which we see the crests of distant mountains ; a grey -white sky, with 
long ranks of horizontal cloud ; some reeds and flowering grasses 
which fill the foreground — such is the subject-matter of the chief land- 
scape in the Royal Academy. Yes, that is the worst of it. Though it 
be a study and not a picture, though its execution is in its finicking 
dexterity but the apotheosis of a young lady’s pottery painting, it is 
nevertheless the landscape of the exhibition ; and having spoken of 
several of its deficiencies (or what seem to me to be such), let me 
do entire justice to its admirable merits of light and atmosphere. 
Through these ranks of cloud, a soft yet brilliant flood of light over- 
spreads the whole scene and bathes every detail therein with bright- 
ness and translucency ; a cool freshness seems to reach us from the 
distant mountains, driving away the mist which still lingers by the 
borders of the fir wood. The whole scene is as faithful, as it is vivid, 
in representation of these facts. 

For the rest, shall we say with Swinburne that we can only get 
from a man what he has in. him to give, and that we should accept 
that gratefully ? Only before Millais was Sir John, there were two 
or three pictures, not quite forgotten yet, called The Huguenot* 
Ophelia , The Vale of Rest, etc. ; and when I think of these, and still 
more when 1 remember those splendid illustrations to Framhy 
Parsonage, and Or ley Farm, which showed us English womanhood, 
and English manhood too, at its healthiest and best, then I grudge 
the painter of Jfurtly AToss his salmon river, his baronetcy, and his 
thousands, and should like to put him back on the Bloomsbury back 
floor where he painted the pictures which moved the heart of a 
nation. He might be as pre-Raphaelite as he pleased, or the reverse ; 
the manner of the execution was not the essence of the matter. The 
essence of the matter was that the heart within the man was beating 
responsive to a genuine feeling — that he was expressing himself ; 
saying much, and saying it definitely and truly. To-day he is 
expressing nothing but his power of painting. 
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attached, shows how the shower has been achieved. This is but a 
iVkitelcy kind of Heliogabalus — an emperor of Furniture and bric-d- 
brac, and his revelry that'of a schoolboy’s play. I do not here enter 
into the wider question, whether it is artistically ever permissible to 
ISowdlerise a subject for the sake of the cheek of the young person ; 
but there is no doubt that there are some subjects which you cannot 
Bowdlerise without extinguishing their meaning altogether. If you 
must paint Heliogabalus, at least paint what that name implies if 
you want intelligent people to believe in your work. Give us the 
luxury, the recklessness, the mad, lustful impression of this debauch 
which you have selected from all subjects in heaven and earth to 
expend your powers upon; and then , Mr. Tadema, when you have 
got at the heart of your subject, and set it down in those clear 
accents which we all know so well, we will say whether the beauty 
of the scene or the meaning of the lesson has justified you artist- 
ically or morally (or both) in ferreting out the most disreputable of 
Roman emperors, and bringing him back to earth on the walls of 
Burlington House. But you must be single-minded ; no one with 
any artistic feeling will accept such a subject as this because of the 
excuse it affords you for painting a mass of blossom. The picture 
is therefore a failure, rightly considered ; it just touches the fringe 
of its supposed subject, but in reality its motive is to be found in the 
superficial details rather than the essentials of the scene, for the 
essentials are — absent. 

Our greatest portrait painter, Mr. Watts, is practically unrepre- 
sented this year, but his honours are worn very' worthily' by another 
artist whose work has this year surpassed itself, and, as far as the 
exhibition at Burlington House is concerned, distanced all its com- 
petitors. Never has Mr. Frank Holl painted so well, with such an 
entire absence of affectation, with so much power and dignity', and in 
such good colour. The work of this artist has for the most’ part 
been a little extravagant in pose and gesture, a little forced in -its 
vivid contrasts of light and shade; but now there is nothing of all 
this, and of the two best portraits, those of Mr. Gladstone and Earl 
Spencer , 1 not a word can be said — or at all events shall be said 
here — which is not a word of praise. The Spencer is the finest 
picture, the Gladstone the most noble portrait, and indeed with such 
a subject the painter might well be successful. Mr. Holl had a hard 
task ; Sir Jonn Millais had painted Mr. Gladstone in one of his 
happiest veins, and had made a most beautiful, impressive, and 
delightful picture. In the respect of colour Mr. Holl’s work can- 
not rival this, but in the solidity with which the head is modelled, 
and the penetration with which the painter has expressed the sitter’s 
character, I prefer the present work. Indeed, the painting of this 

1 Perhaps the portrait of Sir WlUiam Jcnxier should also he classed with these. 
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Thd” sun has come at last, and with the sun this first 
Monday in May which is an dually marked by the 
opening of the Royal Academy. 1 The banquet has 
been eaten, the speeches made, the graces sung, the patrons have 
purchased, the President purred, the Prime Minister patronised and 
promised, the Prince been present, the (well-behaved) painters 
praised, and the press has paragraphed to its heart’s and pocket’s 
content. - " All is for the best in this best of possible institutions, and 
f;«o in his usual cow-like state of content John Bull stands in the 
sunshine happily chewing the cud of his year’s art. And in these 
old Gray's Inn gardens as I write, the trees are budding fast, the 
‘birds singing blithely, and beyond and above blossom and song 
.there rises the mighty inarticulate voice of London. How the birds 
sing, and how bright is the green of these first spring leaves which 
rustle against my windows! How tender are the shadows of the 
tree-trunks and boughs upon the well-kept grass, how beautiful the 
‘colour of those dull, smoke - stained old houses seen in the blue 
'distance through the mist of sunshine! The broad paths have been 
Vw6pt and garnished, the benches fresh painted, and beneath the 
window there are strolling idly two friends — college chums, I fancy, 
from little intangible signs and gestures — of whom one wears a long 
black clerical coat and the orthodox tall hat, whilst the other has 
anticipated the summer, in light tweed suit and a brown wideawake. 
Their footsteps loiter beneath the window, and their young voices, 
fresh/Jnsistent, and eager, float up to me. They are dreaming, 
planning the future ; the world is opening out before them, and there 
is not a note of bird or a whisper of the great city voice which does 
not suggest to them a fancy or inspire them with a hope. Oh ! my 
Posthumus, how the years go by ! Thirteen have passed since I 
.first sat in Gray's Inn writing notes on the Royal Academy with 
great hopes "of what I would do, or help in doing, for English 
art and artists in, the coming years. This, and that, and the other 
good thing should be done. How well 1 remember the self-made 
promises ; how all the dreams come back to-day, and the ghost of 
‘that long dead first press view at Burlington House rises before me. 
Is it conceivable that any human being should be proud of the post 
of art critic ? 2 Well, I was that day, and am conscious now that I 
betrayed myself thoroughly to the keen-eyed porter, who, noticing a 
new face, keenly scrutinised my admission ticket. We grew to 
be great friends, this functionary and myself, though we never 
recognised each other except upon this annual occasion, and 
a certain little ceremony of a pecuniary nature somehow grew 
into observance between us, accompanied by the following 

1 Part of an article written for the Untvertal Review. 

* “ N-o,’-’ say Messrs. Andrew Lang and Spielmann, and they are officially art.cntics, and 
ought to know. 
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years of this century' we led the world in this art, we have allowed it 
to perish from amongst us in order to enable our young artists to 
produce third-rate copies of the work which is clone at Barbizon or 
Grfcs, or in the lofty' studios which look down upon the Seine. 
English art has not been good enough for us Englishmen, forsooth ! 
— the art of Gainsborough and Bonington, Constable and Wilkie, 
of "Old Crome " and Cox, of Turner and De Wint, of Nasmyth 
and Richard Wilson and William Collins, of Stanfield and David 
Roberts, and, in our own day, of George Fripp, Samuel Palmer, 
j. W. North, Thomas Collier, H. G. Hine, Alfred Hunt, and last, not 
least, James Aumonier. So when the tottering feet of our students 
have learnt the first elements of artistic progression, we nowadays 
find it necessary to buy them a third-class ticket to Paris in order that 
they may finish their education with Gervex or Duran ; and finish 
their education they do, in the fullest sense of the term, for thence- 
forward they learn nothing; that whole art of painting, which took 
our greatest artists a lifetime to imperfectly acquire, being taught to 
this younger and wiser generation in a dozen or two brilliant lessons 
from a fat French model. Since this is the case, it was with the 
greater pleasure and with the more fervent admiration that I found 
in this years exhibition of the Royal Academy a landscape by Mr. 
Fred Goodall which possessed several of the best qualities of our 
older landscapes, and in which there was no trace of foreign influ- 
ence, of eccentricity, incompletion, coarseness, or exaggeration. The 
subject speaks for itself, 1 2 for there are few of us Londoners, at all 
events, who do not know the view over Harrow and the Surrey 
Hills which Mr. Goodall has chosen. There was at first some 
doubt as 'to the exact name to be given to the picture, and the 
present writer ventured to suggest that the title should be simply 
England^ for it seemed to him to embody much that was distinct- 
ively national. The green fields with their grazing sheep, cattle, 
and horses, the shepherd and the peasant girl in the foreground, the 
great public school in the distance, the tapering spire of the little 
church on (he hili wi(h its famous memories, (he blue hitis and 
woods in the distance, the soft rainy brightness of the atmosphere, 
the rich freshness of the grass, even the long line of white smoke 
which shows where the North-Western express is hurling itself sea- 
ward — these seem to me to make up a whole not unworthy of the 
typical title. Mr. Goodall, however, quite wisely, no doubt, thought 
otherwise, and has called his picture — rather elaborately’, Harrow- 
on -the- Hill, from the field known as Polly Mandrill's, Harrow 
Weald. However, the title matters but little. What does matter, is 
that everyone will fed this to be England, though it does not chance 

1 T5y the gre.it kindness of the artist, I am enabled to give in my quarto edition a faithful 
reproduction nf this beautiful nork in the autotype facing this page, which has been made 
from a monochrome oil painting, specially executed for me by Mr. Goodall 
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to be called so; and is it not a pleasant thing to find rbir 
veteran pa niter, who has spent all his youth and prime of arthtv 
manhood in painting the scenery and traditions P of Arabia and 
gypt, has come back now unshackled in spirit, unabated in entlmsi 

B & SK 

o E „e S, side men I"? l0 " ^En^Lrartt Sibi,' 

through . y ™ t ' ( ;?" d “\ e ”' " ,an and " oma "' who walks 

PnrvV u • er J » and fifty or ,1 hundred years hence when the 

popular to m dav 0 wiH 0 lon rtl |, C T h ° d and sentiment "h’ich are so 
heap people trill be ^ ?"' e P‘ a "' a y int0 the rubbish 

nf tKw- ^ me and look at this landscape, and other nictures 

that^wa^what^ngl^cTyook^Ml 111 ^ ° ne mother that 
there were still rSlen '? those long-passed days when 

London Do notVr m f S t0 bound within a dozen miles of 
picture ^anv tast nl rT'T der5t00d ' 1 do -<* c'™ for this 
to be eSr t„ beTutv o? ro! Sh ar ‘ ;s,ic value - 1 d ° "« ' b “ b b 
strength or delicacv the C °i 01 i r ' or power of composition, or in 
English 1 andscie p y a’i mi„g Zo t *7'°^ ° f 4“ » f 

of this article. The mJl v , e be f n named at the beginning 
divine genius with which n P SI \v- does lack, no doubt, the spark of 
it. but when this is said all hint^I? ' r° r Turner would have endowed 
is essentially a picture ’ic n m ° rdls P ara 8:cment must cease. This 
faithfully, but beautifully rerrt P ? SG k *? a stud > r_ “' one which not only 
and which has been wrought out ^ w,th wh f ich it is concerned, 
face to face with Nature herself ■’ Utmost f °. f . lhe artist ’ s abi!,t )'- 
these qualities and this tup i d 50 P ow e r ful is the influence of 
genuine work, Harrow, etc hun^ l ° * de!i ^ ht of a11 Iovers of 
■of the Academy, makes even ^ lh - 6 ^ nd of the g reat room 

seem by comparison stale i u j r art,stlc work in the gallery 
for us a wmdovv irthe wallfnr n Mr * G°odall has opened 

see and hear — not the shnne p- Ur 1 j^ 0n ^ ouse » through which we 
but the sunlightllW ^tle ofhansoms- 

tearing at the fresh, fweet Ira?*" ,S - 1 meadows - and the sheep 
young English painters a : u l ?». 15 a £ ood object lesson for 
repetition of the old, ever 1 reefing ofLon^fclbw : “ ^ ^ 

Were as elsewhere the 

painter who should be oui^owtf *° uc b. andfor once we have that 
if-purely technical capacity S be rerl~ W !! 0 ? e , rhnps * our greatest, 
y ^eckoned with — in an unwontedly 



humble frame of mind, and doing, I had almost said unconsciously, 
his best -work. 

No one who has even the slightest touch of poetical feeling can 
pass by Sir John Millais’ The Old Garden without experiencing 
both intense pleasure, and that touch of sadness which the sight of 
very peaceful, secluded scenes, marked with the traditions of bygone 
days, is wont to awaken. The story is perfectly told ; not, some 
would think, a hard matter, since there may be said to be none to 
tel), in' the sense that there is no hint of special incident or experi- 
ence ; nevertheless the canvas is crowded with memories and fancies 
none the less actual because they are only comprehended — perhaps 
unuttered speech is indeed the only form of language which is 
essentially true. And the speech of colour in this picture, and the 
association and arrangement of form, will, whether the artist knew 
it or no, tell to many of us the story of the lives which have been 
passed in the grey stone house which peeps out above the close- 
clipped garden hedges. Mr. Goodall’s picture, with many merits, 
lacked uie touch of genius which is to be found here. Is it not 
strange to notice that the whole inner atmosphere of Sir John Millais’ 
work belongs, not to his later years of world-wide reputation, rank, 
and riches, but to those days when he painted The Eve of Si. Agnes, 
and Christ in the Home of his Parents. 

Fortunately there is in the Royal Academy at the present time 
plain proof of the capacity of English sculptors in a group which has 
more power and more individuality than any which has appeared 
since Alfred Gilbert first exhibited — this is The Hounds held in Leash, 
by Mr. Harry Bates, a life-size group of horizontal shape, in which 
the hounds straining forward have almost pulled their keeper to the 
ground, whilst he with one foot pressed firmly against the rock is 
just able to restrain them. The group is singularly fine, both in 
force and originality and in beauty of composition. The lines of 
limb in the man, repeat and continue themselves in the form and 
position of the hounds, and give a sense of unity to the whole group, 
at the same time that they satisfy the eye. But the pre-eminent 
quality of the work is strength and manliness. The nude figure 
is modelled boldly — almost roughly — and his face is strong : finely 
conceived in the expression of power, resolution, and struggle. How 
a man whose work has hitherto (at least so far as the present writer 
is aware) been delicate low -relief plaques could produce such a 
magnificent, heroic group in the round as this — a work which places 
him at a bound in the foremost rank of our sculptors — is a puzzle. I 
can only imagine that he has long been concentrating himself upon 
this group. If so, he has his reward, for though by no means 
perfect, his work makes all the other sculpture in the room look 
mean, lifeless, and small, and would do so to an even greater degree 
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but that Ih e Hanging Committee, with their usual indifference to the 
merit of sculpture by outside contributors, have placed the groua 
where it can only be seen properly from in front. ® 

1 cannot leave the consideration of this work without pointing out 
how completely Mr. Dates has fulfilled one great condition of fine 

' hat h *«“ r dit, '° n of mal 4 h- statue°loofc weh 
not onl) from one or two, but practically from all, points of view 

whence" Ae lLt 0 ' 7 i r °" nd , th ' S Sroup " or flnd a sin S le S P°< 
SwlrV "S'y- nwkwnrd, or insignificant. By [he 

a_{ t * English sculptors this condition is much ignored and 

seerfonlv w eS P e ? iall y bas be =" habitually constructed to be 
seen only from m front, a position exactly facing the statue. 

°f- thC f ? Ct that b ° th Academy end the 
until a P veaJ or y nf n d o scu,pture of Mr ' Bat “. » 18S9, and 
bronze. 5 Two i } fter ' vard 5 ’ wben the same statue was cast in 
chased with the o, ntCr 7 ,n ^ crIor work of Mr. Bates’ was pur- 
AsTodate. Chan,rey Fund ’ and of course the artist made an 

tim° ne ,o P ?he e besrorl Sent fr r . lhe R °V a ' Acad 0">y for the firs, 
this was Mr. Albert recol,ectlon > for the last twenty years, and 
finished in time for Pvti.kV* ^ W t° coud not S el his great picture 
some time before the s' j'° n ‘ ■ , sa " tb ' s " ed on towards completion 
saw no hop« of™ iS. nf vT" d ? y; but ,ha artist then told me he 

a little sketch, whifh I reproduce 8 *' th S ° 1 “l 5 " 1 h ' m t0 ,et me have 
of his slighter work »ld • " °" tbe °PP 05lte page as a specimen 

has been freauentf l M u S '° once m °r e , ■« this article, what 
years, that it ?s a disgrace mth^RovM . durin S tbe last dozen 
this artist an Associate 1 Ko > a ' Academy not to have made 

such of his pictures as /J„kjy/ n %X ear D a g°' Those who remember ■ 
of Music, th ' T '“ /“inter'! Tribute to the Art 
kaow 1 have the fullest rr„ °' d ’ m y Leader, and many others, will 
Moore's quality as an artist ofth/b- "“rt 18 '. ! n stating that Mr. 
most exquisite oercenrinn l k'&hest scientific knowledge, of the 
figure, as a suK? P ^ t ° “ ? f ‘ b * d -ped and Sndraped 

learned draughtsman, is such as to '1 l ° unst ' ™ d ns a delicate and 
any member of the Academv i challenge comparison with that of 
Has never gone one sten nut r An ^ w l t ^ this he is a painter who 
art to conciliate the tasttfof *t,° considers the true path of 

such as these are not men Multitude or to enrich himself! If 
honour, f or what purpose dJ** ? e Acatiem y should delight to 

themselves, when they have Acad ^ m y exist ? If the artists 

long-sustained work who ran P° wer > will not reward first-rate and 
• - n ° can ” e h °Pe will be likely to do so ? For 

etion of TV.T- u f 
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Henry Moore, the sea- 



painter, who was kept outside the Academic ranks till he was nearly 
fifty years old, though he had been acknowledged for twenty years to 
be the finest sea-painter in England, I challenged the Royal Academy 
"annually in the Spectator to produce a single reason, good, bad, or 
indifferent, why they excluded these two men, Albert and Henry 
Moore, from the ranks of the Associates. I now renew the challenge 
on behalf of the former, only this time I ask, not the Council of 
Burlington House, but the people of England, to express their 
verdict We all know the oft-quoted proverb as to the relative value 
of fact and theory. Well, against all the theoretical praise which has 
been lavished during the last week upon the management of Bur- 
lington House, take as a slight counterpoise the fact that they have 
managed in the course of thirty years to practically kill English 
landscape art, and that, of the greatest painters of the present 
generation, a large proportion of the best are either outside their 
ranks, or have been admitted to them grudgingly in late middle age, 
in order that they might strengthen with their glory the institution 
which had nothing but derision and neglect for them during their 
time of manhood and struggle. Such a course of action may perhaps 
be, from the narrow shopkeeper point of view, worldly wise, but that 
it is worthy of a great nation, and conducive to the progress of a great 
art, the present writer at least must be allowed to deny. 

Q The most purely artistic work of this year’s exhibit 

X O QO t * on at Royal Academy, was to be found in the 
y pictures of the outsiders — those artists whose initials 
are, like the hero’s wounds, all in front. Of these, two contributions 
stand out as pre-eminently interesting — the one for having been 
painted by a young and comparatively unknown artist; the other 
for being the last of a long succession of beautiful pictures, one or 
two of which have for the last quarter of a century or so formed a 
chief clement in the attractiveness of each annual collection at Bur- 
lington House or the National Gallery . 1 Of Mr. Swan’s Lioness 
defending fur Cubs \vc will speak later, and first talk a little of Mr. 
Albert Moore’s Summer Night — a portion of which composition 
faces this page. Purposes of copyright frequently interfere with the 
reproduction of new pictures, and this was the reason which forced us 
in the present instance to give such a maimed presentment of the 
work in question. The picture, a very large one, hung in a comer 
of the fifth room by the door, in an extremely unbecoming light, and 
we may safely say looked as bad as would be possible under any 
circumstances. Still, the Hanging Committee (or let us say Fate, or 
chance) notwithstanding, the work, like all really great art, asserts its 
quality irresistibly. Thank God for bcautifitl women, said the old 

1 Pesfupj my >oungcr readers may have forgotten that op to about 1870 the Royal 
Academy had no separate building for either their schools or annual exhibitions. 
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“niff r wel1 ech ? his sayin S' and adtl a rider of recoo- 

nition and thankfulness to the artist who can see and set down no 
canvas so much of the beauty of women as Mr Albert Mn 
has here moulded to his artistic purpose-has woven iniTt 

^ ?3SLee x xxrx 

.h?huTh\f^es d X h n 4ht m0On,;t Sea *“ S ° fd >-- s P ,e " dM » 

h» w WcrL n V ?J- A U ‘ y 0f J“ aU ^ in thfs work B the same as 
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newer, more personal life ol^art. qU1Cken them with the keener, 

the^asb o n nwhLh1h?,"S' i - 0me in J^tification, I venture to indicate 
what may be Sled the ouST,' , kVe wili omit «H reference to 
selection of beautiful lines and forS^ST' 7 ° f pictUre ’ U thc 
and inventiveness nf , m , the harmonies of composition 

speak the piecemeal ™ §S,“ d ?T'°" on,y the “tual, » 
beautiful. Of these the fW ° i? lhe P ainter ’s insight into the 

painting of the nude or ™ t . w « ich m , ust be the first of every worthy 
' mingled delicacy a ndstrenrnh c«r! y nude /° rm — *s the sense of the 
In all great Greek sculntuS* n’ ?[$ ne . SSand dignity, of the human body, 
are made to feel first of all rV desi £ a <. an d Italian flesh painting, we 
the beauty of the whole’ ,r ] man y instances exclusively, 

Roman copyist or the nainter nf human body. Directly the 
in, he begins to lincer^fonHI later Renaissance days comes 

sinews and muscles, S a nd delmhr^ det J i,s and elaboration of the 
analysis instead of synthesis • W-dl 1 " ,^ howin S hls knowledge by 
(or architecture, for the matter nf sculpture or painting 

Analysis belongs to the sripmlfi l ^ at ) >s and must be synthetic, 
and directly a painter mak-ec C as 1 ? e ? t na ture, not the artistic ; 
supinator longus t he has cone o US thmk about l he deltoid and the 
George Eliot once called the towards ma king us forget what 

Strange that there should be i^J? be ? Uty of a ™>niSn’s a ™ 1* is 
stages, of which the last and draw,n g of the nude three distinct 
first the student draws his contn. bfSt .Y 6 , su P e . rfic ‘ alI y the same, for 
bones and muscles which underlie rS but little reference to the 
invariably he draws those bont fn ? nd sba P e *«". and then almost 
or instance, much of Mr. p ovntpr . musc J es so elaborately (compare, 
y most a b°rious and learned work) 



more- beautiful things in modern art, as far as the „ 

unconscious act on is concerned than the t ,, e expression of 

head Of the sleeping fcurem d eleft nf P ,h ' °- the hands ' arms ' a " d 
right arm acrosifthf b^and the soft clasn of the 

drapery beneath, are-admirable alike in th \ t G ^' inc u P on the 
and in truth to nature, while , he ™ P ^T& Ve " t0 the e >' a 
hand lightly droooinp- frnm th P ° Se tbe e ^ £ arm w, ’ J h the 

so entirely characmrlstic^of f a “° a *“* * 

unstudied, that despite its ronsnnfn ° rl g'ual, unexpected, and 

I can hardly believe this was not X -"•* if 10 reSt tke cora P°sition, 
accidentally seeing it Similar rlgl . n ^ ^ suggested by the artist 
the action of thinking fi™ L"”^- no [^‘'y given to 
depicted is a momentary fne® Onck,! 8 ’ “ , th,s case the g esture 
picture remains to be noticed-Sh! Iasts P“ la: 1 g Eace °f Mr- Moore's 
ness, and beauty with which the ex quis.te refinement, inventive- 
I have in formeV yXrs so reolnX"' 05 "5 arran g ed a " d P a ''"ted. 
point in detail thaUt neednotl! ! y i P ° mted c° ut and this 

that the present instance is a fin! Vd Upon here fu «herthan to say 
this respect. a fine s P ec ™“ of Mr. Moore's skill in 

upon the qualities of'Albert^ll!! 1 ^ *° n ® a huve paragraphs 

that art possesses, ft wls “5 and the 6"?* ^eritsavhich 
recognise and admire the fiXf 1 ? d , , oni:e more iead readers to 

Academy have pmistemlv Xr .,° f ,Ms ' vork 'vMch the Royal 
Many years ago in the Spcllator *° reward or acknowledge, 
name its very contributors w h»‘c«l ° d J n _ even a greater paper, whose 
Royal Academy, or any crltir n f r ba | ec * ^ re ath, I challenged the 
adequate the administration of tha^fn^v^ 0 UpbeId as impartial and 
election of deserving artists tn o-m ^ nstIt V tlon So for as regards the 
Jong-enduring exclusion of’ Mefsrs R 7 SmgIe _T eason for the already 
he honour of Associateshin Anrl i an d Albert Moore from 

o point out yearly, that the fire r en P°inted out, and continued 

Painter in England (winch me f r2* was > far the greatest sea- 
vas the only living artist of our r wor ^)» and that the second 
« dequately, was the greatest mac* ° Un f try who could paint drapery 
EnoT*? seen at Burlington Hnn! pUF j design whose pictures 
?" gltsh . man who was capabfe of ' l nd Was Orally the only 
nf h t % ure with the true Grpoi l ng ,. tbe combination of drapery 
of both, but for the essenS dSnhv k f n S>not only for the beauty 
w Jw S - C ° uId be shmvn in tfiSS j° d P UF,t y of the latter. As far 
and •^•i? urna ^' I did show it bycomn ° Zen *, nes . or so op a daily or 
on rp m u b if resu *t my words reneatM 1 ^ 11 - description, and criticism, 
cuhli. Chal,en ^ ed an y human h«f dunn g ten years, were never 
theacr h^ 55 W3S concerne d- Time wp' * at 2 events so far as the 

7 a more splendid sea-picture than ?’ an ? u ] 1, n £ th ’ dnVen t0 
/s 4 h ' the R °y aI Academy 



nct f only deserve recognition, but who are absolute masters of their 
comparatively new to the English ^ ra , n ,9 e aac j Holland, but who is 

rarer species of bTrds Ja^£f \ P1J - bI '^ Mr ' Sw ?" is °” e of the 

present, at all events cam mo W r° ls , :! so a " ***&— and who at 
for its popularity or nricelblf f r the quaI,t >'. of h!s ' rork than 
since he is both'drauphts’rmn mH 2 1° ™ m amS ln . an ° tker respect, 
fancied as the mermaid and 1 ** c<dour,st — a combination as easily 
draughtsman hrreTu 'tio" ^ <°“ncl. That he is a 

perhaps be taken as 3S , tbe of Jerome’s studio may 
men can draw lightly nor is ri! Pr0C,f vf 01 i Frenchmen do not say 
an exceptional draughtsman • £!n Tlf ' ke y ‘° ‘’i'" 1 * hi g% save of 
have decided in thefr omn ; ven fhe. younger French artists who 
can't paint, still grant him s nce (<fevxngl ans ) that this old master 
this by the way. W",™ '' ,lIe knowledge of drawing-but 
is, from the nature of the 't" P °' ver as a coJourist ' P™°f Solute 

knovm folk-some of !hL$“\ mo ? difficuIt “> <*taln. 1 have 
considered Leighton a colourist™ (P rofe5slon ally) critical— who have 
disadvantage of the I nter p r;n: compared in that respect, to the 
safer ,o say that n the sam y "' er " ,h Wms ' Possibly it may be 
is Mr. Swan — -a* master se * hat »r. .Watts is a colourist, so 

preferentially the darker rich.’ whatever tint he depicts, choosing 
gloom of evening lustrous in Ktr UeS ^ ! be palette ' an d making even 
of shadowy colour. If W e mav r,l V01C . Jy the variety and gradation 
sion on a subject which is fr^n e P ar ^. one ^ a brief technical diver- 
out that even amontS y misun ^rstood, we would point 

pleasant — and rightly pleasant- whose pictures are in colour 

almost as separate as thns^ r^r .l , u P on . there are two classes 
are the camps of the colourists ? ni ? the & oats * These 

these^ are the men who seek t ^ e tintlsts - in the first of 

tone m their pictures, but who s PP L.°f ^ 3 to ? i P leasurab l e effect of 
the utmost possible beautv -inrl - rorn eacb t,nt employed therein 
?, S *flat tint— a linuS 1 ,, ™ 1 ? : wh ° consider such a thing 
then spread from one part of ^ ’ ° s P eak ’ ™*ed in a pail, and 
rush— as unworthy of the name "2 ass , t0 tke otl >er, with a big flat 
ate, and, technically speakinu nb °- C ° ,OUr ’ and wh ° aeek to modu- 
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camp, on the other Jiand, is the home of those who 



treat the colour effect of a picture as they would the decoration of 
any plane surface, seeking for harmony by juxtaposition of various 
tints of which each individual portion may be unattractive or even 
ugly, but of which the combined effect is either pleasant or significant* 

Were it not for the passing fashion in art, it were scarcely neces* 
sary to say that the former of these methods is the more estimable, 
and has been the method of every painter of earlier days whom the 
world recognises ns having been a great colourist. It is pre- 
eminently the method of fainting, as opposed to the method of 
mosaic. Rut our digression is too long already, and with one last 
remark — that the French, broadly speaking, are almost universally 
colourists in the latter, and that the best English artists are some- 
times colourists in the former and higher sense — we must leave this 
point to the consideration of our readers. Mr. Swan, then, is a 
draughtsman ns understood by Geromc, .and a colourist as under- 
stood, shall we say, by Tintoretto (that is, that Tintoretto would 
have accepted him as in the right road). What else is he ? Well, 
he is essentially a big man — a man who treats his subjects bigly — has 
broad and deep ideas concerning them — goes to the root of the 
matter. Practically our public nowadays — having forgotten James 
Ward, who knew as much as both of them put together — considers 
onlj' Landseer and Briton Riviere as our representative animal 
painters. Landseer in the immediate past, full of sentiment of the 
kindly Jingo type, and intellect of the quality of a Macaulay ballad, 
but broad-shouldered, genial, and English ; good-tempered, sane, and 
with a proper discernment between the merits of the aristocracy, 
and the lesser, but still occasionally admirable qualities of endurance, 
pathos, or heroism in people who arc born in dimmer vesture than 
the purple ; and Riviere, who wears Landseer’s rue with a poetical 
difference, who is neither broad-shouldered (artistically), sane, nor 
particularly healthy, but who has hankerings after poetical, if popular, 
treatment of his subject-matter, who has read Omar Khayy&m in his 
leisure moments, and heard of Adonis and Endymion ; and generally 
may be said to represent the sufficiently cultured sentiment of a 
more instructed day than that for which Landseer painted. 

Mr. Swan’s merit is to steer equally clear of both the rocks on 
which these painters have wrecked their art : as capable a draughts- 
man as Landseer, a better painter, as the Frenchmen understand 
fainting , and an infinitely finer colourist, he has combined with his 
study of animal nature a sentiment, or rather a quality of sentiment, 
which gives to the beasts he depicts the dignity which is their own, 
instead of the sentiment which is alien to them though natural to us . 1 

* Perhaps in much of this he has adapted or rather caught the inspiration or the French 
sculptor, but this is to examine too curiously. 

387 



mmmmm 

feel, who has snem h™ i;r„ • b,e ' , ‘ h,s ls no tame beast, we 

j U °n3S y a„ & d Un de a s d “ ’’"fT" 

££2b£? r£d v f 0 O nmnM na,n 'f bu ‘ 3 wild 

powerful, ^ruel —blindlv imo ‘ md . destro y her enemies; resourceful, 
to the present 5 "f nl| y' vr >*tt. Even more attractive 
knowledge, is the little nude^d mo . re Sl g"tfi ca nt of the painter’s 
lies prone on a rock bv the 7 ° f r the Pi ^ &**"*?. "’ho 
fishes are dancing at the cL | 0r ? ?• a .8 re y sea, from which the 
subdued colour a” ch-irm;rm°T ^ blS ^ beautiful piece of 

fine piece of powerful draughtsman' ^touched fantasy of thought, a 
ative, easy, and "right . ” 8 SIn anship, graceful and natural, imagini 

received less oT the "prafse whth w" a "' S ' ? th -? k thc picture tvhich 
unobtrusiveness and subdued l b " a r s r ue ' >f only because of its 
The Silver LM™ was' one - entitled 

p U tchasedforthe4nteyT“t7 byMr> Aumonier, aftenvards 


»« rrance such painting would hn VZ, • recognition cieservea. 
and especiaHy in exhibitions, whtreX^vnf ? El }S}™ d > 

°f the pictures is forced un to , the of colour m the majority 
pose of attracting attention the*w» anatura ^y high pitch for the pur- 
contmually escape notice not nnl u ,CJ J te representations of Nature 
by the critic whose bS ne s ft'ilin'l?'? 0 ™' n ary visitor, but even 
Aumomer's landscape art hn,,™?. d be to cf ' sco t'er them. 
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Aumonier’s la™4e art n Tc,^ ShC 

that which is connoted by'the words ( ?r ritS far higher praise than 
s a painter who more worrhm, - d|caIe and unobtrusive. He 
landscape than perhaps anv ath?™** °? t . lle traditions of English 
■ may be said to be rivalled in this b ° W lvia ff' though possibly he 
°n ) at artIsts , notably Mr Thn ty^PCCt by two or three water- 
and Mr. George Fripp He sl,Tn , ColI,er '‘ Mr, Hine (the elder), 
the respect of original,' ty H and “ te . ■? nked above all of these in 
be ongmg , 0 h!s time, fbrVr A,™ Pe '' a ! l >' in the great merit of 
of the freshness and apparent S work ’. ‘bongh possessing 
I F a Ir ’ Colller ls Since dead ^ 1 3355 W hich were SUch dis- 
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be imperfect, or a 3 ln nn :r , ‘,° be ~ h,s ""Perfection, if he 
calculated, and delibemm The bC ^Sg^ted, is intentional, 
in one of ins IsT'briSnt ^.TuT L °f. s St ™°" 
So thinks Sir John Giiterttlso and he H 'lh for ,? b! .‘ of , P ur P ,e - 
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composition is simple this Dainter } Vhen . tlle motive of his 

capable of making even a tinnle V ha PP*f st » s '"ce he is always 
afford us sufficient into™ P fi ? are - d a stDr > r sa fficiemly- 
carefully, to have oainted f omet ^ ,n K indeed it is, if considered 

having produced one thoroughly' "’dull' eo" “v* Centur >’ 
have towards the close of life Z • imposition— something to 

hand so strong. n lma g lna tion so unwearied and a 

time repeatefthe modve whVh "h l ar8e , P icture ' but for the third 
Of the Market-place, which nSs thin ! Und successful in a Corner 
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similar character. The nrpc P n f * i i*£ r0Und a nd surroundings of , 
with the first of the senes -,,J'° rb 15 °. ne °*" a ' most equal charm 
Classical it i s ; n ’ , ' s considerably richer in colour, 
English, and .nineteenth - centurv^FnMM^ su P e . rfic;al sense— but 
visitors to the Royal Academv . , n ghsh, to the core ; but few 

admire the refinement andS u care for that ’ though all will 

of the girl's pose.^thevarlpts? 08 ^ eSS ° f tbe execut '°n, the grace 
marbles, potteries, robes, fruits nnd™ Care Wlth which the various 
colour effect of the whol’e. H , ?° Sa 'f S 3re P afnted . and the. rich 
classic pictures are almost who!!,, 5? ^ at P er s°naJIy these sham* 
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Leighton’s Psyche, down to nd ’ waxen deIic acy of Sir iFrederick 
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f 1 ! 3 h ® little maiden, is certain v S ‘ e * s > 35 Mr.'PoynW 

^ s P ea king,-the most dIpsc-T ^ t l len ? l h e most possible, and 
• e l° n gs thereto, and that is inHf» n east one quality of great 
t q re a tr aI ii Ut th " executbn and £ e - G ° f sca,e -the picture is 
treated This is the work of nn~ i? he are large, and largely 

concept ion of art, Jdh^°ld e ^^ely JimhedYn his * 
else , to stray from 6 | execut .i° n of his conception 

ri ght shoulder of the girl in n ^, aut y lnt o ugliness (witness 
giri m our Illustration, and the hideous 



shoulder*of-mutton line it makes owing to the arrangement of the 
draper)'), is always a conscientious and on the whole a capable 
workman-^-an artist, moreover, who has no sympathy with sloppy, 
cheap, or meretricious art, but toils to produce something artistic — 
sometimes with success, and sometimes with marked but worthy 
failure — to the utmost of his ability. The utmost that is in him, as 
Carlyle put it, is what Mr. Poynter brings to the common stock, and 
with all his shortcomings there is no man living who has a better 
right to be a member of the Royal Academy, or whose example 
could be more safely recommended to young artists to follow so far 
as perseverance, energy, and single-mindedness are concerned. 

Amongst, the younger men of the Scotch school there is no one 
who is just now working more strenuously, or, on the whole, more 
successfully, than Mr. Farquharson. His landscape — My Heart's in 
the Highlands — despite the abominable, catchpenny maudlin title — 
is solidly well drawn, and well, though somewhat heavily, painted. 
Well composed and by no means unpleasing in colour, is the little 
picture, too, of Cairo. This is the kind of work produced by the 
men who, in the professional phrase, are running for Associate - 
ship, and we should never be surprised to hear one morning 
that Mr. Farquharson had been gently lifted to that empyrean 
where the gods of Burlington House lie beside their nectar. There 
are truly too many Scotchmen already within the portals ; but 
comradeship is strong in council, and within the Academy, the 
canny Scot plays a not dissimilar part to that of the Irish party 
in the House of Commons, and votes solid for the election of 
his countrymen. 

Look, however, at Mr. Farquharson’s work, honest and pains- 
taking as it is, by the side of any little sketch of a comparatively 
unattractive subject by Aumonier, and you will see at once the 
difference between the work of the man who will probably get into 
the Academy, and the man who almost certainly will not ; and the 
you will xiote .is jooJ JLo favour of tbe former- One is 
education and persistence ; the other is simply — art. 

, In the foregoing pages l have endeavoured, probably at too 
great length for the interest of my readers, to point out a few of the 
pictures which are for one reason or another notable in this year's 
Exhibition of the Royal Academy, and in the remaining portion of 
the space devoted to the notice of this year’s paintings 1 shall only 
say a few plain words as to other works of interest, some of which 
were exhibited in the New and Grosvenor Galleries. 

° Few things are more perfect in the present gallery than the 
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chrysanthemums painted by M. Fantin arainu •. , , 
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exdudecTfrom thef Royal^Arad^ “^by.Mr. W. H, Bartlett, was 
an exceptional instance of s /'Xhibition, but was nevertheless 
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because the painter had :.,/5^" 0c ^ ctl ^ n on f he following page, 
Associateship. Outside the rv> ^mitted to the honours of 
tion must have surprised raam? U f CI u R°ynl Academy the elec- 
of those artists of whom thp ^ r * Waterlow is essentially one 
first and last characteristic Y? rc ^ . prettifies s, expresses almost the 
painter, full of gently-pleasim? <• 6 * S P re " ejr, ' nen tly an inoffensive 
g Pleasing sentiment, and attractive colour, not 
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good colour, note, which is an entirely different matter, but colour 
which is taking and popular, and such as can be successfully repro- 
duced by the chromo-lithographer or the colour -printer. The 
present picture shows him, 1 think, at his best, and one feels it 
almost harsh to criticise work which is so unassuming, so domestic, 
and so proper I should do better probably to note that the sheep 
are well drawn and cleverly grouped, that the little fisher-boy shep- 
herd has evidently passed the fourth standard, and never given the 
good folks at home one moment’s anxiety, that all the natural 
surroundings of the scene are delicately drawn and add to the 
impression of quiet, comfortable life; and yet, once more, this is 
evidently not the real thing. This is art of the studio, not of the 
field and shore ; it only palters with the real character and meaning, 
and is oblivious of the real beauty, of its subject-matter. 

Compare with this Mr. Phil Morris’ Poor Jack ! a reproduction of 
a rough sketch of which is given on the following page. Mr. Morris 
js one of the most uneven of our painters, and has the credit of 
having started the dressed-up baby type of picture, which for the 
u * en .y ears kas k ecn so deadening an influence on English art. 
but he is nevertheless a genuine artist, with a strong feeling for the 
sea, and for the sea's effect upon those who live habitually in con- 
nection with it. His first successes at the Royal Academy, of which 
he is now an Associate, were made in idyllic pictures of seafaring 
and country life, and 1 cannot but think that these subjects are his 
real province, anc! that if, giving up painting millinery infants for the 
Christmas numbers of the Graphic and tne Illustrated , and rather 
V&p. over-dressed portraits, he would return to the matters in 
* "kwh he takes real interest and for which he has real sympathy, it 
would be well for his fame and better for himself. The present 
picture tells its story simply, graphically, and well. This may, of course, 
be bunkum, but certainly does not look like it. We can hardly fancy 
bet that the artist has seen this lowering sky and these rough 
fishermen carrying their comrade to his last resting-place. At all 
events here is a possible presentment of the life of to-day, instinct 
With a natural emotion which is of all limes, and, as such, is a fitting 
subject for a picture worthily carried out. 

Turn back to Mr. Waterlow's more superficially attractive work, 
or onwards to Mr. Henry Woods’ graceful Venetians selling fruit 
on the Giudecca, and sec into what utter insignificance the human 
motive, even in this rough expression, redilces the manufactured 
and artificial work. No quainter contrast could perhaps be taken 
*° tke picture of which I have just spoken than that which is to be 
found in Mr. T. M. Rookc’s Triumph of Saul and David in the 
v* cw Gallery (reproduced hereafter). Without in the least wishing 
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to be unkind (and indeed the present writer has frequently shown 
his admiration of Mr. Rooke’s work in the most practical form 
which admiration of an artist’s pictures can take), can we possibly 
regard the point of view indicated by this picture as anything but 
ludicrous ? Observe, the painters of whom I have lately been 
speaking regard men and women and nature very differently, but at 
least they regard, they take into account, such subjects; but here 
we may almost say that humanity and nature have disappeared 
entirely from the scene, and have only left — what? These funny 
little beings, with their extraordinarily disproportionate little legs, 
and feet which are smaller than their hands, and queer little 
cockly draperies, seem wholly unlike anything that ever existed, or 
could exist, upon the face of the earth. 


Now supposing that Mr. Rooke painted these figures from 
ignorance of anatomy, or even from laziness or insufficient study, we 
might, I think, pardon him. But is this the case? Is not every' 
error here calculated, deliberately adopted, preferred to truth ? I 
think the intrinsic evidence is very strong in favour of this view, 
especially when we consider that we can trace most of Mr. Rooke's 
peculiarities to the fountain-head in the work of the artist whom he 
long served faithfully as an assistant, and whom he still delight's to 
call “ Mr. Burne-Jones." His painting and his ideas have alike taken 
colour from this long associateship, but unfortunately the peculiarities 
which in the master are but blemishes, are in this faithful pupil sore 
disfigurements. The curious, morbid twists of Mr. Burne-Jones’ 
mind have taken root in Mr. Rooke’s humbler .and more religious 
an< ^ brought forth most extraordinary fruit, in which the 
Bible and the Ictus Veneris struggle together in eternal contest, like 
that of Ormuzd and Ahriman; and as Mr. Bufne-Jones made man 
and woman into one composite, quaintly-conceived being, partaking 
ot the fcharacteristics of both sexes, so has Mr. Rooke, not to fail in 
loyalty to his master, abstracted all manhood and womanhood what- 
ever from the little doll-like creatures in whose presentment he 
de ights. All this is true, but is not the whole truth, for unhuman, 
aolMike, comm as they are, these little beings are as attractive 
as* the African pigmies appeared to Mr. Stanley. The reason is not 
lar to seek ; for this little painter has in him what most of the more 
robustious SDints of thp 


r ,* ' v: — ” mm wnat most ci me 

obustious spirits of the Academy lack— a strong sense of beauty, 
ires are frequently jewel-like in colour, his faces quaintly, 
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1Ct i UreS **y4 uc ““y jewei-iiKe in colour, his laces quainuj, 
^ n , ln £ y P r r e “y> his cockly draperies full of invention, arrangement, 
nnli? raCe °I me ’ „ Moreover, from one corner of his pictures to 
nr2,w' Ve , find e T vef y morsel of space has been thought of as 
couW rnm nd ma t 3S deli ghtful to the eye and mind as Mr. Rooke 
S tn?rfh aSS -i/ he f. e ar L e here 1 no wastes of canvas, no spaces to 
, to use the old studio phrase, no lack of interest or thought to be 

’394 



found anywhere. The art is perverted, almost ludicrous, certainly 
feeble, but genuine and true to itself, or rather to the inspiration of 
Mr. Burne-Jones, upon which it has been founded. 


Mr. Arthur Hacker’s Vae Victis ! — The Sack of Morocco by the 
Almohadcs, is one of those pictures which are more common in the 
French Salon than in an English exhibition. It is large, grandiose 
in treatment, and evidences the thorough training of the artist. In 
fact the composition is such as a clever student would produce .in 
competing for the Prix de Rotne, or any other of the great Beaux 
Arts prizes. I n the Academy, however, such pictures are rare, and the 
work is useful less for intrinsic attractiveness than as marking the 
point of performance to which foreign painters habitually attain, and 
which the successful students of foreign schools rarely fail to reach. 
Useful too at Burlington House as a silent protest against the 
timid and restrained proprieties which distinguish the majority of the 
pictures. Though the treatment of the nude can scarcely be said to 
form the main motive. of this composition, yet the portion of the 
picture in which that treatment occurs has been dealt with by Mr. 
Hacker as simply and Frankly as the rest of. his subject. We do not 
feel that this artist has been above all things afraid of offending the. 
delicate susceptibilities of the British*matron ; he has not sought to 
shock them, it is true, and has arranged the bodies of his murdered 
women with considerable grace and dexterity to that end, but other- 
wise the fear of the censor has not been before his eye. The picture 
is well painted, and the composition, though perhaps not very .original, 
is ingenious and pleasant, and Mr. Hacker is hardly to blame if in 
looking at his work we are forced to think of that of Benjamin 
Constant. For as a rule these Eastern subjects, especially such as 
■ involve elaborate figure-composition, are almost entireTythe property 
of French artists. The present is a notable attempt on the part of 
an Englishman to compete with the last-mentioned on a ground 
which they have made specially their own. 


Me. Heasy Woods! Frv.itsc.lkrs iv. tfic Givdeaa is, a. pleasawt 
change from these massacred women, and has not only this merit Jto 
recommend it, but is extremely clever from the artistic point of 
view, and if a little wanting in subject, full of accurate detail and 
brilliant colour. I always feel, however, that the broad-shouldered 
English quality of Mr. Woods’ art is/? little out of place in depicting 
the life of the lagoons. The charrojiCf Venice, at all events to those 
who know her well, is a charm dirt rather than cleanliness, of 
Bohemfanism rather than respectability, of freedom rather than 
restraint. Beauty there breaks forcibly as it were through the 
opposing uglinesses of poverty and vice, or lies side by side with 
them in the strangest places; and Mr. Henry Woods’ Venice has 
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a ivays been what Venice herself never is— swept and garnished— for 
.clean rather than unclean spirits to dwell in, and there is a prettv 
mildness and comely health about his women's faces, such as we 
may frequent y see, or at least expect to see, in an English dairy- 
maid, but such as the present writer— who knows Venice well— has 
never seen there. 


Arthur Lemon’s Conversion of St. Hubert, though not to my 
thinking one of his finest works, strikes at least a more real and 
far more genuine artistic note than that of which we have^been 
speaking.. Amongst all our painters who take their chief subjects 
trom atunjal life, Mr. Lemon is the one who at present shows most 
poetic feeling, and whose work has most trace of originality. It is 
curious to notice that, despite a certain roughness of execution, the 
brushwork of this painter, and the whole manner and method of his 
art Have far more affinity with ancient painting than with that of the 
?„. s £ n f da >'' H , e has « peculiar and enviable faculty of giving both 
. , . drses ant l men large free gestures, which are at once graceful 

ns it ,?i lr U ,ii and ] v llc l a l e ’ ;l!xive “11. momentary, not reminding , 
arrested ftf, ’If stud,0 'P° sed model, or a movement which has been 
/- ■ r c,^ U rt 10 , sc t lc picture. Look for instance at this 

the ZZ 0/ A S ‘<. and note therei " the startled gesture of 

Saint Th ?n 1 ,h l hf'Wrightened. half-warlike appearance of the 
Slhtml t fis ! and , a ™ drawn back to strike, combined 
half fparfid 1 rnt°f f ®, he il d an ? fa ody. of the latter, tell their story of 
it sXn^lntsH l y ' a,ld , r ' ad n? ess t0 resist . most thoroughly ; and 
most of hi<? rnnt .. cnvr . adm,ra bly Mr. Lemon’s landscape here, as in 
wishes to dpmVt ri £ T' ? c ^. oes and reinforces the sentiment he 
and original Lk, andT^eSuH “ doi " S «" d 

forsaken' their a jl otber the artists who have this year 

scape p ure an^slm nl° med - Sl i!^ eCtS • and he gives us here not a land- 
town on a wet 1S u ,S W0 ? t ’ ^ ut the high street of a country 

not mana/lo^ Z.Z’Z ° 0t be * Ir Halswelle if he dii 
upon the' surface* of lat- Sat1 ' . re ^ ct ! ons (which he usually shows us 
road ;WdS tit* or ‘ n y?\?* the wet- pavement 'and slushy 
almost the satisfactio ' > S l aCe . sb y a hove the houses, we see, with 

clouds with' their wan* V ^ W , e ^5° nie an friend, his cumulus 

has prettified his and ,/ a * n t .shadows. Still, though he 

and, if briKeWdl . ^V^d thereby lost much of the reality, 
he has made it ’into i h . Imse //» of the beauty ! of the scene, 

of falling rain-* and the atm^S 1 P ic t, ur e, and has rendered the effect 
very happily; - We rin-Ti° pberG o{ absolute dulness and boredom 
PP > We Can almost imagine a dejected traVeller, way- 
396 




’ >n(iinit Or a 



bound >by some unnappy acciucni, av me *.«- 

red . commerciaf hotel, watching drearily the passing sheep and 
scattered townsfolk, and wondering what in. heaven .and earth he 
shall do with himself till dinner-time ; . * - «■- 

There were^two pictures at the. Grosvcnbr Gallery this year which 
I must mention as fine examples of modern Anglo-1* rench work. 

• If we at* all accept its style of art, there is no work of such import- 
ance in the Gallery, as Mr. La Thangue’s large Leaving Home. In 
any case tKIs would be a notable picture for strength and marvellous 
freshness of impression. The subject is a simple one enough, a 
village girl leaving home for service for the first time. She is sitting 
in a carrier’s cart with her face covered by her hands, the carrier is 
whipping up his old grey horse with professional indifference, her 
parents, and brothers and sisters, arc all at the cottage gate to say 
good-bye. -The horse is trotting plump towards us out of the picture : 
'one feels. almost tempted to get out of the way, so > realistic is the 
-impression of movement. * If the work, however, had only possessed 
..these merits, we should -haye scarcely thought it deserving of such 
high praise, but Mr." La Thanguc has in the present instance 
succeeded in painting not only an extraordinarily realistic picture, 
but one in which the study of sentiment and character is very highly 
above the'average. . The difference in the expression of grief in the 
mother’s and father's faces is very subtle and profoundly natural, so 
are the varying expressions of the younger children, so is the uncon- 
cern, or rather obliviousncss, of the driver. Note, too, for a little 
piece of genuine insight, the gesture with which the girl, through all 
her sorrow, still clings to the band-box upon her knee. Certainly 
.we will not quarrel with realistic art if it will frequently give us such 
i work as this, and feel almost inclined to say that Mr. La Thangue 
" shall have a license to .be afe ugly as he pleases — -and he does some- 
times please to be very ugly indeed — if only he will stray into 
beauty now and then, as he has done here. This artist’s second con- 
tribution, which is the portrait of an unnamed painter (is it his own ?) 
is also intensely clever; but in this the vice of the Impressionist 
school shows prominently, and the strength is coarse, almost blatant. 

At the very opposite pole of artistic endeavour stands the large 
work by Mr. Sargent entitled Ightkam Moat— Ladies Playing at 
Bowls. In its way, this is as clever as Mr.. La Thangue's Leaving 
Home ; but to call the way peculiar, would be but a mild character- 
isation. The picture is utterly peculiar, and at first sight we might 
well be excused for finding it utterly, abominable. The' grass lawn 
on which the players are standing is, in this picture; a vast expanse 
of raw and almost ungradated green, which' the painter appears to 



have deliberately smeared over the canvas so as to produce the 
utmost possible deadness and dull uniformity. Ightham Moat itself, 
for so we suppose the house is called, is of a pinkish -purple, and the 
trees at the back of the picture are dark, shapeless masses, against a 
wan, almost colourless sky. The figures are nearly all in dark dresses, 
standing midway in the picture, and at first the effect of the whole 
composition is childlike — almost infantile. One penny plain, two- 
pence coloured— and this is one of the twopenny ones — such is the 
impression which many people will carry away from Mr. Sargent's 
But the second and the third look — still more the fourth and 
fifth— -reveal capacities therein which are by no means childlike, and 
qualities which are rarely found save in great art. The sense of 
space, for instance, which the picture gives, is enormous, the cool 
freshness most restful and delightful ; the drawing of the figures 
is more than good, their pose and composition, and, as it were, 
incidental character, leave, as a house-agent would say, nothing. to be 
desired. Most admirable of all is the impression of reality which the 
scene conveys. The painter entirely disappears from sight, and as 
or the manner by which he has arrived at his result, we neither 
now nor care anything. The result is there — a vivid impression of 
LI 63 evenin S ' v,t h feal figures enjoying the coolness. The point 
t0 . me thls: R J r * Sargent boldly creates an artistic con- 
tion instead of attempting to follow out the truth of nature, and if 
r^°, n c C f, Succe , eds m ™kmg us accept that convention, we are in his 
hr0Ush °?' U Gl ? nted 'hat the details of any scene could look 
. ’ 8_ ranted that the effect of the whole is independent of, ’and 
ba ^ d u e? n ’ ‘ he defective detail of each individual portion of the 
Sr ‘ rt p Mr ' u arf ’“ t 15 a S reat master !n ‘he future development 
the\,.ii^ erst>n: 'uh’’ *■ do , n ? t believe that any art truth very worthy 
not Print y bu, k u P on individual uglinesses. I will 

cordons nf rn A* "If" a . "ght to spread his picture with large 
gK en effect ^ o e t a «npl«s,ng colour for the sake of procuring a ' 
a given harmony of impression • all 
the minutest on,, 1 '™ d h, th<atohas been beautiful in detail, and in 
inch out of ■? TV * as "c 35 ln mass - You cannot cut a square 
I think that It I ™thout seeing it to be lovely colour, and 
care for eve ‘ :,a lly th 15 total perfection, this value of and 
great painter/ P " ° f the canvas ' wh ich makes a great art, or a 

bitions o/the^Rov// A eS ^t some ? r bat disjointed notes on the exltt- . 
be found therein 1 need onl y ^peat that there are to 

endeavour to mndifv ^ Cr ' tlc isrns and expressions which I should 
the poTm of Wew /fmlv" ' T P T r had be -written from 
it more necessarv ,o l/ d 1 bave ’ however, left these, thinking . 
. necessary to know what was the impression produced by the 



works criticised at their date of exhibition, than to avail myself of 
subsequent experience and judgment, which I could scarcely hope 
would be unmodified by the public estimate. If the notes show any 
good quality, I venture to hope they will show the writer endeav- 
oured to express his views clearly, and without partizan feeling. In 
so far as the objective truth and value of the criticism are concerned, 
the public can judge for itself how far time has corroborated or 
falsified my testimony. 
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